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Welcome To The Manosphere. Have a cigar.
December 6, 2011 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

As popular as my Sex Nerd blog is (and I will continue to post there frequently) I felt that the
Manosphere deserved yet another blog, albeit one from a slightly different perspective than those
magnificent monuments to manliness out there already.

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/welcome-to-the-manosphere-have-a-cigar.7850
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2011/12/welcome-to-manosphere-have-cigar.html
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 8 of 1013

A Moment Of Appreciation For The Good Wives
December 7, 2011 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Too often in the Manosphere we speak of feminine excesses that irk us and the generally poor state of
male-female relations in Western Culture, and we don't stop to remember that femininity, like
masculinity, is not monolithic. Even though individual women might drive us crazy and womanhood
in general might inspire strong feelings in us, the fact is that for every strident, intransigent feminist
out there there is also a woman who is struggling with the same issues we are, and doing it from their
side without resorting to wild idealism and harsh criticism.

I find it fascinating -- and encouraging -- that so many prominent voices in the Manosphere are
happily married men. Athol Kay, Leonidas, myself and other dudes hashing out the Tao Of The Red
Pill are in successful and presumably healthy marriages to strong, capable women. One thing you can
say about the men of the Manosphere, they don't go for the vapid trophy wife. We like our women
capable. Good moms. Good wives.

This might seem a cognitive disconnect for those who do not understand what we're trying to do here.
After all, the feminist apologists say, isn't your collective purpose to subjugate and oppress your
wimminfolk? Why no, no it is not. Our purpose is to find a new definition of masculinity that
works in the realities of a 21st century, post-industrial society with the end towards a more
fulfilling and meaningful life on our own terms.

It also might seem strange from those who view the Manosphere as a natural extension of the alt-right
philosophical movement that sees the brightest future in stuffing the genie back in the bottle and
living according to 1950s industrial gender roles, with women out of the workforce and back in the

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/a-moment-of-appreciation-for-the-good-wives.7849
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home. After all, isn't our purpose restoring menfolk to their rightful place as masters of home
and hearth and all they survey, untainted by feminine considerations? Why no, no it is not. Our
purpose is to find a new definition of masculinity that works in the realities of a 21st century,
post-industrial society with the end towards a more fulfilling and meaningful life on our own
terms.

Women aren't going to leave the workforce, nor should they. Women aren't going to go back to the
old culture of demure sexuality and highly-protected virginity, nor should they. Feminism was not an
evil plot to overthrow Western Civilization, it was a natural and predictable outgrowth of a change in
economic and social factors. At its best it provided a structure to enact some much-needed reforms to
our society. At its worst . . . well, I don't have to tell you.

But it's telling that my wife, a leader in her field and a brilliant woman all around, eschews the label
of "feminist" and holds feminism at arm's length, even as she crashing up the corporate ladder like a
bulldozer in a rainforest. She's suspicious of capital-F Feminism, thanks to some unpleasant college
experiences, and none of her wildly feminist friends are in happy places. That doesn't mean she isn't
strong, proud, and highly capable, or that she defers to me unconditionally.

We have both a strategic partnership and a passionate love, and the thought of trading that pleasant
and pragmatic bond for an overly-nostalgic version of an ideal 1950s Golden Age that never truly
existed makes me shudder. I like my smart, funny, capable wife. I love the fact that she wouldn't be in
her present position in her career without my support. And I love the fact that when I do lead, she
does follow in the best Captain/First Officer tradition. I don't see my actions as unmanly when she
takes the lead in an area outside of my expertise -- for example, she's the Chief Medical Officers,
since she has medical training and clinical experience beyond my First Aid. When there's a medical
issue, she takes command and I love being able to cede that responsibility to her and act as her
willing assistant.

You have to admit, it can't be easy to be married to any of us Red Pill guys. We tend to attract
intelligent, strong women, and the fact is that any guy with an ego strong enough to blog about
masculinity and such is going to end up being a dick sometimes just by his nature. They put up with
it, but it isn't easy.

It is usually, however, worth their while. My wife regularly and without solicitation or prompting
tells everyone she knows just how great I am, and I return the favor. She loves the Alpha/Beta
balance I've struck and sees value in my quest for a new masculinity. In a sea of relationship
dysfunction we are happily married, raising kids, and enjoying life far more than our peers, and the
only way that happens is when we both understand our roles and execute them accordingly.We're
kind of a nerdy power couple, and we make it work. Mostly. And when we have issues . . . we deal
with them, without drama.

I don't know if we're a model for others or a mere aberration, but we're happy and part of that stems
from my reassessment of masculinity, and part of that involves appreciating femininity for what it is,
the good, the bad, and the ugly. I think that understanding and recognizing the realities of the social

https://theredarchive.com/
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situation is key to pragmatically moving forward towards a new masculine paradigm instead of
dwelling on what we think we've lost and whining that we're not in charge all the time anymore. In a
recent comment on another blog I took some of the commenters to task for their bitterly negative
view of femininity, because I see femininity as a good thing. Heck, I even see feminism as a good
thing, once upon a time.

But if we're going to redefine and revalorize masculinity, we won't be able to do it without
understanding and appreciating femininity, first. And that means knowing and loving the powerful
women who share our lives.

So thanks to all the good wives out there. Keep it up, ladies, we love you for it. And tell your friends.
No, really.

https://theredarchive.com/
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Alpha Move: It’s Not Always About How Much Money You
Have . . .
December 12, 2011 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

. . . sometimes it’s how you spend it. Like on emergency chocolate.

It’s well-understood that a significant portion of a man’s Sex Rank depends on his perceived ability
as a provider. Since we can’t all be CEOs, or otherwise thunder our way to riches on the backs of our
talents and drive, how much we can actually improve our Sex Rank with increasing our income is
limited. Let’s face it: for most of us, if we could make more money at our jobs, we would.

But a middle-class income doesn’t have to keep you from using money to improve your Sex Rank to
your wife or girlfriend. Sometimes it’s the display of your ability that counts for more. Sure, a
$100,000 sports car is going to impress her . . . for about five seconds, until she starts asking
questions about the house payment money. But whipping out your credit card for a surprise trip to the
lingerie store, for instance, can be a DHV no matter what your income level. Likewise springing for a
surprise run to the sushi bar, concert tickets, etc.

You see, it’s not just about how much you can provide – that’s a strong Alpha bonus, sure. But if you
can’t afford diamonds and emeralds (and let’s face it, who wants to?) then providing small luxuries or
securing an extra hundred bucks for an unnecessary luxury at a strategic time can seem like jewelry.

The secret is the “surprise”. Any old happily married dude will tell you that you need a pile of money
your wife/girlfriend doesn’t know about. No matter how forthright you are about your mutual
household finances, and how tight your budget is, in order to be perceived as a generous (!), gracious
(!!) and thoughtful (!!!) provider you need access to monies your wife/girlfriend can’t spend before
you do.

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/alpha-move-its-not-always-about-how-much-money-you.7848
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2011/12/alpha-move-its-not-always-about-how.html
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This is liable to cause some resentment, of course, once it becomes known that you have a separate
checking account, or a secret cigar box full of twenties she doesn’t have access to. Let it. But stand
your ground. The ability to suddenly manifest something necessary or desired at an opportune
moment increases your perceived Alpha in her eyes, and it grants you a feeling of satisfaction that
you can easily build on.

Ah, you ask, but how do I get this mysterious pile of money? Especially when I’m considering selling
my kid’s kidneys to make the mortgage?

First, don’t go into debt for it. Debt sucks. Avoid unnecessary debt like the plague – it’s the
responsible thing to do. In fact, secretly paying down your debt is a huge bonus to your Alpha
provider stat, once it becomes known.

The secret is what the Good Ol’ Boys in my neck of the woods call the “Working 50” or the
“Working 500”, depending upon how ambitious you are. That’s the amount of money that lore says
should “always be working for you.”
Remember that there’s more than one way to make money. Working for it is the usual way, of course,
but it’s always better when your money works for you, not the other way around. Your Working 50 is
the $50 (or $500, depending on your capabilities and your ambitions) that you have out there making
you more money. You do that by buying and selling stuff. It takes five minutes to set up Ebay, UPS
and Paypal accounts, and once you do have those, the rest is easy.

Look around your house for crap you don’t want, won’t use, and would probably donate before you’d
go to all of the time and effort to put together a yard sale. Take a couple of pictures of the ones you
think are most valuable. If it doesn’t look valuable by itself, group it together in one lot. Then post it
on ebay. Crawl through your attic, your garage, that box of crap your ex-girlfriend left at your house,
the shed, you name it. Miscellaneous items of dubious value are everywhere. All you need to do is
find out who wants them, how much they’re willing to pay, and then complete the transaction.

Got a junk car in the backyard (in the South, it’s traditional for Agro-Americans to display their
wealth thus)? It’s probably worth a fair amount just in scrap. If you have the inclination to strip it and
sell off the parts first, even a crappy old heap can be worth a couple of hundred dollars.

Ever stop into a thrift shop or yard sale and seen a bargain? Buy it. Sell it. Make a profit. Do you
have old books laying around that you will never, ever read again? Amazon. Have an interest in, say,
millitaria, collectibles, or comic books? There are booming on-line marketplaces for just those sorts
of things. No telling what your old toys are worth. Have a bunch of antiques that you inherited but are
just not your style? Liquidate them. Know how to fix lawnmowers and chainsaws? Do that in your
spare time. Know far, far too much about sports memorabilia? Weed out your coveted collection and
take the cash.

There are websites where they give away stuff – valuable stuff – for free. Freecycle, for instance.
And Craig’s List has tons of stuff “Free To A Good Home – You Pick Up”. Yard sales, thrift stores,
bankruptcy auctions, surplus auctions and self-storage auctions are all great places to find odd and

https://theredarchive.com/
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valuable crap that other people are willing to pay money for. The key is knowing the value of
something, and that might take a little homework.

It might seem like a lot of work, but once you get the system down, and start understanding how to
do it, the returns can be high and it can be fun, too. For example, at a trip to Virginia Beach a couple
of years ago, we were digging around in the sand and came across an old WWII era bayonet that
someone had left in the sand (nearly impaling my 5-year-old – not happy about that). Instead of
chucking it into my toolbox or throwing it out (like my wife wanted) I sold it on Ebay for $120,
because of the year and model. Of course not ever transaction is going to yield that kind of result, but
if you work on the part-time-entrepreneur thing consistently and evenly the law of averages says
you’ll make a profit unless you’re a complete idiot.

But the key is to have this Working 50(0) out there in the background, off the books, out of her reach,
and under your control. If you have a crafty hobby like woodwork, consider trying to sell a few
pieces. Or art. Most of us have some sort of talent that (with a little development) can be turned into a
money-making avocation.

It’s undeniable that some dudes just have a natural knack for trading and dealing; it’s possible that
yours has just not had the right opportunity to flourish, or that you haven’t found the right financial
hobby yet. Other dudes can’t get their heads away from the idea that the only way to make money is
to work for someone and have them give it to you. But the fact is that incredibly stupid people make
their entire livings off of Ebay . . . so if you’re smart enough to take the Red Pill, you’re smart
enough to figure out “Buy Low, Sell High”.

It’s equally important to keep your efforts concealed from her. If you spend all of your time talking
about all the money you’re going to make in order to get premature credit for your ability to provide,
then you look like a wuss when you can’t produce, for whatever reason. Your failures count against
you doubly that way. But a secret success that yields a profit that you can turn around and, say, spend
on your wife’s birthday or on a hotel sex weekend or to get the power turned back on in an
emergency, those things shower you with glory and Alpha goodness – as well as aiding your Beta
ability to provide comfort as well as resources for your mate. It displays your Grace and Generosity,
two qualities many women find instantly appealing. And the unknown origin of the sudden
generosity lends an air of mystery and excitement to your relationship.

It's also important that you reserve this fund mostly for expenditures that will add to the comfort and
prosperity of your household, not, say, just on electronic gadgets that will make you happy while she
sits around in K-Mart underwear wondering what happened to the best years of her life. Some women
can fixate on the smallest things as a tangible sign of success. Sometimes if you can discover and hit
that note, you give yourself a DHV far in excess of the intrinsic value of the expenditure. Knowing
your wife/girlfriend's tastes and perspectives can add a lot to this.

Yes, she’s going to be resentful that you were “holding out” on her. Claim it as your husbandly male
prerogative. Yes, she’s going to want access and control over it. Don’t let her touch it, or know how
big your Nookie Fund is. Yes, she’s going to be pissed that you resist her womanly attempts to

https://theredarchive.com/
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control you – and it – when you’re supposed to be in an equitable relationship. Let her. Your
steadfast resistance is actually going to be a long-term gain for you, as she understands that you have
some modicum of control and willingness to say “no” to unreasonable demands.

The Working 50 has been the safehaven for menfolk for decades, but too many young men and new
husbands don’t understand it. Just remember, after you start making a little extra money, that you
should always keep $50 (or $500) on hand as seed for your next microinvestment.

https://theredarchive.com/
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Marriage 1.0 and 1.1: The Real Story
December 13, 2011 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

A lot of fellas around the Manosphere speak of Marriage 1.0 and 2.0 when referring to the tectonic
shift in culture and lifestyle the Sexual Revolution caused. They're referring basically to the sex-for-
security swap implicit to the old-style of marriage. And as a term-of-art it is sufficient.

But it's not entirely accurate. You see, marriage has gone through several phases and sub-phases,
depending upon the economy of the culture and the class of the individuals. You can actually trace
Marriage, as a cultural institution, to three distinct presentations:

Marriage 1.0 was the Tribal marriage.

Now for years anthropologists have delighted at the study of "primitive" (tribal) customs of birth,
mating, warfare and death amongst the far-flung tribal peoples of the earth before they were all
culturally assimilated and exposed to the modern world. From that wide pool of data we can draw a
few conclusions: tribal peoples use a breathtaking array of clans, societies, family ties and ancestral
divinities to regulate formal family ties. We can also distill the majority of these customs and fetishes
down to a relatively straightforward model that in all likelihood was the "paleo" standard for 90,000
years or so.

Now to some, that makes it automatically The Way Things Should Work, like the Paleo Diet, the
Paleo Lifestyle, and the Paleo Workout. Only, maybe not so much.

It turns out that most Paleomarriages were the result of 1) short life expectancy/high infant mortality
2) hunter/gatherer/fisher economy and 3) availability of protein in the diet. Since this was the Time
Before Writing and the Time Before Muffins, how much protein you could get really did determine
whether or not you lived or died. As a population stabilizes in a given eco-economy, then a fourth
consideration, avoiding genetic mishaps through interbreeding, becomes important, too. That's the
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role that various animal-descended clans play in tribal cultures, ensuring that you don't accidentally
marry your first cousin. Of course, when you're likely to meet only 300 people in your entire life,
marrying your cousin might just be a viable option.

Where protein is plentiful, then competition between men for mates tends to be less aggressive and
the sexual mores tend to be loosely controlled. Where protein is scarce, then mating patterns tend to
be more aggressive and the sexual culture more conservative. There are plenty of exceptions to all of
these throughout human history, since human culture wiggles around so darn much, but that's the way
most tribal cultures work. It tends to be a soft monogamy/polygamy, with only high-status males
having more than one wife. Since status is determined by the ability to secure protein, the more adept
at hunting/fishing, the higher likelihood a given male will have more than one wife. Paternity is a
dicey subject, even so, and in many tribal cultures descent is measured through the woman and her
brothers, not the father. And that's the basic saber-toothed-tiger model, or Marriage 1.0.

In a Tribal Marriage (1.0) the partners are usually tightly controlled by the parents and the "tribal
elders", and usually begins shortly after sexual maturity. Most marriages are arranged, sometimes by
parents or grandparents years in advance to cement a tribal alliance, fulfill a sacred obligation, or
simply because that's your best shot at getting a spouse. While children are a blessing, they also
involve a substantial investment on behalf of the tribe to raise to maturity.

Most cultural elements concerning sex, therefore, actively limit reproduction with a wide-array of
taboos to keep populations within a manageable size -- that is, small enough so that everyone can still
make it through the winter on what they can hunt. For example some island-bound tribes restrict the
wife's ability to have sex with her husband for SEVEN YEARS after the birth of her child, so as to
space out the little tykes enough to ensure that there's enough protein for all of them. Because
sometimes there isn't.

With life expectancy and infant mortality so horrific, you might work your way through a couple of
mates along the way, plus whatever booty you could sneak on the side, and no one is going to ask too
closely about the paternity of your kids because, let's face it, as long as the little bugger can
hunt/gather/fish, he's an asset to the tribe. More wives equals more mouths to feed which at this point
puts a big strain even on a good hunter. So low-protein cultures tend towards a kind of primitive
monogamy, with rare occurrences of high-status polygamy, usually later in life.

Then we went and started domesticating things, and we got Marriage 1.1. Once we figured out that
our protein supply would dramatically increase if we actually followed the herds instead of hunting
them sporadically, or using nets instead of spears to catch fish, or settle in a lush region replete with
protein sources, then things begin to get measured in terms of "wealth", not prowess. Or not entirely
prowess. Once a man can lay claim to a domesticated herd of goats/cows/horses/water
buffalo/camels/carribou/whatever, then his ability to provide protein goes far beyond his ability to
hunt it the hard way. By carefully managing his herd or his nets he can start using the surplus to
trade, to bank against hard times, or to improve his status within the tribe. "Wealth" as we know it is
born. Marriage 1.1 is where you really start seeing the rise of polygamy as a social institution,
because now one man can provide enough protein for several wives and their offspring, and can hire
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enough guards to keep his home and herds secure.

Conversely, he could raid a rival tribe and steal their cattle to both enrich himself and improve his
status. That's the cultural imperative at the heart of the famous Cattle Raid of Cullee, an ancient Irish
epic that relies heavily on cattle rustling to move the plot forward. In nomadic herding cultures
"private property" was pretty much what you could carry and protect, so stealing your neighbor's
cows becomes a test of your abilities, not an automatic felony. Of course, if you got caught you
usually got killed or were fined heavily or were sold into slavery, so the risks were as great as the
rewards.

You can think of the shift from hunter/gatherers to herders/ranchers/horticulturists as the shift from
primitive monogamy to primitive polygamy. The economy starts to revolve around how many critters
you can call your own, and starts to take on strong territorial overtones. This is roughly the culture of
the Old Testament, the one Abraham found himself in. This is the first glimmer that the issue of
paternity and inheritance becomes important. Instead of being worried about the spirits of animals
and nature, which is the more pantheistic focus of Religion 1.0, you start to focus on the human
ancestors: the more polytheistic and anthropomorphic Religion 1.1. Where horticulture is widely
practiced, the number of fruit trees you have is factored into the cow/goat/horse balance sheet. Your
status grows with every foaling and harvest season -- or dies with the cattle and trees. Life is still
hard, children are still a blessing, but they are still a pretty big investment. Making sure that the ones
you're feeding are the ones you sired becomes more and more important.

In Tribal Marriage 1.1, the same rules apply as to 1.0 arranged marriages, but now the issue of bride
price and/or dowry start to rear their ugly head. A man who courts your daughter has to prove he is
wealthy enough -- has enough cows -- to provide for his wife and your grandkids. Or you and your
new in-laws contribute a few critters each to get the new couple started. But at this point, cows are
changing hands in one direction or another, and a man stops being measured by his military/hunting
prowess and starts being measured by his "wealth" . . . in cows. If a man is wealthy enough, then
bringing on a second-tier wife for the first wife to boss around is usually encouraged. And when you
die, your widow and kids get to divide up your herds with a minimum of blood feuds. Got one cow
too many to divide? Then slaughter it, share it, and have a barbecue in your honor. From about
15,000 BCE to 10,000 BCE, this was pretty much how everyone did things

Then some idiot went and invented muffins and screwed everything up.
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Marriage 2.0, 2.1 and 2.2: The Muffin Years
December 14, 2011 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Things started to change with the muffins.

It’s called the Agricultural Revolution, and most people think of it as an item on a Western Civ test,
not one of the most important shifts in human culture in our history. When we went beyond
horticulture (growing things like olives and apples and the occasional vegetable and herb) and started
cultivating cereal grains, everything changed. It was a big move towards food security, which after
physical security was the biggest issue facing tribal life. Hunting and gathering is great during the
summer months, when everything is in bloom. But during the winter, when the plants go away and
most of the animals are hibernating or migrating, things get grim. With a few exceptions hunter-
gatherer cultures have a hard time accumulating and preserving sufficient food stocks to get everyone
through the winter. It was easier in a herding culture, but then the issue of providing silage for your
beasts arises, and you’re back to square one.

So we learned how to grow grain, and some genius invented muffins, and the Agricultural Revolution
was on.

We learned how to cultivate high-carbohydrate grain crops like oats, wheat, rye and rice. Pros: life
expectancies go up, infant mortality goes down, deaths from starvation (once an annual occurrence)
are now much less rare. Muffins (or bread, or rice) can feed you during the lean times when protein is
hard to find, it’s easy to store and has a long shelf-life, and it will sustain you in a protein-poor
environment without you starving to death. Plus, a reasonable amount of effort (and luck) yields a
massive potential return, which provides HUGE surpluses of grain, far more than your family could
eat. This is where things start to get interesting.

If Marriage 1.0 was about male fitness and prowess and Marriage 1.1 was about herd management
and wealth-in-cows, Marriage 2.0 was about Wealth-in-real-estate-and-muffins. Before, when
everyone was semi-nomadic following the herds or the harvest of the nuts and berries, where you
lived was a pretty transitory thing. If things got to hairy or the herds left, the tribe picked up and went
to greener pastures. You can’t do that when you have a crop in the field. You’re invested.
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So suddenly where you lived mattered quite a bit. High on a mountain? Good game (protein source)
possibilities, maybe, but bad place to grow wheat. Where as the folks in the flat, easy-to-plant river
valleys had only a reasonable protein supply, but they could grow carbs all day once they figured out
the trick of cultivation. If you live on a mountain and practice Marriage 1.1, then your distant cousins
who went and discovered agriculture and now practice Marriage 2.0 are going to be very strange to
you.

Grain was such an important development that the level-headed Greeks devoted an entire 1/12th of
their godhood to it. The center of religious thought for three thousand years in the West was the
Eleusinian Mysteries, which concerned the interplay of Grain, Sex, Death, Birth and Rebirth and
featured the goddess Ceres. It’s also helpful to note that the Greeks also deified both Sex and
Pleasure (Aphrodite) and Marriage (Hera). These things were important to the early agricultural
civilizations. Heck, so was “civilization” (“the art of living in cities”) which was impossible before
grain cultivation. You need a large enough food surplus to allow for the craft specialization necessary
to sustain a settlement of more than 1000 people. But once you have grain, and granaries, and
collective security, then urbanization is the next step. The semi-nomadic Tribal Compound becomes
The Village, and later The Town. The economics changed radically, and so human culture had to
change as well.

That’s where the real Marriage 2.0 came into play, the Agricultural Marriage.

Marriage 2.0 is about ownership and control. A man can till a field and harvest a huge surplus from a
wheat field -- but he has to store it securely, too, and protect it from anyone who wants to wander by
and take it. You can't just run away and start planting crops in the next valley over without losing all
of your accumulated wealth.

Imagine you’re an early agriculturalist for a minute, having figured out the secret of grain and
muffins. You’ve got a nice, fertile piece of land near to a good irrigation source, and you’re ass-deep
in grain and muffins at the end of the harvest. And other people are starting to eye your good grain
field with envy. People are starting to keep track of that sort of thing. In fact, people are starting to
keep track of a lot of things by necessity, like who owns what and how much wheat a given field
produced in a year. This is all a lot of fun, and you’ve got muffins to burn, and aren’t you glad you
aren’t out hunting all winter?

The problem is the guys in the next valley over got together and decided that they were going to
support each other's claim to the lands they had. And they were going to put all of their grain in one
place and protect it from the atavistic hill tribes who really enjoyed muffins but didn’t much see the
need to pay for them, because they don’t understand how private property works. Or even “property”,
for that matter. So you have to share the responsibilities of protecting your investment, or designate a
few tough guys to do it and pay them out of the surplus. Because while a protein-fed hill-barbarian
hunter/gatherer might be able to take any of the bread-eating valley people individually, when there's
a dozen of them and they work together that makes just taking their grain and cows more expensive
and dangerous.
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Between food surpluses and collective security, life started getting pretty nice for the muffin eaters.
But their values are different than the hunter-gatherers, and the basic food-and-security-for-sex-and-
childrearing contract of Marriage 1.0 and 1.1 have been altered. Suddenly prowess as a hunter doesn't
win you nearly as many points when it comes to arranging for a wife (although you get plenty of
interested looks from their womenfolk). Neither does skill as a thief – a big bonus for tribal peoples –
earn you points, since most tribal bandits raid agricultural settlements and that's frowned upon once
you actually live in an agricultural settlement.

No, these grain-growing farmers are only interested in what wealth -- measured in land and grain --
you control. Providing raw protein and basic security for your mate is no longer enough in the
Agricultural world. Your standing in the larger community becomes far more important than your
individual bad-assedness with a spear. You are now measured by your ability to manage to cultivate a
fertile plot of land and produce a surplus, as well as contribute to the collective security. It’s hard,
brutal work – but it’s not particularly dangerous. Compared to fighting saber-toothed tigers and
digging for grubs in the summer and starving in the winter, it’s a pretty nice gig. Much easier to raise
kids that way, too, when you don’t have to worry about how to stretch one deer carcass among six
rug-rats. There’s muffins aplenty for everyone. All you need is a wife who’s a “good breeder”.

Since ultimately the role of childrearing is to produce grandchildren, the people who are arranging for
your marriage (your parents or equivalent) are also scheming to ensure that you live long enough to
produce them. And since more kids means more free farm labor, and not just more unskilled mouths
to dump protein into before they die, then having a whole lot of kids is suddenly a great idea. More
kids, more workers, more cultivated land, more grain, bigger surpluses, more muffins.

This is where social and cultural mores usually segue away from carefully restricting and regulating
reproduction so as not to upset the tribe, and more towards a wholesale blessing to screw all you want
and have as many kids as you want. Agricultural civilizations are where you see the first rise of the
real "fertility religions". Aphrodite, goddess of sex and lust and pleasure, sits on the same pantheon as
Juno, the taciturn goddess of marriage. The legitimate and “illicit” elements of sex are both deified by
the Greeks (along with grain and wine) because they are vital concepts within their culture. Without
sex you can’t have a bunch of kids to tend the fields. Without marriage, you have no way of keeping
track of whose kids are whose, and which kid inherits which field when you die. This is when marital
fidelity starts really mattering. This is when you see the rise of Marriage as Political And Economic
Tool.

But in this economy wives are more than just breeding machines, believe it or not: they also represent
tracts of arable land to be inherited. Consider the Trojan War. Helen of Sparta, the illegitimate
daughter of Zeus, represented more than just the most beautiful woman in the world (Aphrodite’s
bailiwick); she also represented a filial tie between two powerful states in Greece, Sparta and
Mycenae, at a critical time. The marriage was a result of a complex negotiation that demanded that
Helen and her father sort through the offers from the wealthy and powerful. The marriage didn’t just
mean more grandkids, it meant the union of two political entities. Only a ploy by clever Odysseus
kept the suitors of Helen from killing each other. Of course, it also led to the decade-long Trojan
War, and another decade of hopeless wandering for Odysseus, so that’s what a clever ploy will get
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you in a marriage negotiation.

Whomever married Helen would have their sons inherit in part the status and position and wealth of
Helen’s father. Having the most beautiful woman in the world in your bed every night was just gravy.
It’s also telling that Paris, when faced with a choice between Wisdom, Marriage, and Sex went with
Sex. He may have regretted it later, but I’m sure it seemed like a good idea at the time.

Inheritance becomes a huge issue in Marriage 2.0 -- indeed, it's a defining characteristic. A man who
farms (or owns some farmers) wants to ensure that his children are really his, and that his
accumulated wealth will be distributed fairly to avoid feuds and bloodshed among his descendents.
Since accumulated wealth is measured in bushels and acres, real estate is suddenly the most
important thing in the world. Marriage isn’t just about having kids, it starts being about transferring
wealth and power. You’re not just marrying a woman and her family, you’re marrying into a going
business concern with real tradable assets. Some ancient tribes recognized this (particularly the Celts
and the Indians) by using a local earth goddess (and her comely young maiden stand-in) as a living
representation of the land, and as part of the ascension of a new king this sovereign goddess was
ritually screwed in the famous heiros gamos, or “sacred marriage”.

Back in Marriage 1.0, you only had a few kids to divide up your personal effects; your stock-in-trade,
skill as a hunter/fisher, is non-transferable, unless you count magic. Add in cows and it gets
somewhat complicated, but not much more. But when it comes to real estate and the relative arability
of a piece of land, then accumulated wealth becomes a very, very big deal.

But the interesting thing here is that the ownership of land -- and using wives and daughters as living
placeholders for property rights – actually establishes a monetary value for women for the first time.
And a value on virginity. A certified virgin, after all, is far more likely to actually produce your
genetic heir, and you don't want to leave your parent's legacy of real estate to a bastard, do you? So
depending on the comeliness (read: fertility) of the wife, you're willing to invest quite a lot of land
and grain in the fact that she's "untainted" by other penises. Do you have more land from your folks
than you need? Then heck! Just get a second wife to help out! Double the kids, double the dowry, and
your surpluses just start increasing. Or a third wife, so that the other two will have someone to pick
on. Each one represents not just a new sexual partner and domestic worker, they represent a tie to a
powerful family or a piece of land, a political or economic alliance.

And from here is what we know as the “Traditional Marriage” is evolved. The marriage contract is
altered from 1.0, where the responsibilities of a husband or wife are fairly well-delineated by tribal
custom and gender role, and where sex/childrearing in exchange for security/food is clearly
established, to Marriage 2.0. In Marriage 2.0 the sex-for-security swap is enshrined with a host of
new issues: marital fidelity, punishment for adultery, and all sorts of other rights and responsibilities
between the two parties and their families.

Some things don’t change. The male is still considered the provider and protector. When there’s a
security threat, it’s the males and not the females who are drafted into service. Males are usually
legally liable for the actions of their wives. Males are usually acknowledged as the head-of-

https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 22 of 1013

household, because now lineage is measured through the male, even if he’s not out hunting every
day. Females are still in charge of most childrearing and domestic responsibilities, including a good
deal of the farming in the lower orders and a good deal of the textile production in the upper orders.

But other things are different. In most Marriage 1.0 situations if things aren’t working out there are
provisions for ending the union. Tribal peoples tend to have a cultural understanding that when the
masculine and feminine spirits can’t be reconciled, the spirits have mandated rituals to accommodate
the situation. For example, if a woman gets pissed off with her husband she might move into her
mother’s hut across the compound and go get her brothers to kick his ass. Or if you catch your wife
with another man, you kick his ass and then make her do a cleansing ritual, or he owes you a goat, or
something. There’s a means of re-balancing domestic harmony, and that’s essential in human
societies of less than 200 people. Need to see other people? Can’t stand the sight of her? Does she
think you’re a tool? Then there is usually some agency for the couple to split.

But you just can’t do that in an Agricultural marriage – there’s too much paperwork. You’re dealing
not just with what happens to the kids, but what happens to all of that land and grain. If you leave
your wife, you leave her huge tracts of land, too. If you catch her cheating, even then it’s hard to
separate without catastrophic financial loss. So you either tolerate it or you lock her in a tower or you
push her off a cliff, but you don’t divorce. Agricultural marriages are “until death do we part” by
necessity. They’re real legal commitments and cash transactions, even if the value is implied and not
explicit. They’re designed to produce as many children as possible as quickly as possible and max out
the reproductive capacities of the partners in question. That ensures that at least some of the progeny
will survive, mature, and reproduce – and hopefully take care of your toothless ass when you’re old.

Of course marriage 2.0 undergoes some evolution along the way. For one thing, now that wealth is an
issue so is class. Among those in power marriage is a way to build empires and dynasties first and
foremost. Among the lower classes, it’s an economic necessity for food and social security.
Collective security and armed conflict give you a way to peel off too many males, soft polygamy
gives you a way to double up the females, and the whole thing is pretty stable, socially speaking, as
long as the crops don’t fail and the grain doesn’t get moldy. Things stay relatively stable for a couple
of thousand years, actually.

The rise of the Great Religions demonstrates the first calcification of Marriage 2.0 into Marriage 2.1.
In the West that means Christianity and Islam, both of which have a heavily codified institution of
marriage where the husbandly and wifely responsibilities are laid out pretty explicitly. After about
1000 CE this translates to hard monogamy in name, and soft monogamy in practice (except amongst
the higher orders, who used their wealth and power to plow anything in a skirt like the Alphas of old).
But for everyone else . . .

Prostitution was reviled and condemned; institutional and mythological reasons were developed for a
harsh monogamy with no escape this side of death. Virginity and celibacy are elevated as a means of
social control. Adultery and “fornication”, that is, unrestricted and unlicensed sex, was absolutely
forbidden. It was better to die than to commit adultery. Virginity was elevated to near-divine levels,
Motherhood was celebrated in abstract, and sexuality was brutally condemned outside of heavily-
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controlled ritualistic breeding.

Ideally, in Marriage 2.1 (Traditional Model) you were a virgin until your parents got together with
the village matchmaker and paired you up with a good girl from a nice family who is also a virgin,
and after a big ceremony and lavish gifts from both sides of the new family, you’re supposed to keep
her knocked up and producing until menopause or death in childbirth. More kids = more
farmers/soldiers = higher food and social security. Then there are just enough social escape-valves
(monastic life, clandestine affairs and prostitution) to keep things from going crazy under pressure (as
happened during the Black Death of the 14th century), but that’s how Marriage 2.1 is supposed to
work.

The variant is Marriage 2.2, the Upper Class. Marriage is different for those of the aristocracy.
Marriages are de facto unions of power blocs and economic empires. They aren’t expected to be
romantic in the slightest, and are often barely sexual – as long as they produce a few legitimate heirs,
they’re successful no matter how much they fight and scheme. Note the emphasis on fewer children –
which means an institutional consolidation of power, as opposed to a dilution of power with every
generation. Rich families have a few kids that they lavish attention on, instead of a lot of kids that
they can support, but who will someday fight over the economic empire you’ve created.

Even after Monotheism takes root and the traditional marriage is established, the aristocracy
continues to only pay lip-service to it. Men of power are no more concerned with their own marital
fidelity – after all, what’s the point of being a lord when you can’t roger a servant girl? Women in
such families have subtle indiscretions with the help or acquaintances with the caveat that they must
always preserve the illusion of sticking to the bounds of Marriage 2.1. As a result, there are plenty of
dotted lines and questionable genetics in the family trees of the European aristocracy.

And all of this was the result of muffins. It was hard work for both men and women, but it took us
from watching half of our kids die of starvation every winter to having a festive Yule celebration of
the harvest, secure in the knowledge that you’d likely get to spring with about the same number of
kids you started the fall with. Men worked in the fields, women worked in the homes, kids worked as
soon as they were old enough to hoe or feed chickens. And that’s how things settled out between
3000 BCE and 1800 CE, until the next big thing: the Industrial Revolution.

Someone went and invented the assembly line and messed up all the muffins.
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Marriage 3.0, 3.1, 3.11, 3.2, 3.3, 3.4 and beyond: Yes, We're All
Screwed Now.
December 19, 2011 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

We last saw how Marriage 2.0 and 2.1 evolved from Marriage 1.0, thanks to the Agricultural
Revolution. Now we will look at how Marriage 3.0 and its correlates evolved thanks to the next big
change in techno-cultural evolution, the Industrial Revolution.

If Marriage 1.0 was about sex and security, and Marriage 2.0 was about control of real-estate, then
Marriage 3.0 is about the control of money. You see, around 1850 or so people started making
machines that did things far more efficiently and to a larger scale than every before. All of those juicy
surpluses the Agricultural Revolution brought to you – particularly surplus Wool in the North Seas –
led to the development of real industrial equipment. Which eventually led to Colonial Imperialism
and a whole bunch of other nasty things, but at the root of it is the desire for women to wear warm,
stylish and expensive apparel.

Wool from the North Seas countries (Scotland and the Scandinavian countries, specifically) was a
highly prized commodity, a luxury good. It was warm, soft, and when it got wet it didn’t make you
cold. So wool became a luxury item, like silk and spices and coffee. And since those countries all
have proud maritime traditions, they shipped their wool southwards, towards the rich kingdoms of
Europe and beyond. Funny thing about real luxury goods: the further you ship them, the more you
can charge for them. So the beginnings of Colonial Imperialism and the Industrial Revolution can be
traced back to a desire for Northern European women to wear expensive silks and cottons and
Southern European women to wear expensive wools.

Now, shipping wool is profitable, especially once you evict all the peasants from their rented lands
and turn them into sheep farms (and your peasants go to Ireland to fight the Irish). But it’s even more
profitable to turn wool into thread and then cloth before you ship it – the value added by the
manufacturing process makes it well worth the price. So the first industrial looms were built and
eventually automated, which lead to a cascade of technological sophistication that spawned the
Industrial Revolution. You should have learned that much in Western Civ.

But the other thing that the Industrial Revolution did was employ, for wages, industrial laborers. And
while burly men were great for foundries and mills and locomotive factories, when it came to the
delicate work with thread and fabric the smaller, more nimble fingers of women and children were
preferred. So for the first time in history, in Britain and France, women were hired for cash wages as
employees.

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/marriage-30-31-311-32-33-34-and-beyond-yes-were.7844
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2011/12/marriage-30-31-311-32-33-34-and-beyond.html
http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-0d2MB8CbXR4/Tu-cJ0up68I/AAAAAAAAARA/B5oHVYWnQuU/s1600/8333_a.jpg
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2011/12/marriage-10-and-11-real-story.html
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2011/12/marriage-20-21-and-22-muffin-years.html
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 25 of 1013

It took a century or so for the effect of this to be found. Before this women of the “lower classes”
(anyone without an inheritance) worked, of course: in shops and stands, in inns and taverns, and as
servants, and those positions only grew with the rise of the bourgeoisie in the 1700-1800s. But those
positions were considered “temporary”, a way for a woman to support herself and her family until she
got married or after she was widowed. Oh, there was prostitution aplenty, as well, but let’s not
discuss that yet. We’re talking about “respectable” commoners, here.

But when women started being hired as factory employees and earning a regular wage, with the first
cottage industries in Britain turning wool into thread and cloth, the first erosion to Marriage 2.0 and
2.1 began.

It didn’t really come to fruition until WWII, when in America and Europe large numbers of women
were employed in assembly lines by the necessity of war. “Rosie the Riveter” became the slang term
for a woman working an industrial job, and the four years America struggled in that war not only
proved how resourceful the Americans were at mechanized warfare, it also proved that there was no
inherent reason why women could not be employed in most of the same jobs as men were. It was a
temporary social effect, as most women left the assembly lines and married their returning soldiers
and went on to become 1950s housewives.

But some didn’t. Like my grandmother.

My grandmother worked at AC Spark Plugs in Flint, Michigan during the war, where she made spark
plugs for tanks and airplanes for the war. My grandfather was off becoming decorated in both
theaters in the Army. They eloped just before he went to Europe, and grandma piled up a decent
savings while she worked. After the war they pooled their savings and bought a big house in the
(brand new) suburbs and raised a couple of kids.

But my grandmother didn’t quit her job. She stayed at AC Spark Plugs until she retired. Between her
income and my grandfather’s they had a very comfortable living and were able to raise their children
in 1950s utopic fashion, Howdy Doody and all. My grandmother never let my grandfather forget that
she was an active contributor to the household finances, and my grandfather spent a lot of time
mowing the lawn. She still did all of the housework, he did all of the yardwork, and for the most part
they had a Marriage 2.0, traditional model.

But things had changed. With her income, my grandmother had a lot more power in her marriage
than my great-grandmother had enjoyed. The sex-for-security swap was badly damaged (although my
grandfather never complained about the lack of sex, and even if he did I wouldn’t listen because,
well, ew.). My mother grew up with a sense of entitlement, and while she was far from a feminist she
had ideas about equality and how a marriage should work and the role of women that my great-
grandmother never would have considered. My mother went to college, for instance, and there was
never any question of whether or not she would get a job. It was assumed.
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Secondly, the war had the effect of spawning true popular culture and “mass media”, exposing
millions to the idea of standardized consumer goods. Items developed for use during the war became
post-war luxuries that the people of America had grown used to: Schick safety razors, SPAM, Tootsie
Rolls, automobiles, all of the humble tools used to defeat the Nazis had a huge market available after
the war. And a country tired of rationing and eager to start making babies was anxious to not only get
a good paying job, but also buy Brillo Pads, Maidenform Bras, and Pepsodent. Even with the glut of
returning servicemen, there was still plenty of development and jobs to go around.

Thirdly, WWII also marked a dramatic change in the demographics of America. Before the war we
were over 80% rural, mostly living on small farms across the fruited plain. After the war we were
predominantly urban, living in small towns and cities. You go where the jobs are, and the jobs during
and after WWII were in cities. Once removed from the rural environment, however, it’s difficult to
maintain the same agriculturally-based culture your parents enjoyed.

With the economic impetus for Marriage 2.0 removed, the sex-for-security trade of Marriage 1.0
becoming weaker, and cash taking the place of land as a holder of value, it was Industrialization that
forced the development of Marriage 3.0, not feminism. Indeed, feminism is a by-product of the
Industrial Revolution, just as Marxism is, an inevitable social response to an economic change.
Women invading the workforce in large numbers greatly upset the socio-legal environment, and
regulatory reform reflecting this fact was as inevitable as the rise of feminists.

Add to that the revolutionary development of the Pill, allowing a woman to control her reproductive
destiny reliably for the first time in history, and between the two a tectonic shift in Male-Female
gender relations was also inevitable. Liberalized divorce laws, open access to contraception and
abortion services followed as a matter of course. That was as inevitable and predictable as the rise of
the Civil Rights movement two generations after the end of slavery.

Marriage 3.0 is an entirely different animal than the previous two versions and their variants. Let’s
break down the variants that have evolved out of the chaos and confusion, shall we?

For one thing, instead of being focused on the matter of producing children (1.) or conserving your
wealth in real-estate (2.0), Marriage 3.0 is most often focused on the emotional fulfillment and
security of the two adult participants.

In other words, “Cash”.

Once again these variants can partially be broken down by socio-economic class. Let’s start with the
lower end and move up. Marriage 3.0 can be considered the single-parent family, the result of soft
serial monogamy, therefore Serial/Single Marriage. After about 1975 or so, this became the dominant
form of social organization among the working class, even as the working class also continued to
struggle to keep the ideals of Marriage 2.0 alive. The prevalence of “out-of-wedlock” births early in
life, combined with looser social mores and quick-and-easy divorce laws allowed even hastily-
contrived “shotgun weddings” in the case of pregnancy disintegrate in a matter of years or months.
By the 1970s divorce – once the exclusive province of the rich – had become as affordable as a new
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car.

With the ability of even a working class single parent (usually a mother or grandmother) to support a
child without a second income and a substantially stronger social safety net than our ancestors
enjoyed, Marriage 3.0 quickly developed into One Mom (or Dad or Grandmother), One (or more)
Kid(s). The children from these families are rarely planned, frequently lack a strong dual-parent role
model, often suffer from fewer resources thanks to a low-income, and in general struggle harder than
other children. The focus in Serial/Single Marriage is not usually child-rearing, and children are often
considered more a burden than a blessing in some of these families.

This is the fractured state of affairs lamented by social conservatives as being detrimental to the
fabric of our society. While I have to admit that our society has been radically changed by the
presence of these single-parent kids, I’d also have to admit that I know plenty of honest, self-reliant
and self-supporting adults who were raised this way. Some have overcome huge economic and social
hurdles to do so. Some were aided by grandparents or a succession of step-parents to along the way.
But I cannot in good conscience argue that they turned out any better or worse than children from the
more-traditional two-parent families.

Marriage 3.1, on the other hand, is the attempt to adapt Marriage 2.0 ideals to a Marriage 3.0 world.
Prevalent mostly in socially conservative communities – rural, religious, and ethnic communities
where the idealized allure of Marriage 2.0 still holds a powerful draw in particular – Marriage 3.1
tries to make the traditional nuclear family function in this brave new social minefield. That’s
difficult, since the forces at work on society tend to encourage people to split up even more than they
encourage them to get together. But for a goodly percentage of folks in the West, they are trying to
make it work by getting creative and adapting old ways to new times.

Marriage 3.1 is the Culturally/Religiously Based Traditional Nuclear Family, traditional Catholics,
evangelicals who don’t believe in divorce, religious communities like the Amish and Mennonites, un-
acculturated Islamic, Hispanic and Asian immigrants. People who have a strong religious or cultural
aversion to Western-style divorce and a strong adherence to agricultural-style life-long marriage, in
other words.

The up-side is these communities have strong filial ties that can extend generations and provide a
superb safety-net for the growth and development of the children. The down-side is the prevalence of
domestic abuse associated with these demographics and the personal frustrations of their children,
who spend their lives trying to reconcile the ideals they were raised on with the realities of the post-
industrial world. In some 3.1 communities the social differences of the filial culture are so great from
the rest of the mainstream culture that the children are essentially kept socially ignorant, and cling to
the traditional way of life for the simple reason that they cannot fit themselves in anyplace else.

For the sake of argument I will also include families comprised of typically Mainstream Americans
who have chosen to marry outside of Mainstream America. Included in this group (call them 3.11, if
you wish) are American men who marry brides from the Third World or Russia and American
women who marry men from Africa, the Middle-East, Latin America or the Caribbean. These people
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are willingly aligning themselves with a foreign culture that usually has very Agricultural views of
marriage (2.0, or even 1.0). Thanks to globalization and the reach of the internet, you can find love
anyplace in the world now, and many folks in other countries will jump at the chance of a life in
America that an expatriate marriage can provide.

I’ve watched several of these marriages with great interest. Intriguingly, American men who marry
foreign brides seem to fare better than American women who take foreign husbands. The clash of
cultural expectations between Modern Mainstream American Femininity and Traditional Values
Masculinity rarely survives . . . while foreign women for the most part are willing to put up with just
about anything Modern Mainstream American Men are able to throw at them because it’s rarely a
worse life than they had back home. Being from America adds about +3 to your sex rank when you
visit most third-world nations (+2 if you’re female), and there are some men who pounce on an
advantage they otherwise would never get.

While the children born into Marriage 3.1 families can have very secure environments and a strong
family support networks, they also tend to be from larger families where there were fewer resources
per capita for education and development of children. In some cultural contexts women are
discouraged or prohibited from having a life beyond the home, much less an income. By
happenstance or design, kids from 3.1 families face a social (and often economic) handicap when
interfacing with the modern world that can produce a life-long sense of insecurity in some
individuals. But then, hey, we all have baggage.

Conversely, Marriage 3.2 is the attempt to reconcile the traditional nuclear family model without
recourse to religion or culture. Call it the Domestic Partnership Model Traditional Marriage.  The
gender roles for this marriage, despite their outward similarity to Marriage 2.1, are radically altered
from them.  It implies a dual household income from both parents and shared domestic and child
rearing duties, as well as implied sexual fidelity and the possibility of divorce.

Those middle-class folks who get married and try to make it work The Way It’s Supposed To, in
other words, and successfully avoid the traps and pitfalls than befall so many couples early on.
Marriage 3.2 usually involves two parents employed full-time, although it’s becoming more common
for one of the parents to take time off from work for a couple of years for child-rearing now.  And
with the post-industrial ability to make a good living from home arising in the 1990s, the distinction
between "Stay At Home" and "Working" gets very blurry.  And coupled w

Thanks to the ability of women to earn as much or more than men, fathers are actually getting the
opportunity to spend this time with their kids. Having been one who did just that, a few years back, I
can attest that the experience was far from emasculating and led – ultimately – to a far better
understanding of my children. If nothing else, Marriage 3.2 has led to a closer childhood bond with
children and their fathers – which only further dramatizes the missing father figures most Marriage
3.0 kids struggle with.

Marriage 3.2, untainted by divorce, is a rare bird these days. But there are couples out there who get it
to work. It’s further complicated by the new income imbalances that result from women actually
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having the potential to make more money than their husbands in a reversal of the sex-for-security
swap that characterizes Marriage 1.0 and 2.0. While still a relatively new phenomenon, it has led to a
unique power imbalance that we are just now figuring out how to deal with.

Marriage 3.2 is characterized by a sharing of domestic responsibilities as well as a sharing of income
security responsibilities. Ideally, a disparity on one side is addressed on the other side, but due to the
variety of employment situations and availability of domestic help-for-hire and other modern post-
industrial conveniences sometimes power balances shift quickly and lead to stress on the system.

Marriage 3.3 is just like Marriage 3.2, but it is the result of divorce (or widowhood). Call it Domestic
Partnership Reconstructive Marriage.  It’s the ubiquitous Step-Family that makes life in the 21st
century around holiday time so interesting. Consider it Serial Monogamy Gone Wrong, or the victory
of optimism over experience, Marriage 3.2 happens when two people have figured out their mistakes
from their earlier failed relationships and have been able to keep a second (or third)
relationship/marriage going for an extended period of time.  It’s important to distinguish Marriage 3.3
families from Marriage 3.2 families because the dynamics and “family values” are different. In
essence, a child raised in a 3.2 family has a less likelihood of divorce than a 3.3 kid. That can be a
make-or-break moment in that child’s own adult relationships.

Both Marriage 3.2 and 3.3 have some strong advantages over Marriage 3.0 when it comes to security
and child-rearing. In our post-industrial world, where Cash is king, two incomes can provide a far
greater financial security and potential to build wealth than the 3.0 model. Especially in America,
where issues such as health insurance are matters of employment, a single spouse’s employer usually
covers an entire family. In cases where one spouse loses employment, the first income can keep a
family afloat in hard times – unlike the 3.1 families who are dependent upon a single income. These
marriages can weather economic hard times better, then, than many 3.1 families.

Marriage 3.2 and 3.3 kids have an economic and social advantage over 3.1 and especially 3.0 kids.
They’re more likely to attend college, they’re more likely to get the educational enrichment they need
early in life to develop specific talents, and they have a greater chance of finding a lasting
relationship themselves. They also have smaller families than 3.1 marriages, allowing for more
resources to be spent per capita on child development.

Marriage 3.2 and 3.3 variants are usually based on the loose equality of the husband and wife.
Touched by a kind of soft feminism, the goal is to strive for a more-or-less equal partnership devoted
to establishing a home and raising children, ideally to the professional class. Since our economy now
favors professionals in a way that allows women economic parity with men, this is far more
approachable in reality now than in the past.

My own parents were 3.2-ers, whether they want to admit it or not. My mom and dad both made
decent middle-class wages in semi-professional fields, and while my father almost always made
more, my mother’s salary was far from extraneous. Without both incomes raising three boys to
maturity and giving them each a shot at higher education would have been a dubious proposition. The
loss of either income would have sent us depressingly far down the economic latter. And that
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additional income security of two parents made the rare times when one of them lost a job far easier
to bear than my 3.0 friends in a similar situation.

A further variant is Marriage 3.4, Companionate Marriage, aka “DINK Marriage”. (DINK: “Dual
Incomes, No Kids). Most often occurring in urban or suburban areas where the two principals either
don’t want or cannot have children, in our society two adult incomes can allow a couple to live a
reasonably secure and prosperous existence. When children and childrearing are removed from the
equation, then surpluses for the household can be diverted into investments or amusements for the
childless couple, allowing them to indulge in wallowing in their own internal baggage instead of
creating some for the next generation.

Lastly, there’s Marriage 3.5: Perpetual Spinsterhood/Bachelorhood. Or Anti-Marriage. This is an
increasingly common occurrence, either after a series of doomed relationships or just because the
individual in question gave up the possibility of finding a lasting partner. Included in this group are
the Post-Divorce Spinsters, the Hopelessly Nerdy Permanent Fanboys, Widows who can’t let their
deceased husbands go, and – increasingly – people so married to their careers than including another
person into their lives would be viewed as an unnecessary distraction. We’ll be seeing a rise in this
kind of un-Marriage in the next few years as 40-something women age-out of the dating pool and
instead invest in cats and romance novels, and 40-something men give up on dating for a life of
videogames, fantasy sports, internet porn and paid escorts.

I’m was going to add a Marriage 3.6 variant, “Gay Marriage”, but in retrospect Gay Marriage is not
functionally different from Straight Marriage, for the sake of this over-arching argument. I know lots
of gay people, men and women. Some are parents. Some are outstanding parents in stable long-term
relationships, who would be considered married in my state if our legislature wasn’t filled with 3.1
atavists. Some are lousy parents with same problems and issues as straight parents, and the same
inability to get their act together. With the serial monogamy and sexual openness practiced in our
society, many of these folks have kids from “straighter” or more confused points in their life; some
have adopted; and some have essentially outsourced the missing womb or penis and created happily
little families.

I cannot in good conscience say that these families have any better or any worse chances than straight
families of producing strong, well-educated productive members of society in their children. From
my experience there isn’t a functionally different aspect of gay parenting from straight parenting.
Both give you plenty of childhood baggage. I would say that the outcome of the child depends more
on whether they were raised 3.0 or 3.2/3.3 (there are damn few gay Marriage 3.1s out there, thanks to
religious and cultural prohibitions against homosexuality) and what security and resources were
provided for the children.

So that’s the mix we have today: one entire class raised basically Marriage 3.0 with just enough
working 3.1, 3.2 and 3.3 marriages around to give single people hope. The children from 3.0 families
over-all have far fewer advantages than the others, and a combined income childrearing strategy has
become the favored ideal.
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So now most of us are shooting for the 3.1/3.2 ideal (Traditional Marriage, with or without a side of
religion) and ending up getting side-tracked into a 3.0 situation. If we get lucky, we find someone
who’s insanity we can stand and move to 3.3 – or, if we hold out and are picky enough, we earn a 3.4
and spend our lives getting righteously laid in a succession of self-indulgent sports cars, or a 3.5
situation and a lot of free time to pursue hobbies.

It’s a far, far more complicated situation than 1.0 and 2.0, but then again we live in a far more
sophisticated world than our ancestors. We don’t have to worry about famine, disease, childbirth and
warfare killing us before we reproduce nearly as much, and we can survive to maturity and beyond
without spending every waking moment coaxing another bushel of wheat from the fields and praying
for rain.

And other factors have changed, too: money, for one. When actual cash instead of real-estate is used
to calculate and conserve wealth, then owning huge tracts of land isn’t the only way to get ahead in
life. Monetization and specialization have contributed to a far more personally secure world in which
to grow up, allowing us to focus on crap like Why My Marriage Isn’t Working instead of Why My
Family Is Starving. Monetization has allowed us to out-source the security issues that were once the
responsibility of every householder, and provided an undreamt-of amount of security for women and
children. Cash has let us harness the creative and vocational power of women, effectively doubling
our economic workforce and the wealth it produces. The legal reforms ensure that women and men
are treated equally under the law with respect to representation, rights, and obligations (the draft and
anti-male alimony and child-support laws to the contrary).

Another big change is the establishment of paternity. A major factor in the obsession with fidelity and
virginity in Marriage 2.0 was the attempt by the father to ensure that he was caring for his own
biological offspring. Until recently that has largely been a matter of “by guess and by God” – unless
the child was from a noticeably different ethnic stock than the father, this gave the advantage to
women who got pregnant by one man and convinced another man to raise the kid as his own.

But now we have DNA testing to establish paternity beyond a shadow of a doubt. If a man questions
the legitimacy of the child he is paying for, a DNA test is simple and inexpensive. If women have had
the advantage due to liberal divorce laws, men have recouped some of that advantage by being able
to establish definite paternity. When issues of child support are raised, technology has essentially
afforded us a means to ensure that our resources only go towards our own offspring, except in some
backwards jurisdictions. That kind of biological

But the fact is, despite this evolution into new types of marriages and family structures, in a
generation you will start to see a real divide between 3.2,3.3,3.4 kids and 3.0 kids, and one that could
become hereditary. But that’s the world as it has evolved, and that’s the one we have to deal with.
Perhaps if we can successfully identify the realities of the situation and call them by their proper
names we can make some head-way towards ensuring a better marital experience for everyone.

So what does Marriage 4.0 hold in store for us? More in a future post, once my crystal ball is out of
the shop.
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Alpha Move: First, Buy A Black Fedora
December 19, 2011 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I was skulking over at Alpha Game today, after getting my invaluable post on marriage 3.0 up, when
I read this:

"If someone is looking to apply Game to his life, what would you identify as the most
important change/action to take to get started?"

As usual, there were a lot of great Manosphere responses, mostly reiterating the absolute importance
of fitness. I'm not going to contradict that, as there is too much truth to it, but I ended up posting the
following response, and I think it's a darn good one. There are a lot of Betas out there, hovering on
the edge of the Manosphere, eager to take their first step into a bigger, more challenging and more

masculine world. But they don't know how to commit to it meaningfully -- not to their wives, but to
themselves. It's all too easy to give up, whack off, and play WoW for the rest of the night. Let's face

it: personal transformation is hard.

But there are ways to assist it along. One dramatic and often under-utilized way is by altering your
visual appearance appreciably. If you're truly committed to the Red Pill path, and you're trying to
activate a visual component, then the next best thing to growing/shaving a beard for a dude is this:

Buy a hat.
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Not just any hat. Buy a black fedora, in your size, as good as you can afford. Why, you ask?

I'm so glad you asked.

When it comes to Game, merely working out and learning the intricacies of feminine psychology isn't
enough. To truly master Game, you have to come to terms with your own masculinity in a culture
that has, for two generations, punished everything about masculinity. 9 times out of 10 a dude who's
investigating the Red Pill Road for the first time has been so battered and bruised by this environment
that even working out and learning when his woman menstruates isn't enough to do the trick.

When it comes to personal transformation, sometimes an exterior symbol can be extremely potent in
the process. Women understand this implicitly, and can successfully use the acquisition of a pair of
shoes as a game-changer in their psychologies. The same holds true for men, but we rarely remember
it. But it's just as true for us. Consider a military uniform, and how it transforms the behavior and
psychology of those who wear it.

Same principal with a black fedora. First of all, they look good on anyone: it's a classic look from one
of the last historical periods where unbridled masculinity wasn't merely tolerated, it was admired.
Bogey wore a fedora. Indy wore a fedora. Until Kennedy took the Oath of Office bareheaded, it was
considered a masculine tradition to wear a hat outdoors, and in its day there was nothing more macho
than a fedora.

A fedora makes you look taller, and makes your shoulders look wider. It can hide your expression in
a difficult situation. It makes you seem automatically more dangerous and threatening which will
affect how others react to you when you wear it. A fedora can be worn in almost any formal occasion
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and most business occasions. The well-made straw model can be worn in summer or in warmer
climes without cooking your head.

But most importantly, a fedora gives you a tangible symbol of your journey you can literally put on
and take off. When you're wearing the hat you are reminding yourself that you took the Red Pill, and
any special treatment to women in your life is due entirely to either duty or your personal grace, not
blanket obligation. It reminds you that you have the potential to be a Bad Ass, and to others you
might actually seem frightening.

But most importantly it's a radical departure from the norm, and that's the kind of thing you can use to
hang your metaphorical Red Pill hat on. A symbol you can wear that reminds you of your own
personal aspirations is a magical helmet of macho. It's helpful in peacocking, if you're on the prowl,
and it keeps the rain and the sun off you. Black is a power color, one that people notice and stay
aware of. A fedora evokes a specific era and manner of behavior, the 1920s-1950s era, wherein men
were made of iron and had guts of steel, whether they were facing G-Men, Gangsters, Nazis, or
dockside thugs trying to take over the union. It was the non-military headgear of choice until Sean
Connery made the dorky-looking Hornburg popular in Dr. No. But consider buying a black fedora,
because it makes you more imposing and more noticeable in a crowd.

If you're in a relationship or marriage already and you're trying to have an affect on your wife or LT
girlfriend, suddenly starting to wear a hat -- especially a powerful classic like a black fedora -- is
bound to evoke some interest. It will at least attract some notice, it will certainly cause a comment,
and it might even provoke a fight. She might say she doesn't like hats. That she doesn't like you in a
hat. That you look stupid or silly in the hat. She'll use it nine different ways to try to shame you or
shit-test you into submission.
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But don't relent. Wear your damn hat. Because you're a man, you're dangerous, and everyone respects
a man in a fedora. If your wife doesn't right away . . . I guarantee it will attract the attention of other
women. Likewise men will treat you differently, too. Sure, she doesn't like it -- but it's not her damn
head, it's yours. You don't tell HER what to wear, do you?

But wear the damn hat. Even in your darkest hour, you have that symbol of masculine power to cling
to.
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"Ian, that Marriage Post was too damn long."
December 21, 2011 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I got no less than five emails from regular readers (and that means most of you) complaining about
how long my three posts on the Evolution of Marriage were, and a request for a summary.

So here's the basic table.  If you can see anything I missed, let me know.  It's a work in progress.

Ironwood’s Economic Evolution of Marriage

Version 1.0 Tribal Marriage (Subsistence economies)

1.0 Tribal Marriage \ Hunter-gatherer economy
1.1 Tribal Marriage \ Herder-Rancher-Fisher economy

Version 2.0 Grain Agriculturalist economy
2.0 Agricultural Marriage
2.1 Religiously Sanctioned Agricultural Marriage
2.2 Upper-Class Marriage

Version 3.0 Industrial/Post-Industrial economy

3.0 Serial/Single Marriage
3.1 Culturally/Religiously Based Traditional Nuclear Family
3.11 Hybrid Culturally/Religiously Based Traditional Nuclear Family
3.2 Domestic Partnership Model Traditional Marriage
3.3 Domestic Partnership Reconstructive Marriage
3.4 Companionate Marriage (“DINK Marriage”)
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3.5 Perpetual Spinsterhood/Bachelorhood

There.  Got that?
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Alpha Move: Be the President.
December 28, 2011 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

There's in intriguing discussion over at Alpha Game concerning whether or not President Obama is
Alpha or Beta.  Since the Manosphere is awash in right-leaning folk, naturally the consensus of
opinion was that he's Beta, or some derivation thereof.

I respectfully disagree.

I commented to that effect, by my analysis was too long, which suggested that it deserved a post in
and of itself.  So here it is, in lengthier form.

I can see the influence of politics on this discussion is going to skew any serious consideration of
President Obama's Alpha-hood.  But I've studied the man as he's made his rise, and -- politics aside --
he's an incredibly savvy bull Alpha, who uses the common perception of him as Beta to his great
advantage.

Remember that his public and private lives are very much different.  His public appearances are well-
crafted and thought out to appeal to various demographics.  A potent one is women voters, who
supported Obama in droves in the last election.  Consider that in almost all of the presidential
elections the candidate with the higher Sex Rank won out.  So he has subtly crafted a public persona
that will appeal to several different layers at once.

He's an ostensibly happily married family man.  After the sex scandals of the last two decades, his
utter lack of scandal or appearance of infidelity gives him sterling appeal in the minds of mainstream
American women, who fear a Clinton-esque drama that reflects their own poor choices more than
cellulose.

Michelle is a strong Alpha woman who has a commanding presence in any venue.  That appeals to
the single career women who elevate her social rank when she's shown such deference by Oprah and
other popular and powerful women.  Her faithful support of her husband provides him with a
powerful Preselection buff, which raises his Sex Rank further in the eyes of American women. 
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Add to that the bonuses he gets for his profession and education, his election victories, (let's
face it) his race, and the innate power that comes from being POTUS, and he's got the entire
XX chromosome community creaming their jeans.  Even the hard core GOP women are secretly
fantasizing about him and would never admit it.

(Want proof?  Every porn parody featuring an Obama look-alike has done extremely well.  Without
telling tales out of school, let's just say that they sold really, really well in the Red States.  'Nuff said.)

And that's just women, who are a slim majority of the electorate and therefore invaluable.  For men,
he provides a balance of Alpha-Beta presentations, always tinting his rhetoric with skillful use of
language that balances nuances of tone with semantic content to devastating effect.  The male
perception of him as father figure is likewise powerful.  His very public fathering of his daughters
sends a potent message of "Handling His Business" to men who crave examples of good
fathering without emasculation.  His daughters reflect well on him.  Compared to the antics of the
Bush girls, the Obama girls' respectable behavior and sincere respect for their father lends incredible
subtextual power to his perception among men. 

You may see his verbal banter as Beta, but then you're missing the point.  By not publicly airing his
marital grievances with his wife, he sends the message that he is a gentleman in his personal affairs,
and that adds points to both genders' perceptions.  The very clear body language that they display
around each other may be coached, but it is effective.  There have been very few occasions in which
they appeared in public where there was any subtextual sign of tension between them.  She has an
open and sincere affection and admiration for him, which translates to even further esteem amongst
men.  The way he dresses (also carefully scripted) sends a confident, casual vibe regardless of the
situation.  The man looks good in well-made clothes, and he uses this to his benefit.

And he watches his negatives, too, just like any good Alpha.  He's careful about who he pisses off,
and more importantly he's careful about how he pisses them off.  Even the vitriol can be traced to
specific memes floated around the right wing blogosphere that his people have coaxed and nurtured
through sockpuppets.  Since you are judged as much by your enemies as your friends, Obama has
taken care to use his very vocal foes as a successful foil for policy initiatives.  While the Right sees
the Tea Party as righteous fury from the public directed towards an unpopular president, the rest of
the country views their increasingly wild and silly reactions to policy and rhetoric as petty and
extreme.  Obama has used that fact effectively. 

This is a skillful Alpha move on two levels, because a) extreme minorities don't win popular
elections without stealing them and b) the GOP primary model gives these extremists a larger-than-
proportional influence over the final selection of the Republican candidate.  When you can help pick
the man you're going to run against, you've got half the election in the bag.  That's an Alpha
move.

And if you've got a higher perceived Sex Rank than most of the GOP field combined, you've got
most of the rest of it.  Based on Sex Rank alone, the only two candidates who have a prayer against
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Obama are Rick Perry and Jon Huntsman, and neither one of them are doing well enough amongst
their own people to take the nomination.

Romney is pretty, but reminds women of their pompous ex-husbands -- he comes off as a tool,
demographically.  Gingrich?  Old, unfaithful, old, wrinkled and old.  He appeals to the WWII
generation that's nearly died off at this point, and a few Gen Xers who remember the Contract With
America as a key moment in their political lives.  But his Sex Rank is low, low, low.  he even
alienates his allies.  By contrast, Obama took on his biggest in-house opponent and got her to
work for him -- Alpha move.

Bachman?  She's "office hot", but she doesn't hold a candle to Palin's sex appeal, and when she opens
her mouth she sounds like your batshit crazy sister-in-law.  Ron Paul could actually give Obama a
challenge, leveraging his grandfatherly, folksy image to improve his Sex Rank with the Silverback
buff, but in the general election his extreme policies and the lackluster support of his party would
torpedo him in the general election. 

Just consider the anger you can feel in some of the comments. Feel it. Some people hate Obama
with a burning passion.  But you don't waste that kind of energy on an ineffectual Beta. 
Anyone who can arouse that level of emotion is Alpha, pure and simple.  If you're seeing more Beta,
or any other states, then that's because the POTUS wants you to see it.  And he is fooling you by
effectively manipulating your perceptions.  You might hate him, but you're giving him attention, and
that gives him a bonus to his Sex Rank whether you like him or not.

My call in the general election?  Obama over the unnamed GOP candidate (probably Gingrich or
Romney) by at least 6 points.  And that's just looking at adjusted Sex Rank.  You throw in the big
campaign warchest and intact election machine left over from the last election, and Obama 2.0 is
going to mangle whoever runs against him.  Just sayin'.
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The Rules Of Engagement For Fighting In A Marriage
December 29, 2011 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

All couples fight.  You can't avoid it.  But you can choose how you fight.

I was at the esteemed Athol Kay's blog, Married Man Sex Life, this morning reading about yelling in
a marriage (spoiler alert: don't do it) and I ended up trotting out my marriage's Rules Of
Engagement in the discussion.  I thought they might be of benefit to some folks here,. as they have
served me well for nearly 20 years. Indeed, as I recently said over at Alpha Game, I feel that us Old
Married Guys (OMG) have a duty to pass on successful marital strategies to the younger folk, before
they invest in a lot of rented tuxes and divorce lawyers.

Mrs. Ironwood and I  came up with these before we ever got married (we lived together for 6 years
first.  I was pretty sure I wanted to marry her 4 years into the relationship, but when you're planning
on only marrying one girl . . . better to wait two more years and be sure.) .  We had the help of a
highly skilled marriage counselor, one of the very, very few I've known worth the money.   These
Rules were mutually understood and agreed-upon before we got married.

They are:

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/the-rules-of-engagement-for-fighting-in-a-marriage.7839
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2011/12/rules-of-engagement-for-fighting-in.html
http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-s_VrkcLTz_g/TvyTli_QNoI/AAAAAAAAATM/K3uzsv3tyE4/s1600/8351%257ECrabby-B-tch-Posters.jpg
http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-lNRcG5C6Lf4/TvyTW7jbnQI/AAAAAAAAATA/pBL0UPMAp10/s1600/8531%257EManly-Essence-Posters.jpg
http://www.marriedmansexlife.com/2011/12/dealing-with-yelling.html?showComment=1325174697412#c4869090697176118591
http://alphagameplan.blogspot.com/
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 42 of 1013

1) No yelling. Reasonable tones only.

2) No name calling. That's disrespectful.

3) Stick to one topic at a time. Don't fight about that thing you did last week.

4) No ultimatums. That's contrary to the spirit of the discussion.

5) No chase-and-follow. We handle our business face to face in our own home without involving
other people.

6) No involving other people. This is between us.

7) No ad hominem attacks. That's rude and intellectually dishonest.

8) No kidney punches, i.e. hitting the other person's acknowledged weak spots. After nearly 20 years,
we know where those are. If your husband/wife had an alcoholic parent, for example, comparing
them to that parent would be considered a kidney punch.

9) No involving the children. This is a debate between adults.

10) No profane language. If you can help it.

That's the general guideline. Our friends think we never fight, but we do -- we just agreed to the rules
ahead of time. And NO YELLING is the very first one. Yelling is a clear attempt to establish
dominance without having won an argument. That's disrespectful not just to your partner, but to the
marriage as a whole. Worse, when a man yells in an argument it demonstrates he has lost his cool.
 (Yelling at your children to get their attention, or increasing your tone to denote emotional emphasis
of a particular point, is different than Yelling in a fight with your wife).

We've managed to stick to this set of rules for almost two decades, and it has helped us get through
some dark times, even when the Rules worked against us, personally.  And that's not to say that both
of us haven't occasionally violated one of the less-important of the above rules at various points,
including Yelling. When that happens, it's time to call a "time out" and walk away for some silent
contemplation, marshal your resources, etc.. It stretches out the fight, but it's better than a trip to the
emergency room.

Oh, and the unofficial #11?

Make-up sex. Righteous.
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Alpha Move: Make the Bed
January 9, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

No, really.

Mrs. Ironwood, in spite of many other wonderful virtues, tends to be a slob.  She's not disgusting or
anything, but she's firmly in the "why make a bed if you're just going to un-make it later, anyway?"
school of thought.  For years I didn't mind too much -- I'm a slob myself, and I've never been
particularly fastidious.

But then it occurred to me that I was disrespecting my own art.  The bedroom, for any married
couple, is a place of special magic and reverence.  That's where we spend our most intimate times.
 When I started on this journey, one of the first things I did was start making the bed.

Mrs. Ironwood didn't realize I was manning-up, specifically, at the time.  She just noticed that when
she got out of bed in the morning it was made up by the time she got back, prohibiting her from
sliding back in, going back to sleep, making herself late and inconveniencing me in the process.  The
first time it happened she thought it was nice.  The second time, she didn't comment.  The third time
she complained that she wasn't done with it yet.

"It's after seven," I replied.  "Adults are up and getting ready for work now."  She got up.

By the fifth or sixth time I did it, it was really starting to bug her.  What was bugging her more was
that I wasn't explaining why I was doing it, or pointing it out so I could claim credit in typical Nice
Guy fashion.  I just did it.  Every day.  And that bugged her.

Finally, after about a week, she broke.

"How come you're making the bed all the time, now?"

"Because it's where I sleep, and it's where I screw.  When you walk by this bed, when you see this
bed, you're going to see that it's made up, and you're going to know that I made it, and you're going to
remember that this is where we sleep and where we screw, and that it is prepared and ready-to-go for
that purpose.  It is not a desk, it is not a dinner table, it is a bed, and we're going to treat it properly."

She didn't say anything to that, which was telling.

She watched me make it a few more days, always first thing in the morning, always right after she
woke up.  She even commented on how virile I looked shaking the sheets and comfortable out (hey,
it's not wrestling a saber toothed tiger, but you do what you can).  More importantly, I looked
confidant.  I was making my bed. In preparation for sex.  And she knew it.

There's an art to turning a fundamentally Beta activity (making the bed) into an Alpha move
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(preparing the arena for combat).  And as the debate grows about whether or not you should inform
your wife of your developing game, and how much, I tend to fall on the side of obfuscation for
greatest effectiveness.

But there's something to laying it out there for her: your expectations, your desires, your commitment
to seeing them through, and her inclusion in the process, that builds a confidence that's pure Alpha.
 You're stating your intentions on no uncertain terms.  You're claiming your territory, defining your
domain, preparing for action . . . and she knows it.  Calling it to her attention means that every time
she sees the made bed, she has a good shot at the tingle, and that's never a bad thing.

Oh, two weeks after I started?  I came out of the bedroom and found she'd made the bed.  While
ostensibly it was the exact same action, from her it was a submissive move in response to my
dominance.  Subtle, but unmistakable.  An appeal to her sense of femininity and her desire for order,
and a fulfillment of her desire to be led within the scope of the relationship.

And if nothing else, I got her to make the damn bed.
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Game As A Tool Towards Recovering A Lost Masculinity
January 12, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Over at Alpha Game yesterday morning I caught a great quote byVox, as he was advising someone
on whether or not to return to a woman he’d lost pre-Game for a second chance post-Game.  While
that conversation was fascinating enough, the quote is what got me:

I appreciate the positivity from the non-predatory crowd. I would simply say that what I am
attempting to do with Alpha Game is to apply the basic principles of Game more broadly to socio-
sexuality rather than focusing solely on a particular subset of sexual relations as other Game bloggers
do. My interest also tends to be more theoretical, whereas Roissy and Athol, just to give two of the
more substantive examples, are both relentlessly practical in their applications of Game to pick-up
and marital relations, respectively. This is not a criticism of either of them in any way, as I both
appreciate and respect what both men are doing in their tangential areas of interest.

His point is well-taken, and vitally important to the evolution of the Manosphere.  Pay attention:

Right now, Men in our culture are divided into three groups.  One is the group bravely trying to build a family in
hostile conditions, against all odds, in the fulfillment of the traditional quest to be a Family Man.  Call them the
Old Married Guys.  We’re the ones at the far end of the spectrum, hacking our way through our individual
relationships, counting our blessings, and despairing of what’s happening to other men around us and to
masculinity in general.  Some of us have been divorced, some are bitter, some are hopeful.  All of us have some
unique and valuable insights to share with younger dudes.  Some of us even are younger dudes, men who
against all reason got married young and tried to start a family, and who have the wisdom to look to other men
for advice and answers. 

I would try to call this group the “Patriarchy”, but that term has been maligned by feminists so long as to be
tainted, on the one hand, and the fact is “patriarchy” means “ruled by the fathers”, and let’s face it: fathers
haven’t “ruled” in this country since 1970.  So instead call them the Patriologists, “those who study
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fatherhood (and, by extension, masculinity)”.  While fatherhood isn’t the end-all, be-all of masculinity, it’s a
pretty potent defining characteristic. 

But then again so are our dicks.  The single dudes, whether single by choice, circumstance, or by divorce
decree, are the second group.  They’re the ones taking advantage of the culture of promiscuity and running
Game like it’s a lotto system.  The “PUA” and the “MGTOW”, racking up notches and enjoying the tight, moist
fruits of the land while spending their off-hours watching sports, playing fantasy football, and killing at HALO. 
These are the “peter pans” that the feminists created but can’t stop bitching about.  The “boys” who wouldn’t
grow up. 

And obviously it’s their inherently evil nature that makes them want to indiscriminatingly tap anything in a skirt,
according to feminism, and not the fact that most of these dudes had absent or distant Beta fathers who were
actively prevented from passing on the mature paternal wisdom that usually allows a young man to “grow up”. 
Testosterone is a powerful force, after all, and left unchecked and untempered you get . . . well, you get what
we got.  We lost control of masculinity, and let it be defined and regulated by feminism.  The result is not a
Patriarchy – they successfully crushed that – but a “Puerarchy”, or “rule by boys”.

That’s not to say these “boys” (some in their 40s) actually “rule”.  In fact, thanks to the wholesale diminution of
masculinity in the last forty years, their chances of actually getting to the “halls of power” are slight.  Despite
the myth of male privilege they have largely eschewed the “successful self-made man” model – they don’t want
power any more.  Money is better..  And who can blame them?  The “rewards” for most of the dudes who make
that run are usually divorce court, custody hearings, and a loss of faith in all of womanhood, so why take the
risk?  Internet porn, Game-driven hook-ups, and videogames make contemporary life for a single dude in the
Puerarchy a kind of techno-Valhalla, if he can keep from damaging romantic entanglements. 

For a few years there’s been some acrimony between the first two camps over the definition of masculinity and the
role of Game in it.  Their goals are slightly different.  The Patriologists want to see family life made
less challenging for men, and re-claim some of the respect and legitimate prerogatives of mature masculinity and
fatherhood, as well as improve their marital lives so that they get laid more.  The Puerarchy wants to get laid more,
too, but it doesn’t see the advantage of being an OMG and often treats such men as either sell-outs or willing
dupes.  Both have very definite ideas about what Masculinity is.  Unsurprisingly, both have an especial emphasis
on Getting Laid, whether it’s by their wives or a succession of hot young gullible girls.  But don’t discount the
bonding possibilities of sexuality – we’ll come back to that in a moment.

Then there’s the third group: the Blue Pill dudes who don’t have a clue.  There the ones who bought into the
idea that Marriage is an equal partnership between you and your soon-to-be ex-wife.  They “respect” women,
that is, they defer to them at every turn regardless of their own interests.  They’re the Chumps.  The vast, vast
sea of Betas who are the grist for the divorce mill.  They have unrealistic expectations of marriage, not just
because they’ve bought into the “Twu Wuv” one-itis meme to the point where they get blinded by pussy, but
because they really believe in all of that “union of equals” crap without understanding that “equal” in that
context means that their wives are always more equal than they are.  Without good fathering, they don't know
any better.  There's no one left in their lives who feels comfortable passing along that kind of valuable
information.  Until the Manosphere.

And for that sacrifice, for which they believe they will receive the divine feminine favors (i.e., getting laid more),
they instead find that their wives don’t respect them, resent them, and eventually actively despise them for
doing exactly what they’ve been told by women is what women really want.  They put their own interests and
issues at the lowest priority for fear of being accused of being a chauvinist or something.  They’re far more
concerned with being liked and not respected by their women.  Keeping the woman happy is their primary
focus, whether it’s her request for more security, more affluence, or more “emotional support” (that is, agreeing
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unconditionally to every thing she says).

They are, in other words, completely divorced already . . . from their own masculinity.

Between the Puerarcy and the Patriologists lie these true Beta Lost Boys.  Despite their age and apparent
maturity they will, indeed, remain “lost” to manhood in their hearts and their lives.  They might become Adults,
but they won’t ever be real Men.  That’s because their self-loathing ideas about manhood and masculinity have
been tainted by feminine and feminist critique for so long that they’ve abandoned all hope of controlling their
lives, and have descended to merely managing their lives . . . and usually doing a piss-poor job of it.  And an
almost universal element of masculinity, across culture, is the idea that a fully-formed Man is in control of his
life.

Those poor Blue Pill Betas are the ones who need the Manosphere the most.  They need to be taught that it’s
not just okay to be male, it can be fucking fantastic if you quit worrying about what women think and approach
it from a masculine perspective -- 'cause that Blue Pill perspective just leads to misery and depression.  That’s
the Red Pill message.  The Red Pill is nothing less than the attempt of Men in our culture to
consciously revalorize masculinity.

“Revalorize” is an obscure word, I admit.  It was coined by Mircea Eliade, one of the great Religious Studies
scholars of the 20th century, based out of the University of Chicago.  He used it to mean taking a term, idea, or
meme from the past and reconstituting the traditional with new and more useful meaning.  In this context, the
Red Pill revalorization of masculinity is vital and necessary if we don’t want to see the mistakes of the past four
decades promulgate into our sons’ futures.  Or our daughters: things are looking just as grim for our girls as our
boys.

The current popular ideal of masculinity, ala the Blue Pill, is essentially “a person who just so happens to posses
an XY chromosome and lives to serve women”.  Bereft of all the “bad” masculine qualities (which also happen to
be all the Alpha qualities women get their panties wet over) – honor, bravery, aggression, anger, stubborn
determination, leadership, and yes, violence – Blue Pill masculinity leaves “good provider” and “has a
functioning penis” intact at the expense of all the rest, and the latter isn't even really required. 

Now there are plenty of feminists who have no problem with this definition, and don't think that seeing two
generations of miserable men is too high a price for their trouble.  They don’t want a new masculinity to include,
well, masculine traits.  If aggression and achievement are considered “masculine”, then they don’t feel like they
can play with the boys properly.  If they re-define masculinity to include a bunch of Beta skills and get rid of all
of the Alpha skills, then they have an opportunity to control the balance of gender-based power in our society. 
Which is essentially what they’ve done for two generations.

The problem is, it doesn’t work.  Not for men, at least, and not for our kids.  When you allow women to define
masculinity for men, you get what we have now: a generation of men largely bereft of maturity and wisdom,
growing up without dads, with overbearing mothers who encouraged them to hate their own gender, and feeling
shame and guilt about those natural inclinations towards traditional masculinity that inevitably arise. 
Particularly around sex and violence. 

As a culture under the influence of feminism we have been taught since birth that men are all secret sexual
predators one step away from brutal abduction-and-rape, and we should therefore despise all aggressive male
sexuality or we’re essentially condoning rape.  We’ve also been taught that men are all power-hungry despoilers
or ignorant idiots messing up the world – that is, the world women live in – by killing and exploiting everything in
sight at every chance.  We’re the ones responsible for all of the wars (that we fight and die in).  The level of guilt
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about this has been raised to such a high degree in an attempt to remove the violent impulse from men that it
has left us with a bunch of unassuming Betas who honestly feel, in the depths of their hearts, that they are bad
people just because of their penis, and nothing they can do – however much they try – is ever going to make up
for that.

The intriguing thing about the evolving Manosphere is that the Patriologists and the Puerarchy, while they’ve
been learning various aspects of Game from each other (because our common goal, to have more sex, is truly
universal) have also been revalorizing masculinity.  Most of the essential nuggets of Game theory are re-
hashings of old masculine paradigms long discredited under feminist dogma, after all.  And while the two groups
have been volleying Game back and forth, some of those poor Blue Pill Beta bastards have started to notice,
hey, why are these guys having so much more sex than I am?  What is their secret?  Teach us, oh Wise Ones!

The desire and even yearning for the Red Pill is out there, but it isn’t just about Game.  Game is the vehicle,
because Men are motivated by sex, and Game is about how to get laid.  But the things that Game teaches us go
far beyond managing our sex lives.  Game informs our new definition of masculinity by returning to the
essentials of our mating toolkit instead of talking about our feelings with our woman until she’s so bored she’s
sleeping with the pool boy.  Beyond that, it gives us a medium through which to pay respect to each other for
our masculine achievements. 

Hard-core Alphas in the Puerarchy can learn, for example, that getting married doesn’t have to mean the end of
your sex life and the beginning of servitude, it can become an empowering and richly masculine experience. 
Conversely, the Patriologists can learn from the Puerarchy that the apparent solid wall of feminist thought that
seems to dominate the intellectual landscape is actually made up of a new generation of very, very fallible
young women who are just as frustrated with the mess their mothers made of things as we are – and that in a
relationship its more important that your woman be attracted to you than that she like you.

But between them both you have a sea of Betas who are staring at the single dudes getting laid with a single
text message and the OMGs getting laid like tile by their wives like it’s a porn movie and running their stable
households the way their grandfathers did, and they’re starting to wonder: what do those guys know that I
don’t? 

And that’s the secret we need to tell them: the Manosphere means it’s not only Good To Be A Man, once you
quit deferring to the women in your life, but that it doesn’t matter which end of the spectrum you prefer – both
fatherhood and eternal hook-ups are two sides of the same masculine coin.  They are not mutually exclusive. 
Nor is Game the end-all, be-all to masculinity, it’s just the beginning.  A man who learns Game (single or
married varieties) and learns it effectively will soon find himself much-improved, spiritually, and that’s not just
all the sex talking.  In a re-defined masculinity, Game is an essential tool, but it’s not your only one.  You need
to talk to other men, have solid male friendships, enjoy a solid culture of masculinity by learning from the old
dudes and teaching the young dudes, and accept in your mind that while men and women might be technically
equal under the law, that doesn’t mean we are the same.  Our differences define us.  Men have their own
interests and issues, and we have just the same rights as women to pursue them . . . just as aggressively.  We,
not women, and certainly not feminists, are the ones responsible for defining what masculinity is in the 21st

century.

And the most important thing the Betas need to discover?  They don’t need any damn woman’s permission to
take the plunge, swallow the Red Pill, and rediscover their own masculinity.

And heck . . . we’re willing to help.
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So if there is one thing I’d like to see the Manosphere accomplish, it’s to inspire a Revolt of the Betas.  Because
if a significant portion of the men in the West were to learn Game on the way towards embracing our own
masculinity, then collectively we might be able to improve things for all men.  Once they are convinced to stop
working against their own masculine interests, realize their own value in society, and give them the tools to
recognize that, then we’re going to see a lot more Red Pills going down the hatch.  And that’s a good thing for
everyone.
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Manipulation . . . or Management?
January 13, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I was discussing the Red Pill philosophy with an old friend from High School in a bar the other
night.  He’s a musician from Reno who’s coming off of a bender, and is split with his wife.  Great
guy, if you can handle the musician-inspired flakiness.  His wife couldn't, he didn’t fight for the
relationship, game over.  It’s never fun to do a post mortem on a marriage, but my friend was looking
for advice, perspective and sympathy, and he wanted it from someone other than his Mom. 

However, as I told him about the Red Pill and Game, and we re-hashed his relationship in those terms
(revealing several important things about it he had never realized before) as is often the case when
you discuss the Red Pill with a Blue Pill Dude, he got offended at some of the elements of Game as
blatant manipulation, particularly in the context of a marriage.  He could understand a certain amount
of dissembling in the pursuit of pussy – he’s not that bad off – but once in a relationship, he felt that
“honest, forthright” communication in pursuit of an equitable relationship demanded no attempt at
“manipulation”.

I thought about this a moment.  Then I pointed out that I’d been with Mrs. Ironwood for twenty years,
and his marriage hadn’t lasted more than a few, and he shut up and started listening.

“You can’t think of it as ‘manipulation’,” I explained.  “When you’re in a LTR, it’s not a matter of a
simple causal relationship, where you do one thing, and she does another.  In an LTR you are acting,
and she is reacting, but the continual nature of the LTR means that you aren’t just getting a reaction,
you are establishing a pattern of behavior.  That’s an important concept.  You aren’t manipulating
your wife . . . you’re managing your wife.  Big difference.”

“I don’t think she’d see it that way,” he said, skeptically.

“That’s why you don’t tell her that you’re managing her, you just do it.  If you have to discuss it in
detail, then you’ve failed.  That’s like her telling you ‘I want you to be more spontaneously dominant
– can we go ahead and put that on the schedule?’  Or her getting flowers.  Or you getting a blowjob. 
If you have to ask, it doesn’t count.”

“Why, that doesn’t seem very fair to her?”  Yes, he really talks this way.  He’s an actor, too. 
Everything out of his mouth is a performance.  He’s got entertainment skills like mad, but when it
comes to the Beta security-building skills . . . well, did I mention he was a musician in Reno?

“Is if fair for her to bat her eyelashes and ask you to do something you really don’t want to do, with
the tacit promise of sex, and then she doesn’t follow through?”

“Well, no, not really,” he admitted.  “But I don’t expect her to—”

“Perhaps your expectations needed to change,” I interrupted.  “Hers certainly did.  She knew you
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were a musician when she married you.  She knew your ambitions and your potential for making
embarrassing stacks of cash.  She knew all of this going into it, and yet her expectations of you
changed.”

“Well, I suppose they did,” he admitted.  “We were fine, I thought, and then suddenly she just starts
being unhappy, I lose my best gig, foreclosure, bankruptcy . . .”

“Of course,” I agreed, sympathetically, and ordered another Jameson’s.  “But consider that if she had
felt strongly attracted to you during that rough patch, instead of resenting you and not feeling
confident in your ability to bring home bacon, then she would have been loving, supportive, and
encouraged you, not withdrawn, fearful, and already working out in preparation of finding her next
dude.”

“You make a compelling argument,” he admitted.

“She’s always going to be happy, and then unhappy, and then usually happy again,” I observed.  “All
women go through cycles like that.  As inconstant as the moon.  So trying to make her happy, and
keep her happy, is going to be a losing proposition, day-to-day.  Without pharmaceutical intervention,
she’s going to have biological cycles and hormonal cycles and work cycles and anxiety cycles all the
time, and when they match up they can be a bitch.  The only way you can mitigate it is by providing
order and constancy in her life.  You don’t do that by reacting to her every time the wind blows.  You
do that by being rock-solid, and when the wind blows managing the patterns she falls into so that no
matter how out on a limb she feels, emotionally, she can count on you to provide an emotionally safe
place to return to.  If you keep dodging that responsibility in the relationship, then she stops being
able to count on you, she loses interest, and you’re screwed.”

“But I don’t have a right to challenge her freedom and independence—”

“Why don’t you?” I challenged, myself.  “We give up a measure of freedom and independence in a
marriage, in exchange for security and interdependence.  That’s the point: to make the union stronger
than the individual constituents.  Think of your marriage as a ship: you are the hull, she is the sails.  If
you are both the hull, then you don’t go anywhere.  If you are both the sails, then you don’t go
anywhere.  Only by cooperating, embracing those ‘evil, nasty’ gender roles, and capitalizing on the
strengths that interdependence grants us can we move forward.”

His marriage is doomed – we both acknowledged that – but he came away from that whisky-swilling,
cigarette-smoke infused night of male bonding a wiser man.  He’s still a Blue Pill Beta, for all of his
musical charisma and stage presence, but at least he’s aware of the Red Pill, now.  And he doesn’t see
it so much as manipulation.

I went home and talked about this with Mrs. Ironwood a bit, and she agreed.  Again, she’s aware of
some powerful changes in me and the relationship of late, but she isn’t really well-versed in the whys
and hows.  But when I discussed the difference between manipulation and management, she
reluctantly agreed that she occasionally needed to be “managed”, and that my firm stance on some
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issues gave her the freedom and flexibility to consider options without committing to a potentially
dangerous course of action. 

“Does it bother you, to know I’m ‘managing’ you?” I asked her in all seriousness.  In another woman,
this comment would likely inspire an evening’s tirade about disrespect and such, but one reason I
married her is that she’s smart – crazy smart – and she doesn’t mind examining her own motivations
and holding them to account. 

Or mine, for that matter.  She’s often been able to offer insights about what I’m doing when I have no
idea myself. 

“Bother me?  Only when I think about it.  Most of the time, I just think you’re being commanding
and decisive.  But you don’t ‘manipulate’ me at all.  I don’t manipulate well.”

“But you don’t mind being managed,” I offered.  She shrugged.

“Why should I?  I’ve been managed in every job I’ve ever had.  You learn not to take it personally,
and focus on the good of the team.”

See why I love her?
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“Follow Your Heart” . . . the Birth Of The Rationalization
Hamster
January 18, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I have a little girl, and I fear for her.

I rarely bring my kids into this discussion, but this is germane.  I allow my daughter to indulge in a
fair amount of status-building participation in popular culture (i.e. Disney) without letting her
descend into a mindless obsessiveness that leads to feelings of entitlement and an inflated sense of
self-worth that comes with, say, the Bratz dolls.  Instead I put up with Selena Gomez songs and
Wizards of Waverly Place.  I can deal.

But while I’ve understood how Disney and other popular culture machines feed the pre-adolescent
female mind with all sorts of chewy things that will later shape their reproductive journeys, I was
going through old Barbie paraphernalia when I came across something that caught my eye.

The exact character and phrasing are unimportant.  But I was watching one of their sub-par animated
Barbie features, and a line came up that struck me.  The gist of the message was that the Princess
should, above all else, “follow her heart”.  Even when it seemed like the stupidest, dumbest, most
idiotic move on her part, the one that put her and her little woodland creature friends in horrible peril,
the Princess should always “follow her heart” because that will lead to her true happiness . . . or at
least away from unhappiness.  After all, if you “followed your heart” you can’t very well complain
about the consequences, can you?  Your heart was driving.  What's a girl to do?

Now, I’m not slapping Mattel or even Disney, since I see their advancement of this ideal far more as
taking advantage of existing cultural memes, as opposed to consciously shaping future consumer
behavior at the pre-conscious level.  In fact, as a marketer myself I steal liberally from their
campaigns, because their techniques and fundamentals range from sound to brilliant.  But they aren't
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sitting around wringing their hands diabolically wondering what they can do to mess up the social
fabric.  I've worked in a lot of marketing departments, and as good as Mattel and Disney are, even
they aren’t that devious.  You don't set out to change or shape the culture, you just take advantage of
which way the winds are blowing, because marketers are lazy.  They simply go where the money is. 

For boys, that means echoing traditional male tropes that feed masculine self-perceptions that, alas,
often reach their peak participation level in the sandbox and never get to move beyond.  Memes like
“Build!” and “Dig!” and “Compete!”, but above all else, the ultimate masculine trope: “Complete
Your Mission.”

“Complete Your Mission” is the thing every little boy, gay or straight, incorporates as a fundamental
element of his identification with masculinity.  Men get things done.  It is one of our essential
defining characteristics.  Want proof?  Back to children’s television, where Bob the Builder enjoys
far, far more popularity than mediocre stop-motion animation with crappy voiceovers deserves to. 
But you can’t fault Bob’s essential message: “Can we build it?  Yes, we can!”  Not just the creative
ideal, but the determination to see a project through to its conclusion – “completing the mission” – is
first and foremost. My sons were addicted to Bob.

Men do it all the time: in times of personal confusion or chaos, throwing yourself into your work or a
large-scale project is better than therapy for most men.  No matter how much of an utter loser you
feel like, by completing your mission (whatever that might be) you are invoking a defining
characteristic of a man.  Men get things done.

But women feel things.  “Follow Your Heart” is the feminine equivalent of “Complete Your
Mission.”  “Follow Your Heart” is the moral compass and default decision-maker in this meme. 
Without understanding how dangerous this vaguely-worded, purposefully-ambiguous statement can
be to a developing young woman, we pump it into their brains at every commercial break: “Follow
Your Heart”.  

And that’s how the Rationalization Hamster is born.

“Follow Your Heart” is crappy advice, actually.  For one thing, how do you know which of the
conflicting chorus of inner voices do you designate “your heart” – and how do you differentiate it
from “your stomach” or “your gonads”?  For a girl who is just realizing the powerful range of her
emotions, asking her to “follow her heart” and actually know what that means is just dumb.  Little
girls don’t have “hearts” to follow.  They have a very limited emotional range which they have just
started getting a handle on when they start hearing this crap.  But by using “Follow Your Heart” as a
touchstone for all of their other experiences, they empower their own justifications for pretty much
any old crazy thing they feel like doing. 

Add to that the sense of entitlement implicit with the other popular little girl meme, “You Can Do
Anything! (And We Expect You To Do Everything!)”, and you have a recipe for a lifetime of
unrealistic ideals, frustrated goals and impossible dreams.  “You Can Do Anything!” and “Follow
Your Heart!” conspire in the minds of our little girls to give them the moral leeway to indulge in any
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kind of bad behavior they wish and feel all the justification they need.

Leave your husband for a big-dicked pool boy?  “I was following my heart!”

Leave your husband for an affluent corporate alpha shark?  “I was following my heart!”

Leave your husband for . . . well, pretty much any reason save the truly compelling ones of abuse and
neglect . . . “I was following my heart!” 

EPL is all about this, the Rationalization Hamster writ large.  Wife isn’t happy.  She doesn’t know
why, but she isn’t happy, and her marriage is about the biggest thing in her life, so if she’s not happy
(and does it really even matter why she’s not happy?) then it is obviously her husband’s fault, because
her heart never lies.

Never.

“Follow Your Heart” is a thinly-veiled excuse for selfish action without personal consequence.  It
provides the ethical underpinnings for any Hamster-inspired caper, from why she keeps going back to
the same gym class with that particular instructor, to why she feels justified in asking for a six-figure
settlement in the divorce.  “Follow Your Heart” gives her tacit permission to use her own judgment to
decide what’s best for everyone, regardless of the objective facts of the situation.  It’s inherently
solipsistic, and encourages a self-centered approach to life that leads to a deep sense of female
entitlement.

Note it doesn’t say “follow your conscience”, like Jiminy Cricket told Pinocchio, or “let  reason be
your guide”, or “follow the path of wisdom” or even “What would Xena do?” . . . it is a directive to
allow your emotions, and your emotions alone, to dictate your course of action. 

And emotions are notoriously treacherous things.  Rarely do they lead us in the right direction, and
when they do, it’s often by accident.

I’m not saying that “follow your heart” shouldn’t be in there, somewhere, but when I’m speaking to
my little girl, I don’t use those terms.  I tell her “to thine own self be true”, which is a little different. 
It emphasize her entire self, not the vague and inexact “heart”.  That doesn’t make her any less of a
little girl, or any less empowered than her little friends.  On the contrary, I’m hoping it keeps her
grounded through the upcoming estrogen rush of adolescence.  “To think own self be true” implies
(at least in my household) plenty of accountability and responsibility.  “Follow Your Heart” just
doesn’t.  Just the contrary, it’s about as big an invitation as is possible to avoid the moral
consequences of accountability and responsibility in the decision making process.  “Follow Your
Heart” means never being truly Wrong.

And if you’re not truly Wrong, then it can’t be your fault.  Can it?

And that, gentlemen, is how Rationalization Hamsters are born..
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Maybe not the biggest burning issue in the Manosphere, but it’s something you should be aware of. 

After all, we don’t tell our boys “Follow Your Dick!” do we?

They pretty much pick that up on their own.  
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Alpha Move: Initiate Sex. A lot.
January 19, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I always know that I've got a good idea for a blog post when one of my comments gets too long for
the blog's limitations.  This happened today over at MMSL to Athol's answer to a question about
initiating sex and making a move.  So here it is, in expanded form, because it's worth another glance.

Actually, it's pretty fundamental to Game.  Perhaps one of the most important aspects.  But let's start
with the initial question of whether or not you should initiate or wait for her to initiate.

It's interesting, once you get this down, just who is "initiating" becomes cloudy.

Athol's point about female sexuality being responsive to male sexuality is dead on, and that's a
foundation of Game Theory.  Especially within a marriage or LTR, once you understand this point
instinctively you become far more aware of the subtleties leading up to actual initiation.  And once
you do understand it, and your wife begins reacting to you more regularly, then patterns evolve in
which SHE will let you know that she's interested in you initiating sex through some small symbolic
gesture, phrase or mannerism.  It might be as mild as a playful dig or discussing someone at work's
sex life, but if you carefully observe her behavior then you'll start to pick up on these cues. 

That's one thing that the feminist revolution really messed up.  In promoting the idea that women
could initiate a sexual relationship and have sex without it having been initiated by men, it spread the
erroneous idea to men at the time that since these fully-empowered, sexually active women could
initiate sex without being condemned for it, that they would naturally start initiating sex roughly half
the time.

That took a lot of pressure off of dudes, because the less they initiate, the less they get rejected.  But
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after the novelty of early sexual exploration wore off and young couples had to face the intricacies of
a day-to-day sexual relationship in a long term relationship, men continued to expect the more
aggressive sexuality of their woman's single years, i.e. she initiates sex about half of the time,
whereas their women usually lapsed back into the monogamous pattern of waiting for their men to
initiate, as Nature programmed in us.  And when the menfolk just didn't, because they took the
feminists at face value and backed off dominant tactics, frustration and anxiety set in on both sides.

The problem is that feminism has put such a stigma on male sexuality that women are brought up to
both desire male sexual attention and fear it.  That sucks for them.  And we dudes were brought up
being taught that aggressive sexuality -- which included attempting to initiate sex -- was inherently
disrespectful of women, and that the proper thing for a good little boy to do was kiss your woman's
ass until she decided she was ready to have sex with you (the Betaization), because to manfully
initiate sex like your forefathers was an affront to the inherent spirit of independence and person-
hood of women as human beings, and yadda yadda yadda after that we just kind of stopped listening.
 We got the message.  

Oh boy, did we get the message.

Between the fear of divorce, sexual harassment suits, and diversity training classes, the men of
Generation X were taught to fear and respect female sexuality.  They were also taught that women
could initiate sex and not be considered sluts.  In fact, they were pretty much instructed exactly what
hoops had to be jumped through in order to have a pristine, politically-correct sexual experience
complete with two condoms and a signed indemnification form.  For all practical purposes, we were
taught that Nice Boys didn't initiate sex . . . they stood there and waited for it to happen by the grace
of womanhood alone.

Big problem with that, though.  Sex doesn't work that way.  Because it's pretty clearly understood that
women are designed to be sexually reactive, and men are designed to be sexually proactive.  Even
Emily Nagoski the Sex Nerd, noted feminist scholar of human sexuality, is perfectly willing to admit
this.  She pretties it up by demanding that women tend to have "responsive desire", while men tend to
have "spontaneous desire", but it comes down to the same thing: men are proactive about sex, women
are reactive.  If a man doesn't act, the woman can't react.  She hedges her bets by pointing out the
usual NAWALT argument that spontaneous and responsive desires are not gender-dependent and
vary greatly from individual to individual -- all perfectly true -- but as my old physics teacher always
said, "the race is not always to the swift, nor the battle to the strong . . . but that's the way to bet."  So
if you want to qualify the statement, you can always get away with "Men, in aggregate, tend to
manifest Spontaneous Desire more often and more easily, while women, in aggregate, tend to
manifest Responsive Desire more often and more easily."

In other words, "In general, women don't start getting hot and thinking about having sex until a man
comes along and gives them a reason to."  That doesn't mean that she won't have lusty, nasty thoughts
at any given hour of the day . . . but in terms of acting upon those thoughts, it's  less likely even in
this egalitarian day-and-age that she will initiate sex of her own accord without first being
approached by a man.
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An ironic point about Emily's post is that she pitches this idea as a feminist demand
for acknowledgement that women are different and special creatures by pointing out that she's tired of
sex researchers using the language  and standards of male sexuality to evaluate and judge female
sexuality.  And while her point is well-taken -- male and female sexualities appear to be very
different in make-up and mechanism, and sex researchers have traditionally been male and used male
paradigms for evaluating female sexuality -- it also undermines the feminist approach to sex in which
male and female are theoretically equal in all important ways (which leads to the pragmatic result of
women becoming more dominant in their personal relationships by default, as men ceded the
initiative under the blistering attack of feminism on their masculinity).  

It's a feminist axiom that men and women ideally enter into a marriage or relationship as an "equal"
partnership.  In the feminist marriage, there is no implied obligation or expectation of sex on either
party's part -- under feminism, sex cannot be institutionalized in any way without damaging the
independence of women as individuals.  If it happens, it is by the grace of the woman to bestow it,
regardless of the man's behavior, and she alone controls access to it by custom, if not by law.  Any
less than enthusiastic and willful participation by the woman is tantamount to a non-consensual tryst,
goes the theory.  In some extremes, she can even change her mind about her consent after the fact,
and let the hamsters fall where they may.  

But all of that lovely ideology falls apart when the rubber hits the well-traveled road.  If biology
demonstrates that women tend to have "Responsive Desire" -- and that is held up as a proud
difference between male and female sexualities by one of the noted feminist researchers -- then it's
really very difficult to argue any pretense that the goal of "equality" in a sexual relationship,
especially in a marriage, is contrary to our biology.

That may make little difference to the "gender is a social illusion" crowd, who push to have gender
concepts in general stripped away from our culture in the interest of fairness.  But for the rest of us,
the ones who are actually going out and trying to get laid, this is a vital and fundamental fact that
cannot be ignored by pretending it would be better if we all just acted like it didn't matter to anyone if
we were boys or girls.  Because when you do that . . . well, you stop getting laid.  Androgyny
occasionally slips into our culture as a novelty, but when it comes down to it we persist in
recognizing the pretty clearly-established fact that there are bigger differences between men and
women than our choice of position when we urinate.

Just take a look at the phenomenon of "Lesbian Bed Death".  It's a truism that lesbian couples in
long-term relationships often just . . . stop having sex, even if they were fairly lustful at the beginning
of the relationship.  The "Reactive Desire" idea, applied in this sense, demonstrates that if two people
who are both "reactive" are in a relationship, you get a lot of "so do you want to have sex tonight?" "I
dunno, do you want to have sex tonight?" "I dunno, it depends on whether or not you want to have
sex tonight?" "I could have sex, but it's totally up to you." "Hey, isn't there a This Old House
marathon on tonight?" 

Similarly, gay men in relationships tend to have a lot more sex than straight people or lesbians,
especially in the heady days of their early 20s when testosterone turns every male into a horny slab of
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testosterone-poisoned sex-zombie willing to bang anything that doesn't run away fast enough.  When
both partners enjoy "spontaneous desire", you can bet that there's a whole lot more DNA flying
around.

So the science says women are reactive, men are proactive.  Feminism says to ignore that and focus
on human rights issues and universal deference and respect for vaginas, letting them do as they will
of their own accord.  After ignoring the custom that supported the science for three decades, and
suffering a societal retrenchment of mating customs the likes of which human history has never seen
before, eventually the damage got bad enough so that a couple of dudes said "hey, all that stuff about
us waiting until the woman says she's ready for sex on her own?  It's really all kinda bullshit!".

And then they went and developed Game, because they realized that if they, as men, didn't take
responsibility for attempting to initiate sex 100% of the time, then they got a lot less sex.  When you
wait around patiently for the one in the relationship with "responsive desire" to suddenly generate
interest in "spontaneous desire", then you're going to be waiting a lot.  And then your woman will
quit being attracted to you and start to cultivate other options.  Welcome to Blue Pill Betahood, where
they put the 'blue' into 'blue balls'!

Indeed, for most dudes in the Manosphere you can trace back their realization that they just took the
Red Pill when they realize that the same sexuality that has been castigated and demeaned all his life
is evolutionarily designed for him to try to initiate sex all the damn time as an inherent expression of
his masculinity -- it's not a sign of a character flaw or a medically treatable condition.  Dudes are
horny, they try to have sex with girls, and that has nothing to do with their deeper political beliefs
about the role of women and gender in our society.  And once they realize that -- and accept that if
they want sex, they and they alone are responsible for initiating and managing their sexual
relationship -- then they can relax, safely ignore all of that crap about the politically correct method
of coitus, and get his freak on like Nature intended by initiating sex without fear of judgement.

And yes, he might get judged . . . but the next step on the Red Pill journey is ceasing to give women
the power of judgement over you.  Yes, once you realize that to screw them you have to ignore what
they say and pay attention to what they do, then what they say even about you gets a lot less
credibility.  Case in point: college girl I knew absolutely hated the whole macho Alpha image thing
with a passion, to the point where she  would confront jocks and d-bags in the college cafeteria about
their alleged douchebaggery and lack of respect for women by these oversexed walking phalluses . . .
and then at the end of the semester she was the FB of three dudes on the wrestling team who could
care less what she thought about them.  It wasn't her opinion that they were trying to get into.

So the best thing a dude can do is suck it up.  Accept the fact that despite what our popular culture
might be saying, in fact the female sex drive tends to be reactive, not proactive, and that you will
have to put forth more effort than you'd probably like if you want to improve your sex life.  Deal with
it.  Because if you wait for your reactive-desire wife or girlfriend to suddenly develop spontaneous
desire, you're going to be there for a while.  With blue balls.  You have to step up and aggressively
pursue a consistent strategy of seduction and pursuit or you're locked in Blue Pill Betahood until the
divorce.

https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 61 of 1013

It's possible to be sexually proactive and not be a douchebag.  Indeed, a lot of happily married
couples with long histories figure out ways to do just that, and end up enjoying a long and lusty sex
life.  The ideal Red Pill goal is to get to a place where your ability to initiate gets distilled down to a
comfortable, easy-to-recognize signal that immediately dampens panties.  

That's the beauty of Married Game, and the difference between it and Dating Game.  In Dating
Game, the goal is to establish a relationship that leads to sex with the least amount of effort and
expenditure of resources as possible.  Married Game's goal is to establish a pattern of sexual behavior
in a relationship that encourages an interpersonal intimacy in which sex is not "if" but "when", with
the least amount of effort and expenditure of resources as possible.  In Dating Game you're hunting
wild pussy.  In Married Game, you have domesticated pussy available.  But if you don't husband it
properly by consistently and aggressively initiating sex with your woman (paying particular attention
to her menstrual cycle) and giving her the opportunity to react favorably, then no matter how well the
initial domestication went, you're going to have problems on your hands and more porn on your
computer.

It can be hard.  Once you take the Red Pill, and understand the realities of the situation instead of
focusing on some theoretical ideal of  sexual equality your relationship is supposed to measure up to,
then you can accept the idea that initiating sex is your responsibility as a man, not your (plural)
responsibility as a couple.  If her sexuality is reactive, and you aren't being proactive, then she's
going to sit there in neutral and start doubting her own attractiveness, and therefore the strength of
your relationship, and that way lies madness. 

So suck it up.  Forget about how nice it would be if she just came in, dropped her panties, bent over
and said "do me, please".  Because the fact is, if you want to cultivate that kind of response the only
way it can be done (without recourse to pharmaceuticals of dubious legality) is by cultivating a
proactive pattern of sexual behavior in which you do initiate often and enthusiastically enough that
she feels confident and secure enough to initiate sex herself without fear of rejection (which women
handle and interpret entirely differently than we do) secure in the knowledge that yes, you do find her
irresistibly attractive because why else would you be trying relentlessly to nail her all the time?

So suck it up and go make out with your wife.  If you do it right, she'll forget all about who started
it.  
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Just A Little Bit.
January 23, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

"Inside every big fuzzy white boy, there's a little black woman screaming to get out."

That sounds like a loaded statement from six different directions, but in this context, it means
something very specific.  Growing up in the South gives one a musical heritage unparalleled in other
parts of the nation -- the South was the birthplace for the majority of American musical forms, from
folk to jazz to blues to rock to gospel to country.  In different places the influence of a particular style
of music can be powerful.  Where I grew up, the defining style wasn't rock (though Chapel Hill had
an impressive Indy rock scene), it was Blues.  When I hit college I spent my drunk-and-happy
moments crooning R&B standards in the back of a smoky bar.  When I made my fumbling early
attempts at seduction, my signature move was to put on a John Lee Hooker CD, eschewing the usual
Led Zepplin box set.

Of all my favorites to badly belt out, Aretha Franklin's Respect is one of my all-time favorites.  I
don't sing it well, but get four beers in me and stand me in front of a karaoke mike, and you may
weep and you may laugh, but you will never forget me singing.

I bring all of this up because Susan over at Hooking Up Smart has an outstanding post concerning the
role of Respect in a man's life.  While the post itself is powerful, the comments are exquisite.  You
want to know what a man really wants, ladies?  Read them, and you'll have their most sincere
thoughts.  If we every want to reclaim masculinity, Respect has got to be on the short-list of must-
haves.  For all the wounds feminists have dealt us, undermining our culture's willingness to respect
masculinity and the men who wear it is amongst their most profound.

Respect.  Find out what it means to me.
Respect.
Just a little bit.
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Feminism Acknowledges The Problem Of Feminine
Entitlement And Emotional Bullying . . . When It Comes To
Other Women!
February 7, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Just wanted to point this out, once again over at the other Sex Nerd, Emily Nagoski's blog.

The question is bullying, specifically female bullies.  She starts, astonishingly enough, with this
radical observation about early female social behavior:

Boiled down to nothing, the dynamics among girls are such that it’s not okay to tell
someone you’re angry with them or hurt by them, because then you’re “in a fight,” and the
other girl will rope in friends to side against you, she’ll escalate your offences in order to
maintain those friends’ alliance, and they’ll use that alliance to isolate and stigmatize you. 

Eventually one of you will apologize, and whoever apologizes “loses.” They capitulated.
It’s a zero-sum world where only one person is allowed to be hurt at a time, and usually
that person is the one with greater social capital. 

The alpha girls (“queen bees”) of this scenario are characteristically uninterested in taking
responsibility for another person’s hurt feelings, insisting that that person is “too sensitive”
or has blown everything out of proportion. She feels entitled to take revenge when someone
hurts her, but judges and shames anyone who attempts revenge on her or even tries to
communicate with her that she hurt them. 

In other words, she is TERRIBLE at hearing that her behavior made someone feel bad, and
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she has the social capital to punish the other person for saying anything.

So, what can we learn from this?  Besides little girls are vicious?

Quite a lot, actually.  I mean, this isn't exactly new data, but it's nice to be acknowledged not just by a
noted sex researcher, but by a noted feminist.  And while Emily goes into quite compelling detail
about how this behavior affects groups of girls, she doesn't say anything about how this type of thing
manifests itself in male-female relationships.

So when you are a young man in a relationship with a woman -- say, a nascent feminist girlfriend
during your freshman year of college -- and your social interactions go beyond flirtation and into the
beginnings of a relationship, note the type of trap that you can fall into:

YOUNG WOMAN:  I want a (Beta) male who will be sensitive, care and share his feelings with me.
 So, tell me how you really feel about me and our relationship, so I can feel that you are honest and
have feelings for me.

YOUNG MAN: Okay, I feel dominated and emasculated by your pushiness, disliked and
unwelcomed by your friends and frankly put-off by your general sense of entitlement.  I only put up
with your constant bossiness and snap judgements because you're hot and put out, but if you took the
sex out of the relationship then mostly I feel like I'm your personal emotional punching bag, status
symbol and errand boy, not a respected and valued person in my own right.

YOUNG WOMAN: What?!  I made you feel bad?  YOU BASTARD! What the hell is wrong with
you?  Why the hell did you have to pick a fight like that?

YOUNG MAN: Huh?  But I thought you wanted to know how I felt?

YOUNG WOMAN: Of course I do!  But you're not supposed to say I make you feel bad!

YOUNG MAN: But . . . But you do make me feel bad.  I thought you wanted me to be honest about
my feelings?

YOUNG WOMAN: That's not being honest -- that's you being a whiny little bitch!  God, my
roommates were right about you -- you're just a tool, aren't you?  Just like every other guy.  This is
just like what happened on Valentine's Day!

YOUNG MAN:  What was wrong with Valentine's Day?  I spent a fortune, we had a great time!

YOUNG WOMAN: How could you NOT know what you did wrong on Valentine's Day!?  Don't you
ever listen?  Are you just stupid?  Why do I always end up with the stupid ones?
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YOUNG MAN:  I . . . uh . . . please . . . um . . .

YOUNG WOMAN: You just said that to make me feel like shit -- and that fucks up my whole week.
 You KNOW I have an exam next week, and now that you've made me feel like shit I'll probably
flunk it.  Thanks, you asshole. Oh, just wait until Karen and Amy hear what you did!  Amy said you'd
pull some bullshit like this -- she never liked you.

YOUNG MAN: I . . . um . . . what did I . . . ?

YOUNG WOMAN: Look, don't make it worse -- you already made me feel like complete shit about
myself.  How dare you?  Don't you know what kind of stress I'm under?  Do you know how bad
you've made me feel?  Look, just get the hell out, and don't come by for a few days.  How could you
say those mean things to me?

YOUNG MAN: But . . . what about how you make me feel?  Can we talk about that?

YOUNG WOMAN: YOU ASSHOLE!  Why?  To give you another shot at emotionally ambushing
me?  I can't take this kind of abuse.  Karen was right about you.  Just get the fuck out, okay?  And
don't bother calling for a while.  I'm mad at you. And terribly, terribly hurt.

YOUNG MAN: But don't you . . . don't you have anything to say . . . about how. . . ?

YOUNG WOMAN: GET OUT!  What kind of whiny faggot are you, anyway?  I hurt your feelings?
 WAH! How come I always get stuck with the overly sensitive emo types?  Jesus, you make me ill.
 Okay, sure, maybe you take some of the shit I say the wrong way.  But that doesn't give you the right
to trash me like that.  All right?  You're such an emotional fucking basket case you probably don't
understand that, but let me use small words: Get. The Fuck Over. It.  Jesus, are you actually Gay?
 That would explain so much . . .

YOUNG MAN: Hey!  Look!  I'm sorry, okay?  Let's just drop it.  I didn't mean it.  Everything's cool,
all right?

YOUNG WOMAN (who sees an apology as victory): Oh, shut up and buy me some ice cream.  And
if you ever fucking try that shit again, I will fucking bury you, understand?

YOUNG MAN: Uh, sure.  No problem.

See the issue?  When young women feel entitled to make each other feel like shit, making dudes
feel like shit just comes naturally -- and we have virtually no defense against it.  Not at that age,
and not under the influence of the Blue Pill.

(The above was a paraphrased summary of an actual argument I remember overhearing recently at a
major university.  No, really.  I couldn't make this shit up.)

https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 66 of 1013

(NB: For a Red Pill Version of this dialog, I'd say it would go something like this:

YOUNG WOMAN:  I want a (Beta) male who will be sensitive, care and share his feelings with me.
 So, tell me how you really feel about me and our relationship, so I can feel that you are honest and
have feelings for me.

YOUNG MAN: I'll be happy to share my feelings for you properly whenever you're naked.  Hey,
whatever kind of foreplay you need . . .

YOUNG WOMAN: You're a pig!  I'm serious!

YOUNG MAN: So am I.  Hey, what's the story on Amy?  Is she seeing anyone?

YOUNG WOMAN: You're not being--  Why do you want to know about Amy?

YOUNG MAN: Because if you don't stop trying to convince me I have a vagina, I'm going to need a
new girlfriend. And Amy's always said that if I got tired of you, she might be interested in going out.

YOUNG WOMAN (who has been negged, dreaded and subjected to preselection with
one sentence at this point):  Look, I'm sorry, forget I brought it up.  It would just be nice if you,
y'know, told me how you felt sometimes.

YOUNG MAN: I think I just did.  And now I'm feeling horny.  Shall we explore our feelings?

You get the idea.)

Emily goes on to examine this behavior in a little more detail, including an analysis to determine just
what can be done to prevent girls from emotionally beating up other girls (beating up on guys is
apparently not a problem).  She frames it in terms of figuring out why the female bully just isn't
listening and comes up with 1) because being told they're a bitch makes them feel bad, and 2)
apologizing is seen as capitulation and failure to women.  Which trains every little girl in the West
to see every apology she ever gets as a sign of her victory and success, even if an apology was
unwarranted.   And that helps convert them into perfect little entitlement princesses.

But then she gets to a third reason.  Perhaps it will sound familiar to those who have been frequent
visitors of the Manosphere:

3. For some people it genuinely does not compute, this notion that you’re NOT actually allowed
to do anything you want. Especially when you’re popular. “I’m allowed to do what I want and if
she doesn’t like it, she can suck on it,” is what feels fundamentally true to the alpha girl.

At last.  They admit it. Girls have an unrealistic sense of entitlement.  She's speaking of "alpha
girls", of course, but the fact is that in a female social hierarchy, the entire point is for every girl to
establish her place as close to the "queen bee" as possible.  Every girl there feels entitled to position,

https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 67 of 1013

rank, and perks for no other reason than she's a special little snowflake who's been told that she can
do anything and she deserves everything.  And if someone hurts her feelings, then the proper
response is to demand an apology and act out until she gets one, or causes such a big problem by an
emotional outburst as to shame and embarrass the offending party.

What Emily doesn't admit, or even mention (probably because she's talking about the important stuff,
the relationships between girls, not the trivial stuff, how they treat boys) is that when a young woman
enters in a relationship with a young man, regardless of her social standing in the female hierarchy,
after the flirtation and infatuation phases, more often than not the young woman in the relationship
assumes the role of "queen bee" in regards to her boyfriend and treats him as a female social
subordinate in their emotional dealings.

And Blue Pill dudes just have little idea how to react to that apart from utter capitulation.  Princess
asks a baited question.  Dude walks right into it, thinking he should actually believe her when she
says she values honesty and wants to know how she really feels.  Princess melts down, any criticisms
turned back around on him, with counter-claims of emotional distress.  Dude panics at the emotional
display, seeks to appease unhappy Princess with whatever she wants.  Dude apologizes, signalling (to
her) that she has social dominance over him (as opposed to masculine culture, where a well-delivered
apology actually can enhance the social position of the apologizer).  Princess triumphantly offers a
shit-test to reward Blue Pill Dude for his temerity to actually have hurt feelings and his weakness in
apologizing with contempt.  Blue Pill Dude fails shit test, capitulates, and drives Princess to
Starbucks to listen to bad live music and publicly display his submission to her.

So when your feminist girlfriend told you she wanted a sensitive dude who shared his feelings, she
meant only your POSITIVE feelings about her, no negative ones.  Because in a relationship with a
Queen Bee (and every girl in our culture seems to feel entitled to be the Queen Bee, so this is true
regardless of the woman in question's social status -- even  a low-status late-blooming girlfriend with
her first college boyfriend) any negative feelings you have about her and express are essentially the
same thing as physically assaulting her and starting an argument, in Girlspeak.

So when she says she wants to know what your feeling . . . she's lying.  And she expects you to lie,
too.  And goddess help you if you don't.

Emily admits she doesn't know how to counter this,

I don’t know how to do this. But if you’re a person who has believed that you’re allowed to do
what you like and it’s not your fault if it hurts people, understand that there are rules about
what is okay or not in a fight

And then she enumerates a few common-sense things like "no name calling" and "no ultimatums",
completely ignoring the fact that girls  almost always abandon "civilized" rules of
engagement when they fight.  Indeed, she points out how devious and quick to violate rules of
standard, civilized behavior they are in the first paragraph.  Yet these devious, conniving young ladies
who are utterly entitled and irresponsible towards each other are supposed to adhere to a strong code of
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conduct when "fighting" with each other?

She doesn't say.  But she does end with something powerful and important.  For the first time in my
memory, a self-proclaimed feminist has agreed and essentially endorsed the entire premise behind the
Red Pill:

The social rules you learned in school or from your parents are not necessarily the ones that
will serve you well in life. If you cling to those old rules because they are familiar, you will be
trapped in the same pattern of relationships you’ve always experienced. If you are satisfied and
content with those relationships, okay.   If you would like to improve your relationships,
it’s time to find some new rules to follow.

Emphasis mine.  Of course, she's discussing the need for new rules of conduct between women, she's
not addressing the issues between the genders.

But if the social rules I learned in school and from my parents included a strong dose of feminism,
the idea that men and women share an "equal" role in leading and guiding a relationship with the
male always displaying deference to the female?  If I see feminism conspiring to trap me (or my
entire generation) into a destructive and dysfunctional pattern of relationships?  If this pattern has led
to a spiral of self-loathing, hypergamy, and misandry for the men in our culture, do we not all have a
stake in changing this pattern?

Men, in aggregate, have seen their masculinity constantly under attack from feminism for four
decades.  Consider this in light of the above observations about female social posturing and relational
dynamics.  If feminism is the metaphorical "queen bee", and "she" feels "under attack" because we're
complaining that they're making us feel bad, then what is the traditional, natural feminine response?

1) Feminism is uninterested in taking responsibility for what it has made us feel (that is, male views
of ourselves and of women) because, like a Queen Bee girl bully, any complaints or criticisms are
dismissed as our bad reaction to "losing male privilege", because as Men our expressed pain and
suffering undermines the feminist contention that all men are a privileged class of oppressors
and that women are their innocent victims.  In Girlspeak, if men feel bad about themselves then
instead of that being an important piece of emotional communication, it's viewed as an excuse to
punish us for making them feel bad that they made us feel bad.  It's our fault that we feel bad, in other
words, and they want to punish us for it, not take ownership of it.  Better to call us a bunch of
crybabies than to own up to their responsibilities for our current culture.  It's a classic emotion
dismissing framework.

2) Feminism is telling Men that we are being "too sensitive" when we complain, usually by pointing
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out the millennia of suffering Women had to endure while Men walked the earth with god-like power
and authority oppressing Women with their penises and their Patriarchy -- so whaddya whining

about? Feminist contention that MRAs and other advocates for masculinity who voice
grievances with Women, in aggregate, are merely personally bitter and scarred from their
experiences and are not representative of a wider cultural problem (In other words, these angry,
often divorced men are being "too sensitive" about lives ruined with hypergamy and gender-based
social injustice, because it's still SO much better to be a boy than a girl in our culture) is a common
tactic used when a feminist is forced into a corner and held to account.  The "too sensitive" response
is doubly effective on men, too.  With women, it's basically an invocation of shaming based on a
woman being too Beta.  But with men being "too sensitive" is almost always intended to shame and
emasculate.

3) Feminism feels entitled to take revenge on Men for what they have done (made women feel bad
about feminism's assault on masculinity, among a laundry list of other crimes).  Despite
proclamations that feminism is an ideology of equality, from the beginning it has exclusively been
women's rights, not equal rights, that has motivated feminists to action and feminism to an academic
pursuit.  When one aspect of womanhood perceives itself under attack, the first instinct is to "gather
allies" by expanding the frame of the issue to include all women, therefore making a single and
distinct issue part of a large attack on femininity by "the Patriarchy".  Once mobilized, collective
womanhood has no compunctions about "taking revenge" far in excess of the original issue,
and gains support from non-feminist women by invoking a mutual distrust of All Men -- male-
punishing custody and divorce laws, for instance, and the pro-divorce hypergamy impulse. ("That's
right, honey, leave his ass and take half if you aren't happy!  He owes you!  Serves those filthy men
right!").  Women who try to take a stand against a consensus of sisterhood are included in the
ostracization and revenge. Just like a Queen Bee girl bully does to the spunky nerdy chick who tries
to stand up for what's right.

4) Feminism judges and shames anyone it sees as having tried to "hurt" feminism by daring to have
hurt feelings attributed in origin to Feminism   And any attempts to try to hold Feminism accountable
for its actions (male or female) is condemned with shaming language and harsh judgements and
withering criticism calling into question every aspect of the critic's life without addressing the thrust
of their arguments.  If someone tries to publicly call feminist ideology to account for, say, the
high number of single-parent households in America, then they are shamed for being anti-
progressive sexists atavists who haven't come out of the 19th century . . . not compassionate,
concerned citizens of the 21st century who observe a problem and propose that maybe -- just
maybe -- the fact that half a generation grew up actively estranged from a strong paternal,
masculine influence just might have something to do with the sad state of our nation's youth. 
Indeed any attempt to hold femininity to account for its share in the problem is seen as an attack and
grounds for harshest judgement.  Shaming and judgement are two powerful feminine tools, and under
feminism they've been thoroughly weaponized.

In short . . . feminism is TERRIBLE at hearing its behavior made someone feel bad.  And since it has
enormous social capital left over from the 60s and 70s, it doesn't hesitate to strike back viciously at
any critics.  Feminism treats Men, in aggregate, like the usual girl bully Queen Bee does anyone she
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sees as a threat.

That's not Emily's point -- Emily's point is that girl bullies don't have any compelling reason to
change their poor behavior, even though they should, because they're impacting the self-esteem of
other girls and hurting their feelings, and hurting the feelings of girls is, of course, always wrong.
 But my point is that feminism has traditionally displayed the same poor socialization in its
manifestations as the very worst sort of girl-bullying, particularly in regards to men.

But I can't argue with her over-all conclusion.

Time for some new rules.
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Beta Move: Play Nurse
February 9, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

One of the implicit aspects of marriage that men all too often gloss over is the whole "in sickness"
part.  But when your wife has a lousy cold, then think of it as an opportunity to do some Beta DHVs
(yes, there are such things).

Here's a couple of tips:

1) Ensure she has the right medications for her symptoms.  If that means you have to learn the
difference between a decongestant and an anti-imflamitory, then so be it.

2) The softest, cushiest tissues money can buy.

3) Spring for the expensive cough drops.  She's worth it.

4. Juice.  Go ahead and get a lot.  It's going to be a bumpy ride.

5. Soup.  Homemade if you can, Campbell's if you can't.  Put it on a tray and bring it to her in bed.

6. Sleep.  Ensure she gets as much as she needs to recuperate.  She will appreciate you MUCH
MORE if you handle every possible detail, and her symptoms as well.

7. Entertainment.  Go ahead and grab some mags and some DVDs.  It will help keep her from getting
testy and bored.

8. Attitude.  Be cheerful.  The last thing she wants is to feel like she's being a burden.  When you start
to think she's milking it, start easing her back into the realm of the living.

9. Doctor.  If she needs it, make her go.  Drive her if you must.  And don't complain about the
expense -- that's a DLV.
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10. DON'T use it as an opportunity for seduction.  Unless she's into that sort of thing.

Often we avoid our wives like the plague when they're sick -- but this is just an opportunity for
resentment to set in if you do not care for her properly.  What you DON'T want to do is have her use
it to have endless relationship discussions out of boredom.  Take care of her . . . but take care of your
business, too.
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Alpha Move: Give her chocolate . . . the right way!
February 16, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Okay, I know Athol and I and a whole bunch of other Manosphere guys are hardcore geeks and nerds
(there is a difference, but only a geek would know it and only a nerd would argue about it).  That's
off-putting to some folks who don't "get" sci-fi and think it's all a bunch of ray guns and rocket ships.
 The fact is, the reason a lot of us geek out about sci-fi and comics and such is that they present more
elegant and useful metaphors for the realities of our post-industrial existence.  "Using the Force", for
instance, when you are closing your eyes driving through traffic on the interstate, or "entering the
Neutral Zone" when undertaking activity of dubious legality.  The fact is, we use sci-fi metaphors
because they are apt and elegant and they are a common point of reference for many of us who didn't
do a lot of dating in High School.

That being said as preface, we come to the topic of today's post, the proper way to give your wife
chocolate.

Mrs. Ironwood and I have been eagerly enjoying The Big Bang Theory, not only for it's witty
nerdicissms but also for it's portrayal of a gang of misfit Betas, Sigmas, Deltas and Omegas attempt
to overcome their terminal geekatude and find babes.  When one actually does, his roommate
Sheldon, an anal-retentive OCD genius theoretical physicist, has a hard time dealing with her
feminine idiosyncracies.  Instead of pitching a hissy fit, he handles the situation with masculine
cunning.  Observe:

(Crap, they disabled embedding, the bastards.)

  I'll wait a moment while you first go watch this clip . . .

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qy_mIEnnlF4

. . . and then this one:

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EWyZHSZf3TM
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Back yet?

When Mrs. Ironwood and I first watched this, we laughed so hard we almost peed.

And after that it became an inside joke.  I started carrying around a small bag of candy (Hershey's
drops, but any kind of small, easily portable chocolate candy will do) and whenever she did
something I approved of, say, initiate sex, talk dirty, or  verbally offer me respect for what I do, or
some such, I'd whip out the bag and say "Chocolate?" and she'd laugh.  I'd laugh.  Funny.

But I kept doing it.  After a while, it stopped being funny in one way, and started being funny in
another as she acknowledged my conscious attempts to take control of the relationship and modify
her behavior.  Whenever I suddenly offered her a chocolate, it was a tangible and concrete sign of my
approval, and a tacit rejection of the behavior she avoided.  In other words, it made her unconscious
behaviors I disliked conscious, calling her out and holding her accountable, while rewarding her for
her efforts to counter them -- even if they were accidental.  I tried to never do it ironically, always
supportively.  And after a while, I didn't even need the chocolate.  I could just pantomime handing
her one and asking, and she'd get the point.

Once again, little subtle, subtextual rituals can communicate volumes in a marriage.  I'm not trying to
demean my wife, belittle her or insult her intelligence.  But I am making a point of letting her know
that I am observing her behavior and such little things do not escape my notice or my memory (as she
once thought they did).  And lastly I am making the point that I would much rather lovingly offer her
chocolate for good behavior than, say, get into an argument over negative behavior.

Yeah, I can use it to be an asshole sometimes.  But she forgives me.  Hey, I give her chocolate.
What's she going to say?
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Alpha Move: Stand Up Straight
February 18, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

A lot of guys in the first few days of taking the Red Pill are at a loss about how to begin.  They’re still
coming out of the Blue Pill stupor, and the task in front of them seems daunting.  Some are so
intimidated by it that they abandon it altogether.  Sure, they can work out, but that takes weeks to
have any significant visible effect, so they feel trapped.  They want to see some instant results.  

What the novice Red Pill man needs to remember is that the goal of Game, Married or Single flavors,
is not necessarily to become an Alpha male (most of us are simply not equipped to handle full Alpha
– and the drawbacks are almost as severe as the advantages), it’s to present as an Alpha.  Big

difference.  Even if you aren’t chiseled out of granite and endowed with a big, bulging trust fund, you
can still use the subtextual cues of dominance associated with Alpha to improve your
presentation.  One of the most subtle yet dramatic ways you can do this is through the simple
expedient of standing up perfectly straight.

The customs associated with military life – our attempt to institutionalize the aggressive masculine
Alpha – include standing at attention.  Why?  Because standing perfectly straight, balanced on
both feet, makes you taller and more intimidating automatically.  Slouching is for Betas, Sigmas
and Omegas.  Alphas have good posture.

Don’t underestimate the effect of this cue.  If you wish, try an experiment.  If you are learning Single
Game ala Roissey and Roosh V, then try an approach with your shoulders slumped and with you
leaning casually.  Then try another approach standing perfectly straight, shoulders back, head fixed
firmly on one spot, with few if any extraneous movements.  I think you’ll find that there is a definite
difference in result.
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If you are learning Married Game, then make a slightly annoying, slightly unreasonable request of
your wife or girlfriend slouched over, casual style.  Then wait an hour and try a different annoying,
slightly unreasonable request standing straight up, balanced equally on both feet, shoulders squared
and facing her directly.  Note the difference in reaction.

The secret to maintaining good posture is known to ballerinas and models the world over: you simply
imagine a string pulling you skyward from the top of your head.  It requires a little effort at first to
maintain that posture, but with time and practice it becomes automatic.  And you will notice a subtle
but decided shift in how people treat you from this very simple change to your presentation. 
Standing up straight makes you taller (DHV), take up more space, and it makes people literally look
up to you (well, shorter people).  More, your willful attention to your own presentation will
increase both your confidence and your focus – both of which are essential to Game, and
hallmarks of a mature masculinity.

So stand up straight.  Smile confidently and have good posture.  No one else might be watching, but
you always are – and if you can impress yourself, you’ll impress the ladies.  Besides, it don't cost
nothin'.
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Alpha Move: Iron Chef "The Kitchen is MY Domain"
February 19, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I originally posted this as a comment on the venerable Badger's site, but I thought it bore re-posting
here:

A commenter basically said that cooking was women's work.  I passionately disagree.  Here's why.

While cooking has traditionally been done by women in agricultural and tribal cultures due to the
division of labor, there is nothing unmasculine or inherently and irredeemably beta about cooking.
 Indeed, it can be an intensely profound exercise of male power.

Mrs. Ironwood can't cook.  At all.  Her brother and her male cousin were both adept professional
chefs.  She and her mother . . . well, they couldn't cook their way out of a refugee camp with Paula
Deen helping them.  My wife once washed pasta with soap.  Two weeks after moving in with her, I
excused her from all future attempts and assumed the duties exclusively.  Indeed, I wrote into our
marriage vows that I will "Feed her when she is hungry".  She's utterly abysmal, due in part to her
training in science, which requires exact measurements and such. ("It's says 'brown the beef' . . . how
brown?  What shade of brown?  AGHH!" -- actual quote).

I, on the other hand, have cooking as a part of my family culture, with a legacy cookbook and
everything.  I've cooked professionally for years, and pursued it as a passionate hobby since my teens.
 The skill certainly got me laid in college -- there is great Game in cooking, if you do it right.  The
first time I cooked a full mean for Mrs. Ironwood, she dropped the fork, swallowed, and said "I want
to have your babies."  I'm good.

So when we cohabitated, I cooked.  She didn't.  When we got married, I cooked, she didn't.  I do
every meal, and I don't phone it in.  I have demanded that she learn how to respect the food even if
she doesn't know how to prepare it, and I've introduced her to all sorts of cuisines she likely never
would have tried.  My subtextual message was pretty loud: FOOD COMES THROUGH ME!  IF
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YOU WANT TO EAT WELL, KEEP ME HAPPY.

Even in my worst Beta years, I was always Alpha in the kitchen.  I could have a girlfriend in my
kitchen and even assist, but if she started trying to take control, I'd throw a bitch out. MY DOMAIN.
 And if she didn't like the food . . . well, sure sign of poor relationship material.

Mrs. Ironwood loves everything I put in front of her.  While her single girlfriends were eating Ramen
noodles or "dating for dinner" or hitting McD's AGAIN, she was getting incredible meals every night.
 Serious DHV.

So, now that I have kids, and I'm running a family in addition to a relationship, the kitchen and meal
prep is an even more important extension of power and order in my household.  There's nothing beta
in mandating when and what shall be consumed by the family, what is purchased at the grocery store
and how much is spent.  In a post-industrial world where cleaning and supplying has been largely
outsourced or simplified, cooking (and laundry) remain the key components of housework left.  Athol
has spoken at length about the Game value of doing laundry, and I defer to his expertise on the
matter.  But the Married Game value of cooking is at least as high, and can be much, much higher.

And now that I have kids, I use cooking to make sure they have the Ironwood gene for culinary arts
intact, and teach them my rules and my perspective on food.  One child at a time is designated
"kitchen elf" and acts as an apprentice and assistant.  Each meal they cook comes with a lecture on
where the food came from, nutrient value, portions, preservation, native culture, method of
cultivation, and important historical and cultural points related to the food.  All very nerdy, yes.

But my 7 year old can turn a pretty deft omelet.  My 10 year old makes her own pie crust.  My 12
year old can tell you far, far more than you wanted to know about all sorts of kitchen and food-related
lore.  We have enshrined "rules of the kitchen", from Rule No. 1: Sharp things cut, hot things burn to
The Ironwood Rule: In this house, we garnish!  My kids go to the grocery store and farmer's market
with me, help with cleanup (with a little coercion) and are generally part of the cooking tradition.
 Mrs. Ironwood has learned enough to be competent with very simple dishes, but I still like having
one of the kids around to watch her, just in case.

Cooking is not exclusively a feminine province.  Consider the scene from <i>Goodfellas</i>, when
the mobsters are conspiring to cook pasta in prison and pay loving attention  to each detail of the
meal.  In the rugged Pyrenees the Euskandulak gentlemen's "supper clubs" are all-male social
opportunities wherein the local leading men of the community take turns producing fabulous meals
for each other (and then go on to discuss smuggling operations or furthering the goals of the Basque
Separatist movement with guns and bombs).  In my own beloved South, there are teams of male
barbecue enthusiasts who compete relentlessly for title and reputation.  Last weekend I had the
fortune to be on a Scout backpacking trip during which I ate expertly prepared venison and squirrel
by a man who knew how to use seasoning and preparation to bring out the full, rich flavor of the
meat.

There is nothing at all unmanly about food prep.  Nor is it a demeaning or unhonorable task.  Indeed,
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the idea that "men don't cook" for years gave women power over the domestic homefront.  Now that
division of labor is a lot less pronounced, there's no reason at all why a man can't be responsible for
the food that goes in the mouths of his family.

It's a subtle Art, make no mistake.  The comfortable dependability of food provides plenty of positive
Beta, and your craft -- and eventual mastery -- of turning ingredients into delicious food provides a
powerful statement about your dedication and skill, knowledge and creativity, all of which are Alpha.

But then it comes to presentation, and that's where the real Alpha kicks in.  Anyone can cook,
eventually.  But if you really want to get the most out of the experience then I suggest you cultivate a
bit of showmanship and cunning about how you present your food to the people who eat it.  That
doesn't necessarily mean that every meal has to be 5 star fare, but it does mean that you use attractive
and appropriate settings to support your meals.

One advantage of living in a traditionally-oriented culture like the South is that there is a culture of
appreciation around manners, etiquette, and the proper enjoyment of food.  My table is My Table,
and I set the rules.  It's as much my arena as my bed or my desk, and I enforce those rules rigorously
(though not always successfully) when we are eating.  The rules are not decided by mutual
consensus, or a vote, or anything other than the fact that it is My Table, the Captain's Table, and I
alone am the arbiter of the rules there.

If they don't like it, there's peanut butter and jelly in the pantry.

So don't dismiss this very valuable avenue of alpha/beta power as inherently feminine or demeaning.
 That would be letting go of a potential masculine asset.

Besides, don't forget that far more women poison their husbands than vice versa.  No need to tempt
her.  Just sayin'.
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No, It Wasn't In Your Head: Ms. Dustybox Really Was Out To
Get You
February 20, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Wonderful post over at The Private Man about this study showing that while male teachers tend to
grade boys and girls fairly, female teachers do, indeed, grade boys more harshly and downgrade them
more.

We had an old spinster teacher in Middle School we nick-named Ms. Dustybox for obvious reasons.
 Very typical eager feminist-educating-young-minds-while-bitching-about-her-love-life sort of
teacher.  We all suspected that she hated boys and punished their grades accordingly, while giving
generous passes and better grades to girls.  She couldn't shut up about "equality", and it was her tired
screeds in front of the classroom that first gave me the inkling that maybe feminist "equality" meant
tearing boys down as much or more than building girls up.

So now we have this study that shows that, surprise surprise, female teachers grade boys more
harshly.  I wonder what the feminist response to this will be?  HINT: It will involve blaming the men
and the system, while absolving any women of any responsibility.  Just a prediction, folks.

But this should encourage every parent out there to double-check their sons' schoolwork, and
examine their grades for signs of gender bias.  I know I felt discriminated against in High School and
Middle School because of my gender, but I could never prove it.  This might help level the playing
field a little.
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Anatomy of The Perfect Red Pill Date: Introduction
February 21, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I’ve been taking the Red Pill for a while now, and successfully Gaming my wife for over two months
to spectacular success.  A few days ago I decided to test myself: did I have what it takes to plan and
execute a maneuver designed to up my SR (relative to my wife) dramatically?  Was I ready to pull
out the Big Date?

That question was answered for me when I quite unexpectedly got some money I hadn’t counted on.

The life of a freelance writer is exciting, which means scary, which means poverty stricken.  That’s
why I appreciate my day job so much, because then freelancing isn’t how I pay the rent, it’s how I
pay for the luxuries and extras after the bills are paid.  One of the vagaries of the profession is how
long it can take you to get paid for a job.  I just got some cash for one I did almost two years ago – so
long, I’d forgotten I’d done it and was supposed to get paid.  It wasn’t an extravagant amount, but
with our bills thankfully paid for once and no pressing need elsewhere, I had some capital to work
with for a change.

So just how could I plan, plot, prepare and execute the Perfect Date with my wife without
fumbling?  That was the question I decided to answer.  After all, I’ve been running Game for a
couple of months, she’s responded admirably, and our relationship has never been better – why push
it?

Well, I wouldn’t be Ian Ironwood if I didn’t push it.

No good experiment is valid unless you know up front what a positive conclusion will look like.  In
this case, I was looking for five results:
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1)      Increase just how attractive I was to my wife by increasing my sex rank to nearly
overwhelming levels

2)      Do so with a powerful series of Alpha moves softened with Beta sophistications to
keep things fun. 

3)      Have an incredibly good time myself

4)      Ensure she not only had a good time, but is so surprised and delighted by the
wonderment I cause that she can’t shut up about how romantic I am.

5)      Get laid commiserate to the level of difficulty and resources consumed.

And of course all of this is designed to strengthen our bond, our relationship, our marriage, all that
good stuff.

As experiments go, it was a worthy one.  And since I feel I have a duty to the Manosphere to share
whatever successes and failures I have on the Red Pill path, I’m going to give you the play-by-play of
the whole thing.  Learn from my mistakes, learn from what I did right.  And feel free to take credit
for the latter your own self if you end up using my stuff – I don’t mind.

PART I: PLANNING AND DATE PREP

This is the fun part: just what do you want to treat your woman to?  What will entertain her and
delight her and make her think of you in tingly terms?  In my case, I recently got my teeth fixed, and
I can finally eat steak which we’ve avoided for over a year since my dental problems arose.  So for
the dinner, I chose the finest steak house in the metro region – you know, the family owned one that’s
been there for three generations and it’s almost impossible to get a reservation?
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I called in a favor and got a reservation.  Luckily I still know plenty of people in the restaurant
business.  It was a late one – 9:30 – but that actually worked to my favor.  Still, that reservation
determined the course of the rest of the evening.  We had to be at the restaurant at 9:30 or give up our
spot.

From there the rest got tricky.  A quick search of the local music sites showed that all the cool stuff
that was playing in town in terms of live music would all be starting at 9:00 – which would conflict
with dinner.  So live music was out.

While there was a Broadway show at the local performing arts center, tickets were sold out and my
connections couldn’t help.  No show.

The movies that weekend sucked.  No movies.

I was rapidly running out of conventional “things for married people to do on a Saturday night” fare –
but that simply inspired me.  I didn’t want just “dinner and a movie” – that wouldn’t inspire the kind
of reaction I was looking for.  So I got creative.  An hour later, my creativity having failed me, I
asked my 18 year old niece (lined up for babysitting for the occasion and sworn to secrecy) what she
thought of as a perfect date.  She thought for all of five picoseconds, and then said “Shopping!”

Oh, dear Goddess . . .

And apparently the Goddess heard my prayer and sent me inspiration. I figured out how to
incorporate shopping into our date without a) me waiting in silent frustration while she tried on a
bunch of stuff she knew she wouldn’t like and b) holding a purse and rendering an opinion.  I liked
the idea so much that I built the rest of the date around it.

But first, I had to set things up.  I stashed my suit in a garment bag in the back of my car.  I cleaned
out my car and gassed it up.  Got a haircut.  I ensured the Niece was on call to babysit.  I knew that
Mrs. Ironwood had a Girl Scout thing that morning, then a Cub Scout thing that afternoon.  I also
knew that Preselection is a powerful tool that I rarely employ in my Game, at least not directly.  If I
really wanted maximum impact for this date – and I wanted it to feel like an Atom Bomb of romantic
lust – then using some unfamiliar elements would not only be more of a challenge, it had the
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possibility of amping up the rewards significantly.

So first things first: when my wife returned from Girl Scouts that afternoon, and prepared to take the
boys to Cubs, I began my run.

I took my 10 year-old daughter to go see her first Roller Derby bout.  

Because if you really want to make your wife feel jealous, the safest way to do so is to take your
daughter out, just the two of you.

Next Time: The Pre-Date Date 
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Anatomy of the Perfect Red Pill Date: Phase 1 Preselection
February 22, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Continued from the Introduction.

Preselection, as most Red Pill dudes and Married Game aficionados know, is the tendency to find
someone more attractive based on the fact that a third party finds them desirable.

I don't wear a wedding ring, for instance, because it makes me more attractive to single women
because they figure SOMEONE thought I was worth a damn.  Similarly, when a man or woman
wants to elicit a strong and passionate response in their partner, a little flirting with a member of the
opposite sex in front of their SO -- or even overhearing a member of the opposite sex say flattering
things about your spouse -- is often sufficient to inspire a passionate reaction.  Preselection is a
power-up for your sex rank.

True Story: At a sci-fi event where I was promoting a book, Mrs. Ironwood chanced to be in the
bathroom at the same time as two of my younger, prettier fans (I have old and ugly fans, too, BTW).
 They had just met me, and I had been my usual charming self and flirted to the very boundaries of
good taste -- Mrs. I wasn't around, no harm done.  But when she overheard them talking about hot hot
I was (!) and wondering to each other if I was single, I suddenly had my usually only casually-
interested wife glued to my side for the rest of the evening.  And minstrels will one day write epics
about the humpage that evening.

But I digress.  My plan was to incite a Preselection buff through the simple and safe expedient of a
date with my 10 year old daughter.  She's had a recent birthday, and I have been promising her a
Daddy-Daughter date for a while.  The day before my date I had found out that the season opener for
our local Roller Derby league was that afternoon, and I had grabbed tickets.  I surprised her with
them that morning, and told her after she got back from Girl Scouts we would be on our way.

Mrs. Ironwood, of course, always loves to see me spend time with the kids (SR+1).  But she had
spent all morning with a hundred screaming Girl Scouts, and had to take the boys to Cub Scouts now.
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"Aren't you going to finish--" she began, as we waited in the driveway for the boys to emerge in
uniform -- never a short process.

"Done," I answered simply, referring to any number of chores on my weekly list.

"Do you think it would fun for all of us to go?" she asked, expectantly.

"Yes . . . but we aren't all going.  This is about me and her." I was Firm.  Good Alpha stance, tone
said my mind is made up and this is how it's going to be.

Nostrils flare.  "I spend all day with Girl Scouts and SHE gets a date?" she asks with a snort.  "When
do I get a date?"

I shrugged nonchalantly.  "I'll see what I can do.  Consult your schedule.  Maybe if you play your
cards right.  Besides, you and the boys have an activity.  This is our special time."

"Well, you and l'il Elektra have a blast!" she said, sarcastically, sticking her tongue out at my
daughter.  She gave me a few more nostril flares for good measure and opened the hatch for the boys.
 She looked me up and down -- I was looking GOOD.  Black jeans, black sweater, black wool coat,
black fedora, long black scarf.  Just had my hair cut and my beard trimmed.  Shoes were shined.  I
smelled good.  Real good.  She noticed.

"It's just not fair!" she grumbled one last time before giving me a peck, her daughter a jealous glance,
and pulled away.

Preselection buff activated.  Relative SR+2.

Daughter and I had a blast by ourselves -- I let her sit in the front seat in flagrant violation of
matronly directive, I bought her a MASSIVE bag of blue cotton candy, I asked her about school and
boys and Scouts and other Daddy-Daughter bonding stuff.  She was eating up the attention.  And yes,
she had TOTALLY caught how jealous Mommy was, and that was the coolest thing in the world.

Ran light Game on her through the ticketing and concession process, but she was on perfect behavior
as we learned the intricacies of racing around a cement floor on wheels as an acceptable outlet for
feminine aggression.  Daughter was enchanted.  We went through the program and studied the rules
and the players.  By the end of the second bout, we kinda knew what we were talking about.

Meanwhile, I had to fend off the advances of several women.

I'm a decent looking guy in my 40s in nice clothes, no wedding ring, taking my daughter to a fun girl
outing.  I heard "Oh, is it your weekend?" at least five times.  Older women, younger women, me
sitting there with my arm around my little girl, looking all paternal, I felt like prime steak at a Weight
Watchers meeting.
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Interesting side note: Gentlemen, for a target-rich environment of women of all sorts -- but with
PLENTY of the young-and-cute variety -- I cannot recommend Roller Derby bouts strongly enough.
 Once you peel back the thick layer of lesbians, what remains is no less than fertile territory.  They
serve beer, there are literally thousands of opportunities for approach, its a low-shield environment,
and after a couple of active bouts most of these women had their blood up and would have humped
any convenient leg.  Just thought I'd put that out there.  That is all.

Bought Daughter a highly-coveted T-shirt, got some free promotional stickers, took some pictures,
saw some gruesome pictures of the various injuries sustained just last season (!), talked Daughter out
of an expensive pair of skates by pointing out her feet were still growing.

But she was enchanted.  Girls hitting other girls.  Girls on skates hitting other girls . . . to the roar of
the crowd.  Now, I call my daughter (half-mockingly) "Princess" sometimes, but the fact is that she's
more the Xena type, despite her pretty looks.  My girl can take a hit.  She's got feet that would make a
ballerina faint -- the Ironwood tootsies have been huge for generations.  But she'd make an
outstanding Roller Derby girl . . . in eight years.  When she has her own insurance.

But she did pick out her Roller Derby stage name: Kitty Katfight.  That's hers, now.  She called dibs.
 Don't cross her, either.

We had a great time coming back, covered in cotton candy, the sun fading towards the horizon,
Mommy and the boys already home from their field trip.  My rank towards Daughter went up
significantly, and then even more when I revealed the plan of The Big Date.  I gave her the details.
 She thought they were impressive and said so.  She offered a few suggestions.  I took one, dismissed
the rest, thanked her for her help.  I got a "Best Daddy EVER!" for my troubles.

On the way home, I texted my wife:

YOU HAVE 45 MINUTES TO SHOWER AND MAKE UP YOUR FACE.  

Next time: Phase 2 Extraction
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Anatomy of the Perfect Red Pill Date: Phase II Extraction
February 23, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Continued from Phase I Preselection

Within moments of sending the text, I got a call.

"What do you mean, put on makeup?  Niece just showed up and told me to jump in the shower!
 Where are we going?"  Stress, a trace of exhaustion, irritation . . . she's a little put-off by the sudden
developments, and she doesn't hesitate to tell me.  "You know I don't like surprises!" she lies.  I can
tell by her voice that behind the anxiety there's excitement.

"We'll discuss it when I get home," I said, simply.

"Well, what should I wear?" she nearly demands.  As per usual, when faced with a potential crisis a
woman's first refuge is her wardrobe.

"Those shoes you've been wearing to work will do.  They're comfortable enough, aren't they?"

"For what?  Rock climbing?  Or a movie?"

"The night is young," I say, mysteriously.  "No telling where we might end up."  That pisses her off
just right. In point of fact, I know precisely where we'll end up.

"Well, what about my clothes?  What should I wear?" she repeats.

"I don't care.  I wouldn't recommend absolute nudity, but beyond that I'm pretty open."

"That is absolutely no help!" she accuses.  She paused.  "What about . . . underwear?"

"I trust your judgement."  She hates it when I say that.
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"Ian, I need some direction!" she nearly pleads.  I chuckle.  Further confirmation of the efficacy of
the Red Pill is not needed.  She just summed up our relationship dynamic in a nutshell.  Of course,
she couldn't let me exercise that kind of power without trying to rein me in.  "You know, you're being
kinda a dick about this."

"We're going on a date," I finally admit.  "That's all you get for now.  I'll see you in about half an
hour.  We'll leave fifteen minutes after that."

"What about the kids?" she asks, forgetting that the Niece is there.

"We won't be bringing them.  They've had their fun for the day.  Their pizza will show up at 7:30.
 I've already laid out their meds.  Niece has been fully empowered to administer beatings on an as-
needed basis," I promised.  "Get your ass ready.  Love you."

"I think I love you too!" she says, annoyed, and hangs up.

"What did she say?" Daughter demands, impishly.  "Was she surprised?"

"Yes, she was surprised.  And she said pretty much exactly what I expected her to."

"She's gonna love it!" she beams, with a trace of jealousy.  It's mitigated by the fact that I've confided
in her, and not her two brothers, about the Big Date.  They couldn't keep a secret from their mother if
their lives depended on it.  She, on the other hand, had no compunctions about being sneaky about the
other woman in my life.  Estrogen's not so bad, if you can play it off against itself.

We finish running a few preparatory errands before we get home.  Mrs. Ironwood has, at this point,
changed four times, the Niece reveals to me in a private moment.  I find her in the bathroom working
on outfit #4 -- something casual, jeans and a sweater.  She looks nice, MILFalicious, even, and she's
"beaten her face" into submission as well.  It's not Wedding Makeup, but it's Dinner With The Vice
President Makeup.  Perfect.

"Are we going to be having our picture taken?" she demands, nostrils flaring.

"That is one possibility," I concede.  I suddenly realize that I could have had us actually sit for a
portrait at some point in the evening, a special Husband/Wife photo.  I file it away for future
reference.  That's a High Beta move, but planning and executing it yourself would be a High Alpha
move.  In most cases, it is the wife that arranges and organizes documentary portraits.  Knocking that
responsibility off of her plate would be a huge SR buff.

"All right, I've had enough of this mysterious shit!" she says, whirling on her heel to face me,
hairbrush held only inches under my nose and quivering dangerously.  Her nostrils are at about Level
3, now.  But she's biting her lip.  Upset and excited.  Just where I want her.  "I've dealt with Girl
Scouts all morning and Cub Scouts all afternoon on my Saturday, and I'm exhausted!  I wanted to
come home, crawl into bed, and pass out -- I was out in Nature today, building bird houses!" she
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complains.  She's not a fan of Nature, being highly allergic to it.  She takes drugs for it which allow
her to function, but she and Nature have feuded all her life, and she actively resented being
confronted with it.  "Where the hell are we going?" she demands. Borderline emotional explosion.
 Proto Shit Test.  How I handle this will determine the outcome of our evening.

I don't shift my gaze.  I count to five in my head to let the silence fill the air.  Too many men rush into
a response to a challenge like that, assuming that if they don't speak quickly, then their wife will thing
she's caught him flatfooted.  This is different.  This is me preparing to Order the evening.

The power to Order -- that is, to set initial conditions and ultimate expectations, as well as
proscribe the method and manner in which an action or event takes place -- is one of the
fundamental Masculine powers.  I do not mean "order" in the sense of "to order (someone to do
something)".  I mean it in the sense of "establishing order".  It's not an accident that the Captain of a
ship's directives are called "orders" -- they "order" the ship.

One of the things about taking the Red Pill is that you have to accept -- nay, embrace -- that power,
and when you recognize an opportunity to exercise it, you must do so decisively.  Which is why I
waited.  I wanted just enough silence to let her know that what I was about to say was Important, and
this little pause was a bit of showmanship to add credence and authority to my Order.

"Babe, you can go crawl into bed right now and I'll make sure you aren't disturbed until morning.  Or
you can get your ass in the car in the next ten minutes and go with me.  But make up your mind and
embrace your choice, because either way I don't want to hear any complaining about the evening,
regardless of which one you decide upon.  Your choice."  That was it.

She could indulge her own body's need for rest (she was just finishing up antibiotics for her cold) or
she could indulge her soul's need for diversion and entertainment.  Three weeks out of the month it
could have gone either way.  This week she was ovulating, and I think that made a big difference.

She closed her mouth.  She bit her lip.  She let out a big sigh, and seemed to resign herself.  "I'll be
ready," she promised, tossing her hair unconsciously.  I gave her a kiss on the cheek and a pat on the
ass before I went to get ready myself.

Mission accomplished.  She had been presented with two -- and only two -- clear alternative
endings for the evening.  One she was certain of.  One she was utterly uncertain of.  There were no
details to discuss, no alternate suggestions, no other considerations . . . because she didn't have
enough information, on purpose, to make them.

She had to either go to bed (alone) or she had to trust me and my ability to Order and Lead.  One
thing or the other.  And once she was presented with those two, due to my manifestation of Order,
she was able to select her choice and be content with it, for the moment.  Yes, there was still Mystery
implicit in the evening (she didn't know where the hell she was going) but there was also Confidence
in my ability to steer us, predicated entirely on the firm, decisive way in which I Ordered her evening.
 So . . .
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Activate Confidence In Leadership Buff: SR +1

"I still don't like surprises," she muttered as she finished her hair.

"Yes you do," I countered, cheerfully, and went to Order the kids around in preparation for the
evening.

Then I got ready: modest amount of cologne, brush through my hair, toss the fedora, keep the scarf,
nothing impressive.  I had "impressive" in a gym bag in the back of my car.  For all she knew, we
were going to the mall for a Married People Budget Date Night.  We do that probably more than most
couples with kids, but it had been a while.  She seemed to accept that's where we were going, relaxed
into the idea of cheap pizza and beer on a Saturday night, and accepted it.  In fact, she looked a little
smug as she kissed the kids good-bye and unnecessarily instructed Niece about bedtime procedure.

I interrupted.  "It's been handled," I assure her.  "Get in the car.  We're going to be late."  Calm, sure
tones, kept low on purpose.  Inspires confidence.  Inspires obedience.

"Late for what?" she asks, confused.  How could we be late for beer-and-pizza? she's thinking.

"If we don't hurry, you'll never find out," I say, simply, and head for the car.  She follows.  She's back
to "confused and irritated" again, but she accepted my leadership.  I'm not about to let her question
it now.

We get into the car, buckle up, and the first question comes, as casually as a slow ball over the plate.
 "So . . . are we going out to eat?"

"There is food in your future," I promised.

"When?"

"About dinner time," I answer, unhelpfully.

"So where are we going now?  A bar?"

"Nope."

"A restaurant?"

"Not at the moment."

"A concert?"

"No."
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Silence.  I can almost hear the wheels turning.  Of course, they're so focused on the
evening's itinerary that she isn't paying attention to other details.  I'm kind of counting on that.  I head
towards the mall.

"Oh!" she says, as if it's dawning on her.  "We're going to the Mall!"  Well, yeah.

"For a little while," I concede.  Of course, she thinks we're going to wander around, look at kids'
clothes, sneer good-naturedly at the teenagers trying to look cool, before hitting Ruby Tuesday's on
the way out.

"Good, Daughter needs new shoes."

"We're not buying kids' shoes."  I say it as flatly as I can.

"Then what are we doing?" she asks, irritated.  We're close enough, now.  Might as well tell her.

"We're going shopping.  For you."

"Shopping?" she asks.  She knows I hate shopping.  "Are you out of your fucking mind?  It's Saturday
night and you're taking me shopping?"

"Yep," I assure her.  She looks at me like I'm crazy.

"Do we really have that in the budget?" she asks, hesitantly.  I handle the bills.  She knows that, and
she knows that with three kids and a drive-by niece we have a lot of expenses.  She also knows that I
won't spend on frivolities when there are expenses to pay.  And she doesn't know about my little
freelance windfall.

"It's handled," I say, simply and confidently.  "We're going shopping.  For you."

"Oh," is all she can say after a few uneasy minutes.  "I guess that's okay, then."

"I'm so glad you approve," I say with just a hint of snark as we pull into the parking lot.  She's
looking smug.  Like she's got it all figured out: Mall, clothes, Ruby's, home by nine.  It was seven-
thirty now. What could possibly happen at the Mall?

NEXT: Phase 3 Power Shopping
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Anatomy of the Perfect Red Pill Date: Phase III Power
Shopping
February 24, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Continued from Phase II Extraction

By the time we get to the mall, her mood has softened.  She’s accepted the fact that it’s going to be a
fun, romantic night, and the unknown element is undeniably exciting.  I don’t bother opening the
door for her – we’re still in “casual married people mode” but we do hold hands as we walk inside.

I lead her directly to the door of her favorite store.  I’ve done enough research to know which one in
the mall was most likely to be able to have everything she needed.  She pulls me excitedly inside and
starts to head for the clearance rack.  She worked several retail jobs in college and she always goes
for the bargains first.

I didn’t budge, and when she tried to lead me away by the hand she came up short like a dog that’s
run out of leash.  She looked at me, confused.  I dropped her hand and fished out my wallet.

“Here,” I said, handing over the card linked to my freelance account.  “I’m not going in with you.”

“Wha—?”  Her mouth is open.  Pricelessly adorable.

“You have exactly—” glance at watch “exactly ninety-four minutes to find and purchase attire
suitable for going out to a five-star restaurant.”

“Huh?” she replied, eloquently.  Our conversation has attracted the attention of both of the store’s
sales clerks, who wander close enough to overhear.
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“Ninety minutes.  Five star restaurant.  I want you to look hot.”

“But . . . but . . . where are we going?”

“It doesn’t matter if we’re going to McDonalds in the food court,” I assured her.  “I want you to go
buy a complete outfit, down to your unmentionables, and be dressed and ready to go in . . . ninety-
three minutes, now.”

“Are you fucking serious?” she asks, shocked as she realizes that yes, indeed, I am fucking serious.

“Try to keep it under $300.00,” I say, casually, as I kiss her on the cheek.  “And try to be punctual.”

Then I turn on my heel and walk out.  No further explanation required.

I stole one last peek before I disappeared around the corner, and saw Mrs. Ironwood excitedly
explaining what her mission was.

You see, I hate shopping.  

So does she, but she also understands how shopping is not only a necessary aspect of professional
womanhood (personal presentation is very important in her field) as well as an essential social
requirement for female socialization.  She’s not a “power shopper” by any means.  She eschews
jewelry altogether (her father was a jeweler, once-upon-a-time . . . daddy issues) and she’s got weird
feet, so she isn’t as mad about shoes as some women.  That doesn't mean I don’t have two-dozen
pairs of her shoes in the bottom of my closet, but after talking to some other men, I only have two-
dozen pairs in the bottom of my closet.  If my wife has an accessory fetish, it’s purses and handbags. 

But she hates trying to buy clothes.  Like most women, she’ll try on a dozen things and usually settle
on one of the first things she saw.  But the entire process can take several excruciating hours and is,
from a male perspective, hopelessly inefficient.  This way she has a) a deadline b) a budget and c) a
very specific mission, to get an outfit for a night out.  Better for me, I wasn’t subjected to said
excruciating hours standing by in quiet Betatude, bearing her purse as a symbol of my
subjugation.  I went shopping myself.

I have a lovely black suit, tailored, that I picked up at a going-out-of-business sale a few years ago. 
Classic cut, clean lines, and it’s suitable for nearly any occasion.  But my dress shirts were abysmal. 
Believe it or not, most porn companies don’t require suit-and-tie for everyday business (and no, they
don’t require raw-silk shirts opened to the waist and a couple of gaudy gold chains peeking through
your chest hair, either – I usually wear jeans and a t-shirt).  I hadn’t bought a new, nice shirt in ages. 
No funerals or court dates lately, and the last wedding we went to I was performing the ceremony and
wearing a clerical collar.

It only takes me moments to run out to the car and grab the garment bag with my suit and shoes in it. 
 I roll into Macy’s, feeling like John Travolta in the opening scene of Saturday Night Fever (minus
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the paint can).  You can almost hear the disco music as I strut.

Back to the Men’s Department – wouldn’t you know, they’re having a buy-one, get-one sale on shirts
and ties.  It takes me all of ten minutes to find a white shirt and a light gray shirt in my size.  Another
ten to find a belt and two ties – one blue and silver, one gray and silver.  I look longingly at a brown
felt crushable fedora, but it not only doesn’t go with my outfit, it’s far too expensive.  I’d drop that
kind of dough on a blocked black fedora in my size, perhaps.  I let my own hamster spin for a
moment, and then shut it down when I look at my watch.  I’m on a Mission.

I pay for my stuff, spending about a hundred bucks, and then use the changing room to put on my
suit.  I go with the gray shirt and tie, as it brings out the gray in my eyes and that tends to inspire
more romance than the blue in my eyes.  More importantly, gray and black make me feel dangerous
and sexy.  I come out a few moments later and get appreciative looks from the dumpy older
saleswoman and the horny old queen at the register.  Admiration from both sides of the gender
spectrum let me know I look good.

Self-Confidence Buff: Objective SR +1

If I went in as John Travolta, I come out as Frank Sinatra.  I own the joint.  I don’t try to disguise the
even more confident strut in my step as I cross the mall.  I absorb a few more desiring glances along
the way as I make my way into only bar in the mall.

Why a bar?  I was dressed and ready to go, but there was still more than forty-five minutes to her
deadline.  I called to confirm our reservation while the bartender brought me a Jamesons on the
rocks.  Only one drink, but the smoky taste of peat-fired Irish whiskey is like an instant shot of
masculinity in my mouth. 

Side Note: Gentlemen, when approaching a bar to purchase a drink, know what you’re going to order
from the moment your foot crosses the threshold.  There is no worse negative Beta presentation than
standing in front of a bar with a perplexed look on your face while you mentally debate the merits of
some chick beer with an orange in it or an apple-tini.  KNOW YOUR FUCKING POISON.

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/---LL-q6WjXI/T0fGpFw3xPI/AAAAAAAAAXo/TYsHNAlvFX4/s1600/3.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 96 of 1013

You enter a bar, you walk confidently to the bar, cash or card in hand, you take up as much space at
the bar as you can to attract attention, you patiently wait while the patrons with bigger boobs than
yours are served, and then you order your drink, decisively and resolutely.  Make it simple: a
highball is about as complicated as you want to get.  For presentation’s sake, stick to a single
liquor on the rocks or neat.  I usually recommend against beer on Date Night simply because of the
awkward potential for gas.  “Jameson’s, Rocks,” and a self-assured toss of your head should be all
the discussion with the bartender you need.  But it doesn’t matter what it is, as long as you nail it and
move on.

I nursed my drink for half an hour, checking with the sitter, checking email for the final time in the
evening, and checking traffic on the way to the restaurant.  Gotta love a smartphone. 

At fifteen-minutes until deadline I finished my drink and went outside for a smoke.  I was relaxed, I
looked good, I smelled good, dammit, I felt good.  I felt like James Bond in that suit.  I tried to nurse
that vibe, incorporate it into my presentation.  Bond.  James Bond.

I arrived at the store ten minutes early, on the off-chance she was ready.  She wasn’t, of course, but I
got to spend that last ten minutes bantering and flirting with the two salesladies while my wife got
dressed.  They were positively gushing with how freakin’ romantic I was and how lucky she was to
have me . . . with her overhearing every word in the dressing room not twelve feet away.

Preselection Buff: Relative SR +1

PLUS, she got the undivided attention of two salesladies who had elected themselves her
honorary handmaidens that night.  She got to feel like a princess – a stressed, anxious princess
trying to get her Spanx on before deadline, but a princess nonetheless.  The attention paid to her
femininity by those two women helped inflate her own self-confidence, pushing up her own Sex
Rank by at least a point.
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When she got out . . . it was well worth the wait.  She looked gorgeous.  A pretty white top with large
blue flowers and yellow highlights, something that suggested far more cleavage than she was
showing (or even has).  Tight black skirt, knee-length, and black hose.  With her work shoes, which I
think are the most attractive on her, and her hair and make-up fixed . . . she looked good enough to
molest right there and then.  She had accomplished her Mission, and with three minutes to spare.

“Twirl for me,” I instructed, smiling, with just a little mocking in my voice.  Instead of a snappy
retort she swallowed and turned around.  That skirt did amazing things for her ass.  “Outstanding,” I
pronounced, “you look gorgeous!”

Blush.  I’ll take the point on that.  “Thank you,” she says, demurely.  “Oh my God, you changed into
a suit?  Did you buy a suit?  Jesus, Ian, how much—”

“So much that you’re going to be feeling very grateful later,” I say, confidently.  She blushes.  The
ladies behind the counter giggle girlishly.  

“Well, you look HOT,” she says, putting lusty emphasis on the last word.  I give the sales ladies a
glance, and then strike an overly-dramatic GQ pose.

“What do you think, ladies?  Am I earning my hourly rate?”

They assure me that yes, they would indeed rip off my clothes and hump me until we’re all sore, in
politely-worded feminine code.  Any doubt about the Preselection buff is gone.  Mrs. Ironwood’s
eyes are flashing and she’s biting her lip.

 I’m about to hand them my credit card when I see a pile of panties towards the back.  I stride over
and very quickly select three pairs (to qualify for the sale price) that I like, two black, one nude, and
that I think will be both sexy and comfortable – and yes, I know the correct size.  I’ve done my
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research. 

“Add these,” I say, casually, and they do.  Total bill is just under $200.  Even with her padding it a
little with a few hosiery items.  Mrs. Ironwood has done well.

“You’re buying me panties?” she asks, surprised.

I shrug.  “Who says they’re for you?” I quip, as I grab the bags.  I offer her my elbow, and she takes
it.  She thanks the ladies profusely for their invaluable assistance.  She feels even more like a princess
as we’re leaving.

“So you got me all dressed up to go to Ruby Tuesday’s?” she chuckles.  “That’s adorkably
romantic!”

“Yes, it would be,” I say, as I lead her firmly past the mall restaurant and out into the parking lot. 
“But I upgraded from ‘adorkable’ to ‘elegant’.  Hope you don’t mind.”

“Ian,” she says, suddenly back on unsure ground.  “If we’re not . . .where the hell are we going?”

“To dinner,” I say, as I open the passenger side door and help her in.  She needs help, too.  Between
the Spanx and the skirt, she can barely walk, let alone mount a SUV.

“Are you going to blindfold me?” she jokes.

“We don’t have time,” I say, as I close the door.  “We have a 9:30 reservation.”

That’s got her attention.  Usually the only restaurants we go to where you have to make a reservation
involve giant mechanical instrument-playing mice and really bad, over-priced kids' pizza.

“So where are we going?” she pleads, excitedly.  “And who the hell makes a 9:30 dinner
reservation?”

“I do,” I say, smugly, as I slide into the driver’s seat.  “And you make that late a reservation when it’s
Valabar’s.”

“We’re going to Valabar’s?” she asks, excitedly – and no, before you Google it, that’s a made-up
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name.  The name “Valabar’s” is from the classic Steven Brust Dragaera fantasy series, and it
describes a restaurant of surpassing excellence.  I use it here to guard both my identity and its.  But
when you hear “Valabar’s”, just imagine the swankiest joint in your town.  That’s the place. 
“Well why didn’t you say so?” she asks, reverently. 

“Because that would have ruined the surprise,” I point out.

“Oh.”   She thinks for a moment, and then grabs my hand.  “Yeah, I guess it would.  We’re going to
Valabar’s!” she says, excitedly, and giggles.  Yes, it’s that big a deal. 

“We’ve got twenty minutes before we get there,” I say, casually, as I crank the engine.  “Music?”

NEXT: Phase IV Music
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Anatomy of the Perfect Red Pill Date: Phase IV Music
February 27, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Continued from Phase III  Power Shopping

When it comes to music on a date, conventional wisdom says that Classic Rock or edgy Hip-Hop is
your best bet if your goal is damp panties.  Personally, I find both a bit played-out, particularly Rock. 
While that sounds blasphemous, the fact is that rock music is overtly sexual, with the pelvis-
motivating back-beat encouraging primal responses and suggestive lyrics that leave no doubt as to
what, exactly, the artist meant.  But there's no mystery in the slightest.  No intrigue.  No romance.
 Rock is as subtle as a submachine gun.  Going to Rock music as the sound track to a date is trite and
unimaginative.  Hip-hop, likewise.  And I despise Country music, no offense meant.  But Rock? 
That’s like buying a cherry-red Camero when you turn 40: it's effective but so clichéd it’s painful.

Instead I turned back the clock and chose a selection of Big Band and Swing tunes, mostly with
playfully teasing lyrics or sweet romantic music.  Now, you might be thinking “Gosh, that dude is
White,” and you would be correct; but regardless of skin-tone or cultural background, Swing music
has a lot to recommend it.

I listen to Swing a lot, since I tote my kids around every day.  Instead of blaring “Kids Bop”
indulgently, like Mrs. Ironwood does, or letting them listen to modern pop music as the Niece
habitually does, I prefer Swing music because the lyrics are squeaky-clean and the subject matter is
usually straightforward “boy meets girl” stuff without any of the “Baby Lick My Love Pump” you get
from anything produced after 1975.  As a result, my kids now can sing “Boogie-Woogie Bugle Boy”
and “Chattanooga Choo-Choo” and a wide selection of Louis Prima, Frank Sinatra, and Bing
Crosby.

I’m sure it will come in handy for them one day.  Don't ask me how.
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There is a danger to playing Swing on a date, in that it reminds some women of their grandparents,
which is not exactly “sex positive”.  On the other hand, the low-fidelity sound and the full
orchestrations can set a romantic mood better than candlelight and Quaaludes. Had we been going
somewhere casual, I may have gone with Delta Blues, Latin, or even Funk, but for Valabar’s the
evening called for something classy.

Side Note: For those who feel that video games contribute nothing to our greater culture, please note
that my current fetish for Swing comes from playing a game called Fallout 2, back around 1999 or
so.  One of the great all-time classic post-apocalyptic games ever made, it began with a Louis
Armstrong tune and maintained a retro 1950’s feel throughout the game.  More recently I played its
much-evolved descendent, Fallout 3, which features an in-game radio station which plays a small
selection of classic Swing tunes.  Since it’s customizable, players quickly added downloadable mods
to the game, one of which was a delightful list of 1940s Swing music, most of which I’d never been
exposed to in my Rock-saturated youth. Since that time I have explored the universe of Swing and
come to appreciate it in a way I never would have expected.  So credit videogames with at least one
important contribution to Western culture.

My playlist was carefully selected to inspire the right mood without doing anything to disrupt it.  I
needed to stay away from the Andrews Sisters (whom I love but Mrs. Ironwood hates), but apart from
that I had a lot of leeway.  So here’s the list I came up with, some (but not all) culled from Fallout:

1. Jazzy Interlude – Billy Munn (Fallout 3, a Swingin’ instrumental with an impressive fanfare, great
way to start an eventful evening)

2. A Kiss To Build A Dream On - Louis Armstrong (The original Fallout 2 theme song,
as poignant and romantic a tune as you could ask for, sung by one of the most expressive voices ever)

3. Daddy - Julie London's version - the Entitlement Princess' themesong, played playfully to tease my
ordinarily low-maintenance wife.  She's about as opposite to this song as you could ask.

4. Jump, Jive & Wail - Louis Prima version, although Brian Setzer's is perfectly fine.  A good, peppy
sort of swing tune that makes you want to jitterbug.

5. Wonderful Guy - Tex Bernake & Margaret Whiting (Also from the Fallout 3 soundtrack, and
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before that from South Pacific.  The perfect paen for a woman enjoying her man.

6. Nothing's Too Good For My Baby - Louis Prima & Keely Smith  An outstanding, playful and
romantic duet about how much fun it is to be married.  No, really.  

7. Way Back Home - Bob Crosby.  The master of nostalgia sings one of the most nostalgic songs in
history.  Another fine Fallout tune.

8. Hey Girl - Louis Prima & Keely Smith Another playful, romantic duet.

9. Sing Sing Sing -Benny Goodman, sung by Louis Prima.  The classic Swing anthem.

10. Gone Fishin' - Bing Crosby & Louis Armstrong.  Another classic duet between two masters. And
it perfectly described the escapist element of the evening.  

The soundtrack got the evening's mood set properly: elegant, sophisticated, classic.  The pre-feminist
playlist helped get my woman's mind back to a mystical time when women were all demure and
eager to be attractive and men were strong, quiet, and manly.  The Fedora Age.  It provided the
appropriate level of phonic foreplay during our drive out to Valabar's.  

We talked about a lot of things, held hands, and made out at the occasional stop light.  And when we
arrived, a few minutes before our reservation time, we had a chance to relax, smoke a cigarette, and
listen to the kind of dreamy tunes that seduced our grandmothers and great-grandmothers, back when
Nazis and Commies were the bad guys and divorces were as rare as jet planes.

It was nice, and Mrs. Ironwood made a point to compliment me on my excellent selections.  They
were like a long playful tease the entire way there, coupled with stolen kisses and brazen innuendo.
 When I got out and helped her back into her coat, we even danced a moment in the parking lot
before I took her by the hand and pulled her towards the barn-like structure that smelled so good.

Seduction Buff: SR +1

Next: Phase V Dinner
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Anatomy of the Perfect Red Pill Date: Phase V Dinner
February 29, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Continued from Phase IV Music

Dinner, of course, was the centerpiece of the evening.

I chose the restaurant (code named Valabar's) because it has a national reputation for both cuisine
and service, it's ridiculously difficult to get into without reservations months in advance, and its
specialty was perfectly aged and prepared Angus beef.  I just got my teeth fixed -- it was time for a
steak.  And even though the prices would ordinarily put me into a coma, I had the money to order
whatever I wanted for a change and not worry about the price.  That, alone, gave me buckets of
confidence.  Pep talks and creative visualizations are fine for developing Confidence, but try
putting a fat roll of twenties in your pocket thicker than your dick and watch what happens to
your attitude.

We were a little early, so I took the time to make out with Mrs. Ironwood in the car, and then wait
until she fixed her makeup.  She was nearly purring.  I offered her my arm and we went inside to
check in.

The place was packed, and it's a large place, and it was 9:30 at night.  But we only had to wait ten
minutes.  My wife (of course) took the opportunity to freshen up, which proved challenging in her
tight new skirt, which left me hanging around the hostess stand with a pager and a stupid expression
on my face.
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Luckily, Valabar's has a walk-in humidor -- yes, it's that kind of place.

Now, there are few things more inherently manly than the smell of cigar tobacco in a humidor.  It's
right up there with Old Spice and jock straps when it comes to powerfully masculine aromas.  I slid
the door back and walked into the humid, sweet-smelling air.

I'll be honest, I'm not a cigar smoker.  My experience is limited to bachelor parties and a few other
special occasions.  But I grew up in tobacco country, and the nearly cloying aroma of cigars is
nostalgic for me.  I surveyed the carefully-arrayed boxes, with phallic-shaped objects of conspicuous
consumption laid out around me, and I felt compelled to indulge despite my ignorance.  I chose
something short, fat, and bold, about $12 worth of cigar.  It was far from the most expensive cigar
there, but it was far from the cheapest, either.  Just enough to give me the feeling and the flavor
without making me reek like an old pool player all night.  And, of course, I reserved it for after the
meal.  I didn't want to destroy my palate.

I had the clerk cut it and I was back on station before Mrs. Ironwood finally came out, looking
relieved and put-together again -- and just in time for the pager to go off.

Valabar's is so large that we were handed off to three different hostesses until we got to our table.
 But when we sat down, the noise of the other patrons faded around us as we indulged in the homey-
yet-ridiculously-tasteful ambiance.  Our waiter appeared with bread, cheese, a pickle tray, and water,
and we were off.

I wanted steak in the worst way.  While famous for their Prime Rib, I sprung for the fifteen ounce
sirloin.

Mrs. Ironwood looked up.  "Why don't you order for me?" she asked.

My eyebrows shot up.  "Really?"  This was a departure.

"This is your show," she shrugged.  "And what you order is always better than what I order.  You're
driving, you know what I like, you order for me."

I didn't argue.  If she was going to place the reins in my hand, I wasn't going to let go.  "All right," I
said, surveying the menu.  I decided that if I got the steak and she didn't, she'd end up eating half of
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mine anyway.  She's right, I do order better than she does.  I cook, she doesn't.  I worked as a gourmet
vendor for five years.  I'm a foodie.  I selected the same steak I got, only I had it done rare, with a
glaze of balsamic vinegar and Roquefort cheese. Twice-baked potatoes on the side.  House salads
before hand.  No appetizer, because I wanted to enjoy my steak and still leave room for the desserts
for which the place was justly famed.

I also bought a bottle of wine, and spent more than I ever have before.  I know just a little more about
wine than I do cigars, but you can't work the specialty food business without picking up a few things.
 I found a California Zinfandel I'd heard about from someone, and asked the waiter about it.  He made
a counter proposal, based on our meal, which actually was ten dollars cheaper than mine.  Never
hesitate to ask the waiter's opinion, but don't be afraid to ask for options, either.  I was feeling
affluent, not wealthy.

Now, how do you pull this off without looking like an utter cheapskate?

"What would you say the best valued wine to go with our meal would be?"

That "best value" is politely acceptable code for "don't rip me off and I'll be generous with the
tip" in fine dining language.  Because I knew that the man was familiar with the wine options
because you just don't get to walk in off the street and start waiting tables at Valabar's.  I'd even been
to one of their employee information sessions, back when I was trying to sell them stuff.  The waiter
knows that there are several equally outstanding options to go with any meal, and while he's more
than happy to sell you a $100 bottle with your steak, if you ask him he'll be just as agreeable selling
you a $50 bottle that's almost as good.  And since our palates just weren't developed enough to really
appreciate the $50 difference, the extra would have been wasted on us.  A good fine dining waiter is
far more interested in ensuring a perfect experience than he is padding the bill, if he's smart.
 Ours was smart.

He brought the bottle out for my inspection, uncorked it with professional efficiency, and poured a
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splash in my glass.  This is the part where you can look like an idiot, if you don't know what to do.
 As the gentleman in the party, it was up to me to approve the wine before it was served.  I truly
enjoyed splashing it around to see its legs, inhaling the deep, spicy aroma of the red, and allowing a
small aspirated sip to spray over my tongue before I let it was luxuriously around my mouth, gaming
my taste buds with gay abandon.

It was the most expensive wine I'd ever bought . . . and it was worth every penny.

Wine is an expensive habit to get into.  When I ran a specialty coffee roastery, I noted that half of the
people in high-end coffee are there because it's too expensive to play in high-end wines for most
people.  So they get into coffee but hang out with their wine friends like they're ashamed of the
Demon Bean.  At some levels, a wine habit is more expensive than a cocaine habit.  But I could see
the allure.  If I am every ridiculously filthy rich, yeah, I'll waste my money on fine wine.  Life is
short.

"That is exquisite," I told the waiter, and offered my glass to the Missus.  Her eyes shot open.  She
isn't a wine aficionado either, but she comes from a long line of wealthy alcoholics, and she knew
quality even if she couldn't appreciate it.  She nodded eagerly for the waiter to fill her glass.

We picked at the pickle tray and played footsie under the table.  There was a time when I had found
good conversation difficult even when it was just my wife and I.  But "awkward" rarely gets you
laid (and when it does, it usually proves problematic later) so I tried to forget the formalities of
the occasion and plunged in with  casual confidence.

I made the rule at the beginning of the dinner: no discussing the children, our work, our respective to-
do lists or our anxieties.  Conversation was limited to happy fun things, wickedly dirty dream
vacation plans, gossip, and thinly-disguised innuendo that had us both well-aroused by the time our
meals arrived.

I'm not going to describe the meal in detail, because words can't do it proper justice.  I will say that
the balsamic vinegar/Roquefort glaze was fucking orgasmic, particularly with the wine.  And I was
glad I got us each the 15 oz -- when you know you're going to end up taking some steak home from
Valabar's, you do your best to ensure that you're taking a LOT of steak home from Valabar's.

We didn't say much while we were eating, because it was just that good.  I managed almost half of
my steak, and she finished over a third of hers, but despite our efforts to pace ourselves, there was
just no way.  I called for boxes and a dessert tray.
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It was well past 10 pm at this point, but I was feeling just a hint of a buzz from the wine, and had a
mood for something sweet before I proceeded toward seduction.  One reason why Valabar's is so
popular is that they had nine different desserts on their tray, each one baked by magical elves and
designed to make grown women leave slug-trails of lust in their wake, so rich are they.  When faced
with such a momentous decision, my wife's eyes began to glaze over.  If I didn't intervene, it might be
a long night.

"We'll take the double chocolate mousse cheesecake," I said, "and the strawberry sorbet for the lady.
 Two coffees with cream."

Mrs. Ironwood was perplexed about my decision -- I hadn't consulted her in the slightest, which was
a departure.  I shrugged.  "You told me to order for you.  I figured you meant dessert, too."

"All right," she said, doubtfully.  "But I wouldn't have chosen the sorbet."

"I know," I assured her.  "That's why I ordered it."  And it was.  After 20 years, my wife's food
selections have become predictable.

When they came, I was vindicated.  As good as my chocolate mousse cheesecake was (and how
could it have been bad?), her dessert was better.  The freshly made strawberry sorbet was
complimented by diced candied orange peel, grated candied ginger, and a shot of Chambord lovingly
poured over the top. Mint leaf for garnish.  She made cum noises the entire time she ate.

I only ate half of mine -- I knew we'd want the rest later, and I had plans for that cheesecake.  I
finished off my coffee while the waiter brought me a box and the check.  I tossed my credit card out
casually without looking at it.  I had a pretty good idea what it was supposed to be, and when he
returned with my card and the slip, it was within a couple of bucks.  I added a 25% tip for outstanding
service and then rose to help the Missus with her coat.

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-uX2QZHuLumE/T05YFy2BBzI/AAAAAAAAAZA/3Ms7oaEp1go/s1600/FO-00029-C.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 109 of 1013

"I don't think I can walk," she moaned.

"Do you think you can dance?" I asked. She looked horrified.

"What?  What do you mean?"

"I mean, if you want to, I can arrange for there to be dancing," I said.  I had a contingency, a club on
the other side of town that was hosting a Mardis Gras party and a Zydeco band that played until 1 am.
 Mrs. Ironwood looked appalled at the thought.

"Jesus, Ian, I just ate half a cow!  And my feet hurt.  If you don't mind, I'd rather just go home."  We
found out later that she had been nursing a broken heel, unbeknownst to her.  So it was probably a
great idea we didn't go dancing.  I preferred her unspoken proposal.

"Home it is," I agreed.  I hadn't wanted to go dancing, either, but I wanted to have it as an option.  I
also wanted her to be able to say " . . . and then he wanted to take me dancing, but I just had to have
him instead!" to her best friends in the post-date post mortem.

On the way back out to the car I lit up the cigar.  Mrs. Ironwood leaned into it to inhale.  "It reminds
me of my grandfather," she said, happily.  "Only once or twice a year, but usually at Christmas."  A
good memory.  I enjoyed smoking it for five or ten minutes, and then when I stopped enjoying it I let
it die.

"Damn, that thing stinks," she said, as we drove home.  "But I'm glad you did.  You earned a cigar for
tonight!"

"So you had fun?" I asked.

"Did I have fun?  Best date ever!" she proclaimed.  "And now we get to the best part!"

It was late.  The highway was deserted.  No cops in sight.  I headed home at 70 mph.

NEXT: Phase VI Sex And Stuff
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If women don't 'need' a man these days, how come all I hear is
"Where have all the good men gone?" from feminists and
single mommies?
March 20, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I was intrigued by venerable OMGBadger’s post over at the Badger Hut today, looking at the
intriguing andoft-touted meme that Women Don’t Need Male Providers anymore.  While I encourage
you to examine his analysis yourself, I did have a few thoughts about it, vis-à-vis feminism.

The fact is, this is one of those “both yes and no” questions.  Yes, women can, technically, exist in
our society without a male provider assisting them – and I think that it’s only proper that they can.  In
a post-industrial society there is no valid reason for any adult human being with a basic
education to not be able to support themselves.  As a matter of fact, I’ve stated this over and over
recently to my 18 year-old niece who hasn’t quite bought into the concept.

But there is a difference between being able to support yourself at a subsistence level and actually
thriving in our society.  As Badger points out, women tend to do better, personally, in two-income
households.  As a single woman in a blue or pink collar job, the cost of basic living expenses and the
“feminine supplies” implicit in being a girl (cosmetics, health-and-beauty, twice as much underwear,
birth control, feminine hygiene supplies, 8.2 assloads of shoes), there is precious little left with which
to advance either the poor girl’s education and training or her standard of living.  Call this the
“Laverne and Shirley” mode.  As a young single woman you have a job that pays for your
basement apartment and food, and you work part time for pizza-and-beer-and-gossip-mags money. 
This is “subsistence living, industrial style”.

Add even a single child to this equation and suddenly you’re in poverty.
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Luckily (for women) there are plenty of service jobs that pay slightly more than the blue/pink collar
jobs out there.  As long as a young woman pays for all of her necessities and is thoughtful and
careful about her spending, she should be able not just support herself, but to gradually
improve her standard of living and/or invest in her education.  

Of course the number of young women who understand budgeting and saving and investment – not to
mention thoughtful and careful spending – is so statistically small so that what usually happens
(according to a veteran financial planner friend of mine – I got nerds) is that the young lady in
question racks up a lot of debt early on and ends up using up most of her expendable income in
finance charges. 

Add a kid to this equation without a second income, and you’re back to the Laverne and Shirley
subsistence-level, or worse. 

For dudes, it’s a little easier.  For one thing, our basic living costs are lower.  Not only do we not
have all of the expenses associated with having a vagina, listed above, but we also don’t tend to
indulge in the kind of shopping that breaks a lot of our female contemporaries.  A 25 year old dude
will often have a quarter of the wardrobe that a woman the same age does.  In addition, according to
my financial planner pal, dudes are more likely to start saving earlier, and tend to hold a lower debt
threshold.  It helps that after their main expenses are paid their capital tends to go towards
consumables, technology, and transportation (beer, videogames, cars).  
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This is the Puerarchy, that happy land where you work hard, come
home, drink beer, and play videogames with your buds all week, and then sarge the bars on the
weekends -- Valhalla, in other words.  The occasional addition of a girlfriend will reduce a dude’s
expendable income, of course, but thanks to hook-up culture the cost of dating without a commitment
has gone down dramatically.  Saving and financial planning is also more important to a dude than,
say, a 70% off sale at Lane Bryan. Of course he might turn around and spend $300 on comic books,
but . . . hey, some of those are worth something.

I know a dude I went to High School with who skipped college, turned his tech skills into a full-time
data management job at a hospital, and by the time the rest of us were struggling to graduate and
living at home, he had moved out of his shitty apartment and bought a house.  At 23.  By 25 he
cashed in his equity and appreciation and upgraded.  I don’t know of a single female peer who
showed as much financial initiative.  Indeed, three of my wife’s friends from HS had filed for
bankruptcy by the time they were 25.

So being a woman who can make her own money is great . . . as long as she doesn’t care about her
own future or want children.  You go, girl!

Of course, if you do want kids . . . well, without a dude in the picture, it’s gonna get expensive.  Even
with a dude, it's expensive.  But without one, the problems become more than just things you can
throw money at.  A woman in my neighborhood tired of not finding Mr. Right and ended up adopting
a little girl from overseas to fulfill her maternal urges. Without additional assistance she has to pay
for a housekeeper, before and after school care, yard crew, home maintenance and repair service and
a part-time nanny . . . and sees her precious bundle of joy about nine hours a week, because she has to
work plenty of overtime to afford her lifestyle.
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Sure, it’s a personal choice.  That’s fine.  But a woman who has a child without a second income
(much less a second parent) not only suffers economically, she also affects the development of
the child.  I’m not going to argue that a one-parent household can’t produce competent, capable
adults, because I know that it can.  But the penalty paid by these families is steep, and the kids are the
ones who suffer with that legacy.  I see all sorts of kids in my community, from school to scouts to
my children’s friends.  It doesn’t take a genius to realize, once you’ve been interacting with them for
a while, that there is a definite difference between how the two-parent kids act and how the one-
parent kids act.  I’d even go so far as to say that socially and culturally, all other things being equal,
the two-parent kids tend to perform better. 

But what about the feminist dream of the strong, hyper-capable woman who can be a full-time career
woman who is also a successful mother and (possibly, if she feels like it) wife?  Do these women
exist?

Yes.  I’m married to one.  And she couldn’t do half of the shit she does if it wasn’t for my
support and income. 

My wife makes good money, and on paper she should be able to afford to care
for all three of the Ironwood kids without any help from me – she’s brilliant and very, very good at
what she does.  However, despite her high earning potential, she could not manage the children and
the household at their current level without me.  Or at least not at our present standard of living. 
That second income is a substantial factor in our budgeting.  And that second pair of hands is
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vital in the rearing of high-quality, championship free-range children.

I’ve seen the Mommies who try to do it all without a man in the picture.  It’s sad.  Divorced or never-
married, it doesn’t matter what kind of career these women have or how successful they are, even if
they get Susie to soccer on time and manage to pay for camp they are often unhappy, miserable
wretches who end up taking out their frustrations on their kids.  They should be enjoying the rich
bounty of endless  horizons and personal fulfillment through their careers while effortlessly raising
non-violent, non-sexist, productive little members of society untainted by the evils of patriarchy,
according to feminist ideology.  Take the bicycle away from the fish, and it will swim just fine, right?
 

Only that isn't what's happening.  If I was a betting man, I'd say that in nine out of ten cases these
single mommies -- divorced or never married -- would prefer to have both financial and practical
assistance in raising their kids, even if it meant putting up with lackluster sex and a few annoying
habits to do it.  Hell, most of these women would walk over hot coals at the possibility of a
reasonably decent date, let alone a marriage proposal.  The gilt of feminism has worn off of the
prospect of a professional career, and these women -- capable, intelligent women -- are seeing the
stark reality underneath.  Feminism isn't empowering anymore.  In the Middle East and Africa,
perhaps, it's about women's civil and human rights, but in the West?  Feminism is what persuaded
them that they didn't need the men who (in many cases) would have been happy to have a larger role
in their kids' lives (in those cases where the father was identifiable . . . Ecstasy is, apparently, a hell of
a drug).

Men were supposed to respect their career aspirations and factor their career goals into their own,
equally, according to feminism.  Not drop you after a second date when they realize that you have to
work 70 hours a week to afford your condo and your crappy car.  Feminism said that men were
supposed to value you as a colleague at work (eventually) and respect you for your contributions, not
see you alternately as a  hateful bitch in competition with them or a potentially easy lay. Feminism
told them that the sisterhood of women everywhere is a powerful force that should help propel them
from languishing at the bottom of the corporate ladder to the top with their mentorship and assistance.
 It didn't mention the part about female subordinates using the power of their position to socially
bully your entire department, claim credit for your ideas and continuously sabotage your own efforts
at success.  That was supposed to be what men did.

They struggle through and suffer on because they have kids who depend on them and they are good
moms, despite their issues.  And each, not surprisingly, will rise to defend feminism if you dare
attack it as a potential source of their problems.  Feminism, to them, means never having to take
any shit from a man . . . while the rest of their life shits on them in giant bucketloads.  

It means they never have to go back to cooking and cleaning for a man (although they do enough of it
for themselves and their kids), never having to ask a man's permission to buy anything (although
there's precious little money left over to buy anything) and never having to have sex with a man if
they don't want to (although quite a few of them will admit that they'll have sex with a date out of
sheer boredom, even if they don't like him much, because to do otherwise would imply that they
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aren't sexually-active adult women who can make their own choices about their bodies).  It means
never having to worry about their father hitting her kids (although she desperately wishes someone
would straighten them out, because they sure as hell aren't listening to her).  It means never having to
bow to her husbands wishes about where the family goes on vacation, which neighborhood to live in,
or what car to buy (although vacations are nearly non-existent, they live where they can afford to on
one salary, and they drive whatever car they can afford to keep alive -- especially since NOT ONE of
them to my knowledge knows anything about automotive repair, so they go to expensive mechanics
for even simple repairs or routine maintenance).   

They are, in other words, by-god FREE from the tyranny of male oppression!  They have slipped
from the surely bonds of the Patriarchy and have created loving families on their own, without a man!
 They are living the feminist dream of being a professional career woman AND a mother, with
no good-for-nothing-but-child-support father around.  

That doesn't mean they don't have complaints.  Their top complaint?  It’s not about the glass ceiling
or how hard it is to be a woman in a male-dominated workplace, or any of the traditional feminist
memes, as you would expect.  

It’s “Where have all the good men gone?”  

They ask me constantly, anxiously, rhetorically and practically, because I know a lot of dudes. 

Unfortunately, I don't know a lot of dudes interested in a middle-aged mother of two who works 70
hours a week and pays for a gym membership but never goes.  I mean, why would they be?  But these
single mommies keep asking me, and if I don't have a specific answer ("Oh, there's one over there!
 Careful . . . don't move to quickly.  And be careful how you handle him.  If his wife smells you on
him, she'll reject him from the nest.") then they ask me in general terms.  "Where have all the good

men gone?" they ask, relentlessly, like I'm hiding the answer.  They want to think that there's a
secret cave where the good men get lured, and there are thousands of big-dicked billionaire
Alphas  just waiting to be freed from their underground prison, or something.  They don't want
to heart the truth, at all:

"Where have all the good men gone?"   

"Feminism chased them away.  And now they don't want to have anything to do with you anymore."

"Where have all the good men gone?"  

"They got tired of getting divorced every time you thought you could do better."

"Where have all the good men gone?"   

"Feminism taught them that 'good' and 'man' were mutually exclusive, so they bugged out."
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"Where have all the good men gone?"   

"They're marrying girls from the Ukraine and Korea and Argentina and Poland now, because those
women don't get divorced because they're 'not haaaaaaapy'.  In fact, some are just happy -- and
grateful -- because they have a husband and a chance to raise kids here.  Aren't you happy for your
international sisters for fleeing their repressive cultures?"

"Where have all the good men gone?"   

"They see what a desperate, self-delusional red hot mess you are a mile away, and they throw their
loser drinking buddies at you in an act of supreme sacrifice while they spirit themselves away."

"Where have all the good men gone?"   

"They want to start their own families, not inherit someone else's mess.  They certainly don't want to
be step-dad to a brood who has never had a father present before, nor do they want their fatherhood
constantly over-ruled by your motherhood."

"Where have all the good men gone?"   

"They're all around you, you're just too convinced of your own value to accept anything other than
perfection, and any man so equipped would be smart enough to avoid the tar pit that is your life."

"Where have all the good men gone?"   

I could answer it over and over a hundred different ways and never repeat myself.  The litany of
feminism's cultural violence against men and masculinity is impressive.  No matter what you tell
them, however, they won't believe you, not if the answer has anything to do with them -- because
they are never the problem.  It's always the fault of men.  Men don't like older women, men don't like
single moms, men don't want to commit, men don't want to be supportive, men, men, men, blah blah
blah.  Men suck, if you're a single mom.  Just ask one.  She'll tell you in gory detail why men are just
awful, patriarchy is bad, and how all anyone wants is youth and beauty and sex, sex, sex.  If you can
find anyone willing to even try to get that far.

But curiously the glorious feeling of fulfillment she gets from having a J-O-B and being able to
support herself without being dependent on a man is, somehow, just not filling the hole in their lives
they need filled.  For whatever reason the envy that 1960s-era feminist held for men who seemed
happy in important executive positions -- "running things" -- just doesn't seem to be all it was cracked
up to be.  Women are in executive positions now.  "Running things".  Yet they never seem to have
the same level of satisfaction or security in their work that comparable men do.  The power and
importance that feminism said women could just reach out and grasp turned out instead to be
responsibility and obligation.  They're making the big paycheck, now -- so why aren't they
happy?
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"Where have all the good men gone?"   

You've heard the question yourself.  Someone else will ask you again, out of desperation, disgust, or
genuine confusion. When they do, choose any of the answers above, or try this one: "They prefer a
woman who needs a husband more than a fish needs a bicycle."

Just don't be a smart-ass and answer “To go live with the few good women”.  Take my word for it.  

Really.
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"It was on SALE!": The Myth of the Vagina Tax
March 21, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I swear sometimes this blog just writes itself.

Over at Jezebel this morning there was an article entitled "Turns Out Being Born a Woman Is a
Major Financial Mistake", by Cassie Murdoch.  She points out some of the differences between
how much it costs to be a girl, compared to a boy, and she is outraged -- outraged, I say! -- that in this
enlightened age of equality, equity, and fairness it still costs more to be a women.  Despite having
twice as much underwear.

This is hysterical.  Literally.

Oh, I'll grant that outrageous gender pricing in healthcare needs to be reformed, and there are other
institutional inequities in our system -- but I'll start paying more attention to that when my daughter
has to register for selective service.

But as to the rest . . .

I'm a professional marketer.  You want to know why women pay more for everything?

They insist on it.

"I got mine for only $59.95, marked down from $100.00!"

"You lucky bitch!  I only paid $12.95 for mine at the discount store!"

Female buying habits are so predictable as to be formulaic.  When given a choice between two
products of rough equivalence, female buyers will almost always choose the higher-priced product

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/it-was-on-sale-the-myth-of-the-vagina-tax.7780
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2012/03/it-was-on-sale-myth-of-vagina-tax.html
http://www.blogger.com/goog_1106323621
http://jezebel.com/5894744/turns-out-being-born-a-woman-is-a-very-costly-mistake?utm_source=Jezebel+Newsletter&utm_campaign=9e8a064c38-UA-142218-20&utm_medium=email
http://jezebel.com/5894744/turns-out-being-born-a-woman-is-a-very-costly-mistake?utm_source=Jezebel+Newsletter&utm_campaign=9e8a064c38-UA-142218-20&utm_medium=email
http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-062Pv9MBLsc/T2nhqT_xr8I/AAAAAAAAAgg/7TXU2d74pdU/s1600/post_1958_slim_sargent_1.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 119 of 1013

based on the notion that a higher cost means higher value.  It's the same impulse that convinces you
that the sweater that was originally $70 but sold on sale for $25 was actually WORTH $70 . . . and
not the $12.50 it will be at the end of the season.

Women are the perfect consumers -- men won't put up with higher prices for anything but baseball
cards and sports cars, but one of the surest ways to increase sales for women is to mark it up and
mark it down.

"I don't mind paying extra if the box
says it's worth it!  Boxes don't lie!

And gosh darn it . . . I'm worth the extra expense!"

Consider feminine hygiene products.  Given a choice of the exact same product in two different
presentations at two different price points, women will consistently select the product with the
prettier box and the higher price.  It's like a dog and a bell.

Ms. Murdoch wants to know if pink ink is just more expensive.  It's not.  It's profitable.

And who is spearheading all of this nasty gender-based consumerism?  You can blame . . . women.  
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How Pink Tires Were Born
Once there was one household product for both men and women -- deodorant, razors, etc.  But in the
1970s feminism insisted that women needed special consumer treatment, since women made the
majority of the purchasing decisions in the family.  And since women are far more brand loyal
(that is, they will continue to purchase a brand  of product even when a comparable product is
available at a cheaper price) the corporations ate it up.

Whole divisions arose to cater to women's specific consumer needs.  Women are a marketer's wet
dream.  In advertising you have to convince men that a purchase is both prudent and thrifty. With
women, you merely have to invoke anxiety about social ostracization ("Your girlfriends will talk
about you if you don't buy this"), their innate craving to feel desired ("People will like you and want
you more if you buy this") or change the packaging ("New!  Same Great Sponges . . . Six NEW
Colors!).

Anytime you have to run two campaigns for the same product, that costs money.  And of course
because they were marketing to women, advertisers and marketers naturally employed women to
interpret and create the campaigns -- and of course almost all of these women had been forged in the
feminist tradition.  Surely they had entered the industry with a mind of changing popular perceptions
about women and advertising, back in the 1970s, addressing the needs of the modern woman, not the
anxieties that had motivated her mother.  But did these female marketing execs try to cut women a
break?  No.  Marketing is about making money, not enacting meaningful cultural change.  A
marketer, male or female, who can't sell a product at a profit is a pointless expense.  And these ladies
knew their market.  Knew it enough to brutally exploit it.  Since women will pay and pay and pay

beyond all reason, if you hit the right buttons, it was profitable -- and a lot of feminist female
marketing executives in the mainstream were as happy to fleece their sisters as the cosmetic
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industry was.

So all of this crap about a "Vagina Tax" is hysterical.  It's one of the biggest examples of the
Rationalization Hamster at work I've ever seen.  Seriously, ladies, take some responsibility.  Do your
due diligence the way male consumers do.  Buy generics.  Do without if it's not sold at a discount.
 Forget about style and fashion and fad and stick to the basics.  Refuse to accept a higher price or a
lesser-quality product . . . if you dare.

"I looked in her purse in the lady's room
-- generic tampons!  I wonder what other kind of

twisted character deficits she's hiding?" 
Apple proved how much women are suckers for slick marketing.  Sales slump, no one wants their
computers . . . so make them pretty.  Put them out in colors.  Same computer, same software . . . but

it's in PINK!  It's so CUTE!  I couldn't RESIST!  And it was 10% OFF so I saved a bunch!

So when it comes to the issue of the Vagina Tax, and why it isn't women's fault at all that they are
being so unfairly treated, I have but one thing to say:

Ladies, on behalf of the entire Sales, Marketing, and Advertising industries, I humbly thank
you.

Ian Ironwood, Esquire
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Alpha Move: The Cold Cash Move
March 22, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

This one is a little different.

Most Red Pill dudes understand implicitly the role that money (security) plays in courtship.  It's the
simplest way for a man to buff his Sex Rank -- billionaires get some play.  Now most women will
insist that it isn't actually the money, per se, it's money a a sign of success, ambition, yadda yadda
yadda, whatever their Hamster tells them to say to keep from being perceived as a money-grubbing
goldigging bitch -- fair enough.  The fact is, most women aren't money-grubbing golddigging
bitches, far from it.  Money is just a simple metric to measure potential security in a mate.  But
that doesn't mean that money doesn't play a role in their sexuality.

Mrs. Ironwood is a case in point.  She was raised in relative affluence, thanks to an ancestor of hers
inventing a popular over-the-counter drug and cashing in.  She lived in the "Old Money" part of town
(although to be fair, since her family's fortune was post-Civil War and pre-Depression, it's technically
counted as "New Old Money" -- that's just life in the South) and went to a private middle school and
was a debutante and did other affluent things the extravagance of which now embarrass her.  I count
myself fortunate among husbands in that my wife actively dislikes jewelry, thanks to a father who
gave her far too much far too early to make up for being . . . well, her dad.  The only jewelry I've ever
given her was her wedding ring.  Her ears aren't even pierced.

Of course, after her parents' divorce and subsequent financial implosion, the money went away, not
that she really missed it.  I met her a few years later when she had just turned 19 and was living in a
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student slum and working as a receptionist, donating plasma to make rent.  Good times.

But thanks to her upbringing, she has no desire for ostentation or status symbols or any of the other
crap her peers seem to be invested in.  Money doesn't impress her, save as resources to be devoted
to her children and her family.  I found that intensely arousing, and an important quality in a wife.
 Better, people with money don't impress her, and I've seen her snub millionaires and corporate CEOs
to have a chance to speak with an Auschwitz survivor.  Money, as an abstract construct, just doesn't
impress her.  One of the many things I love about her.

However . . . 

A year after we had moved in together (around 1992), while I was still in college, I sold my first
published piece.  To be fair, I'd sold it three years before, it was just taking forever to run through the
process.  But in early 1992 my first book came out, right after I met her.  Much to my delight it did
well -- in fact, it hit the New York Times Best Seller's list.  And after riding that particular DHV for
all it's worth ("Yes, Mom, he isn't just a loser Liberal Arts major -- he's a New York Times Best

Selling Author!"  = GOLD) a month or so afterwards I caught a second wave.  My royalty check
came.

Now, understand that in 1992 I was making about $15,000 a year in temp jobs, waiting tables and
under-the-table stuff while I struggled to finish up my two bullshit majors that had no hope of finding
me a job.  I had lived with my parents through most of that to save money, and I was driving a crappy
old Vega station wagon (the first vehicle John Delorean ever designed, BTW).

Suddenly I had a check in my hands for a sizable portion of my annual income . . . and I had earned
it with the power of my brain.  Mrs. Ironwood was certainly impressed.  And she was 19.  Do you
know how an impressed, in-love 19 year old woman expresses herself?  Physically.  Noisily.  And
with great eagerness.  

Yeah, it was like that.
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But here's where it gets interesting.  After arranging to buy a new-to-me Mustang (another story, and
a lot more sex) I secretly took out $2500 from my account in cash.  In $100 bills.

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-tyhPltPAdMU/T2tHtvH4pZI/AAAAAAAAAhk/J6z8A5qGrAU/s1600/vintage-babe-sexy-beautiful.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 125 of 1013

That money was destined to be spent -- I had bills to pay.  But I wanted to try an experiment, perhaps
one of the earliest Red Pill experiments I ever did.  I went home to find the future Mrs. Ironwood
doing something or other, and I pulled her into the bedroom.  And then without a word I stripped her
naked.  Then I reclined her on the bed.  Then I started laying $100 bills across her skin, all over
her naked body.

I was testing a theory of one of my all-time favorite sci-fi authors, Robert Heinlein, who had
mentioned in the Notebooks of Lazarus Long that "Money is the best aphrodisiac, but flowers work
almost as well."  I was young, goofy, and had just written a NYTBS novel -- I was at the apex of my
mid-20s cockiness.  And I wanted to see if the future Mrs. Ironwood, considering her affluent
upbringing, would respond with anything other than "Ick!  You don't know where that's been!", which
is what I expected.

What actually happened was very different.  I witnessed the incredible sight of her rolling around
in $100 bills in a state of sexual excitement that I had, at that point, never before seen in a
woman.  She was a lusty babe when I met her, but put her on a bed of $100 bills and she writhed like
a slut in heat with the fleet in town.  Minstrels will one day write songs about the intensity of that
crazy afternoon of sex.  At least one neighbor complained of the noise.
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Afterwards, when we talked about it, she revealed that yes, indeed, the sight (and smell) of that
much cash had a quite unexpected erotic effect on her, one that had embarrassed her, but one
which she understood in part because of her affluent upbringing.

She explained that the boldness of the move -- "It was pure Bull Alpha!" -- combined with the fact
that I had made the money out of my own talent and skill and imagination (also, she admits 20
years later, combined with the fact that she was a super-horny 19 year old girl with a nerd fetish) had
taken the usual excitement about a visible sign of security like the cash and magnified it in her brain.
 It was the ballsiest, nerdiest power-move she'd ever seen.  Damp panties, natch.

I wasn't just demonstrating my ability to provide security, she explained, I was doing it in a
bold and deliberate display of nerd power, as primal as beating my chest.  This was MY money
that I had earned . . . and of all the women in the world I wanted to writhe around naked in it with, I
had chosen her.  She was aroused because even though she knew the money wasn't hers, the fact
that I trusted her enough to roll around naked in a pile of my dough was just too hot to resist.
 This was me waving my intellectual dick around, she explained, as dominant a move as I've ever
done.  She still has fantasies about that afternoon, she tells me.  Hell, so do I.

A friend of mine (single, successful player) has a similar trick, a move he plays when he's on the road
sarging for fresh poon in states he doesn't live in.  He sits at a bar and orders a drink and just starts
playing around with five $100 bills -- oragami, bar tricks, etc.  He doesn't spend it, he just plays with
it.  And before the night is over, he's gotten huge attention (doesn't hurt that he's not bad looking,
either) from women.  I've watched him fan out his money and lightly trail it over a girl's face, and
then follow it with the line "Have you ever had  five hundred bucks rubbed on your nipples?" with an
innocent expression on his face.  One of the best closings I've ever seen.  He's occasionally lost a
hundred or so, but considering how many times it's paid off, the Hooker Math is more than adequate.
 The thing is, he's not even giving the money to the chick -- he's just showing it off in a cocky,
playful, masculine way . . . the kind of thing that drops panties.
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So if you want a quick, surprise Alpha buff, and you can afford it, consider this move.  It's best if
the money is something you earned or won with your manly skill-set (it doesn't work as well when
she knows you just took it out of savings) but any naked display of wealth like that, particularly with
an aggressive and cocky presentation, is a serious DHV.  If you can't afford $100s, then consider
$50s or even $20s (NOTE: a big pile of change on the bed DOES NOT WORK FOR THIS and it can
get pennies stuck in unusual places.  You've been warned.).

Oh, and before you ask, I asked Mrs. Ironwood's permission to share this with y'all.  She hopes
you won't think less of her for it.

And what she doesn't know is that I'm planning a reprise of this move in a few months when I get a
big pay-out from one of my successful Kindle books.  Only this time I'm thinking 50 $100 bills
instead of 25.

It's been twenty years, after all.  Inflation.
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Male Birth Control: It's Here, And It's A Game Changer
March 28, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Oh, my.

I stumbled across this link today, and after I read it the world wobbled the way it does when my
relatively straight-forward idea of how the future is going to play out gets challenged.  Like this.

Quite simply, it is a male birth-control procedure, essentially a temporary (10 years) vasectomy that
can be easily and cheaply administered and easily and cheaply removed.

And it's going to change everything.

Most people don't realize just how profound the change was when a large segment of society got
access to reliable birth control the first time.  Simply put, this wonderful biochemical gift enabled
female hypergamy and plenty of lusty evenings without worrying about the possibility of pregnancy.
 That allowed married couples to limit the number of kids they had and devote more resources per
capita, thus improving the next generation's socio-economic circumstances.  Or it allowed your wife
to go sleep with that dude with the 12" pecker next door and not get knocked up.  Either way, it was
an official Game Changer, like industrialization, digital technology, or liberalized divorce laws.

Of course, with the assumption that the woman you were doing was, indeed, on birth control and took
it like a responsible adult has led to many unplanned pregnancies.  Indeed, it's always been the
ambitious girl's fall-back plan: find some rich dude, fuck him, get pregnant, let him support her and
the kid so she doesn't have to work so hard.  Sure, it sounds shallow and conniving, but I've heard
plenty of women (and some die-hard feminists -- I shit you not) declare that as their plan.  And with
abortion legal, it really puts the male in question in an unenviable and untenable spot.  Sure, a woman
has a right to choose to become a parent -- and I'll support that to my dying breath -- but if a dude
wanted to skip that part, he was pretty much at the mercy of the mother in question, and had to live
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with the result of her decision no matter what his opinion was. As a dude, your best cover is a
condom, and they are not (as my brother discovered) 100% effective.  Especially not if the woman in
question is deceitful enough to "slip one past the goalie".

But no more.

With this procedure, you could get your 15 year old testosterone-poisoned son "temporarily fixed",
teach him Game, and turn him loose on the unsuspecting female public with a box of condoms and
you don't have to worry about grandchildren until he's 25.  Hilarity ensues.

What happens when every dude in High School is suddenly shooting blanks?  A drop in teenage
pregnancy, for certain, but a sharp rise in pump-and-dump spectaculars.  And girls won't even have
the pregnancy scare to fall back on.  They're going to have to work and compete for male attention
among the boys, who won't be nearly as terrified of sex anymore -- and dudes who know Game will
know how to exploit that.

As soon as this clears clinical trials, I'm looking into it for my sons.  If I can get them the HPV
vaccine, then this seems a no-brainer.  I want grandkids, of course, but I want them in the proper time
when my kids can properly support them.  This way, I can ensure that won't be until they have decent
jobs and have played their way through the Puerarchy.

But it's not the teenage girls who are going to have it the worst.  This is going to hit the 30-
something-and-only-five-eggs-left women who use one-night-stands as a last-ditch effort to get
pregnant.  I know two such who went that route.  In the future, no more.

The other group this will hurt, in the long run, are feminists.  If men can ensure that they are infertile
until they desire to have kids, then the onus of reproduction AND relationships suddenly goes back to
the male, in a startling shift of power.  You'll see wives begging their husbands to get un-fixed so that
they can have a baby, and men deciding to wait until they're ready.  That's going to put some stress on
some relationships, of course,  but it's also going to remove the power of women to dictate to men
when, where and how they are going to have kids, and who pays for them.  And feminists (at least the
current Fourth Wave crop) are going to go fucking bananas about this, when they realize that.
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It should be fun to watch.
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The End Of Hypergamy? Not So Fast . . .
March 30, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

One of the things that sucks about blogging is that there are often too many subjects about which to
expound going on at one time.  You simply can't write about everything.  Thankfully, the
Manosphere is a a gloriously churning maelstrom of vigilance, and you can count on one of your
Manosphere brethren to watch your back on important issues.  And, in this case, one of the
Manosphere sisteren.

Honorary Manosphere pundit Susan Walsh over at Hooking Up Smart had a lovely piece today
examining Liza Munday's contentions in her new book, The Richer Sex.  I encourage you to check it
out.  Susan dissected the overtly feminist work with admirable Red Pill perspicacity, and in particular
recognized something that Ms. Mundy apparently has not: Men aren't terribly thrilled with what they
have lost due to the rise of female earning power.

I want you to read the whole post, but of particular note is this astute observation Susan makes:

Apparently, Mundy describes the cheerful male helpmeet greeting his frazzled wife with a glass
of wine at the end of the day at least half a dozen times in the book. It sounds more like Mad
Men in reverse than a plausible scenario for American married couples. I also find the
reference to manly pursuits extremely patronizing and hypocritical – is this the enlightened
version of the 1950s sewing circle?

Why no, no it is not.  Thank you, Susan.

The Red Pill truth of the matter is that women who "marry down", whether you use income, class, or
education as your metric, take a very real hit to their social status by doing so.   Women in aggregate are
highly judgmental, and as they continuously seek to establish their place in the social hierarchy of
women, after determination of marital status and childbearing status, the status of the woman's husband
is often factored in even before her own professional success is taken into account.

I happen to have grown up in a very science, technology, and medically-oriented burgh, and I spent most
of my 20s, as I was hacking my way painfully through college, working in offices because I have more
sense that to work construction.  I was a male clerical worker (mostly temp jobs) for nearly ten years.  I
got to work in every kind of office a major metro area has to offer, from insurance to medical to computer
to pharma to the local public school system.  I was a regular cubicle hound for years.   So I got to witness
the female social network in action, up close and personal, over and over again.

I was fortunate enough to work under some crackerjack female managers, as well as some real
screachtards.  But as I evaluated the power centers of each new job (a vital step for a young male in the
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minority) I began to notice some interesting patterns.

For example, I once worked in one of the medical departments for a university hospital, directly under
one of the most competent managers I've ever had.  Dr. X had two advanced degrees, loads of
professional accolades, and a generous salary, not to mention perks and honors that come with such a
position.   But Dr. X was married to a very intelligent man who was pursuing a MFA in creative writing . .
. and had been for over a decade.  He had also yet to publish anything.  

Now Mr. X's non-existent teaching salary was about what Dr. X made in her first quarter.   He was a
"house husband", even though they employed a housekeeper.  I met the dude at two different functions,
and he was the consummate Beta: intelligent, caring, deeply concerned for community affairs and very
supportive of his wife's career . . . but behind his back the line of shit that got talked about him was
impressive.  "Golddigger", "Gigolo" (the first time I've ever heard that term used to refer to a husband
that way) and other epithets were whispered, and sympathy for "Poor Dr. X" about her loser hubby who
wouldn't get off his ass and get a real job were gossip-fodder all night long.  

He was just the kind of sensitive house-husband Liza Mundy was speaking of when she was talking about
the new "acceptance" by men of their new roles.  Mr. X was viciously emasculated, and Dr. X was
professionally damaged by that.  And with no children involved, the level of loathing by these women was
intense.  Despite their sympathy for the good Doctor X, the other women who controlled the department
severely discounted Dr. X's leadership abilities based almost solely on her (to them) poor skill in selecting
a mate.  She "married down", and that put a negative spin on what was an otherwise robust career.  Mr.
X was "holding her back", "dragging her down", and she was "carrying him".  There was even open
speculation as to whether or not she would be open to the possibility of an affair.

Let's contrast that to Ms. Y, another mid-level manager I worked for in the private sector.  With two
masters degrees and a decade and a half of experience in her industry she was at about the same
professional level as Dr. X, but Mrs. Y was married to an entrepreneur and developer.  He had even used
her money to start his company and get his first few projects going.  He was just shy of a bachelor's
degree, but his high-profile projects pushed him into social circles he likely wouldn't have been privy to,
otherwise.  Ms. Y repeatedly used Mr. Y's company to look for sales prospects, and vice versa.  When Ms.
Y needed sponsors for charity events or promotions, Mr. Y's company was there, and when Mr. Y's
company needed corporate sponsorship for something, she made sure her company got behind it.  

Add in one terribly cute adopted baby and you have a real Power Couple.   And that's the only way a
woman can survive the stench of "marrying down" on her career.

I put up with this myself, from time to time.  Yes, Ms. Ironwood out-earns me, even at her state job, and
has limitless potential to pile up dough in the private sector some day.  Me, I've about maxed out my
salary potential as a copywriter, and the only way I can increase my income is through freelance or
writing books.  Since that's an option, I'm not intimidated by my wife's success -- I've been telling her for
years I'm worth tens of millions in potential intellectual property rights.  But if I hadn't had my very first
submission get published and hit the New York Times Best Seller's list, making me a by-gods Author
instead of a poor college student with a day-job, it would have been a different story.   That was enough
of a status-boost in my community to make us a "power couple", not a career woman with a husband who
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did something creative or something while he took care of the kids.

Look at the reaction to Demi Moore's highly-popularized union with Ashton Kutcher, compared to the
Brad Pitt/Angelina Jolie couple.   Demi's image was hurt (except among cougars who were hungry for
some validation of their own middle-aged lusts for young flesh) by her pairing, whereas minstrels wrote
epics about Brangelina's relationship.  Being a Power Couple energized both of them, whereas Demi was
brought down in status while Ashton went up.  

I know, I know, comparing celebrities to real people is just wrong.  But it illustrates my point: not only
have men not accepted their "new role", neither have women.   Because in the judgment of the female
social matrix women who cannot attract a superior mate to themselves are themselves downgraded,
regardless of their accomplishments.  

Women now account for the majority
of higher-educated workers.

And that doesn't even get into the profound alienation that men feel about the whole idea.  

Understand first that men naturally compete -- with other men.   That's been the gold standard since the
Time Before Writing.  What we competed for wasn't important -- it was the competition that mattered.
 That spirit has been enshrined in competitive sports and other endeavors in every human culture.  Men
compete.  Against each other.

But with industrialization and a flood of women entering the workforce back in the 1960s and 1970s, and
then the next wave of professionals and information-class female workers in the 1980s and1990s, men
were faced with the uncomfortable prospect of competing with women for jobs, not men.  And they
considered the competition unfair.  While three decades of corporate culture in which women were not
only involved, but were actively working to promote and advance other women (when they weren't
sabotaging them to get ahead) has given us a fairly workable set of social and legal rules regarding the
workplace, that doesn't mean that men have embraced the idea.  Hell, some barely accept it, and others
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refuse to work with women at all, becoming self-employed rather than deal with a female superior.

Women have made significant gains in the workplace,
particularly in middle management.  This has not

translated
into higher feminine happiness.  Nor into attractive mating

possibilities.

Indeed, men have not embraced the idea of women in the workplace the way that feminists wanted them
to.  Not at all.  Feminist ideology stated that once there was legal and cultural parity between men and
women in the workplace, then both could compete for the same jobs based on merit, from a level playing-
ground.  Once women started moving into positions of power, men would naturally come to respect them
for their leadership abilities and follow them just as well as they would follow a man.  

In the Feminist Utopia, a strong, independent woman was valued by the men who were her subordinates.
 And if they didn't have respect for her, then that was due to their sexism and chauvinism, not due to the
faults or flaws in the female executive in question.  Laws and cultural diversity classes would be brought
to bear, forcing men to acknowledge and support the superiority of their female superiors, while a
sisterhood of career women mutual supported and mentored each other to break the glass ceiling, take
control of the corporate state, and eventually re-shape the world in their image with the happy obedience
and willing cooperation of their re-educated male colleagues.
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Women have long complained about men not doing
a fair share of housework.  Now that housework parity has

been achieved, professional women are finding that they are
not as attracted to a domestic house-husband as they would

have thought.

Didn't quite work out that way.

Feminism missed a lot about this.  And one of the big things that they missed was the fact that men don't
like competing with women -- and when they are forced to, they rebel.  Since the law and corporate
culture prohibit an active rebellion without retribution, men take the road of the Puerarchy, and go
subversive.

It's not an organized subversion as some feminist speculate -- there is no vast, right-wing anti-feminist
cabal who has a 10 year plan to put every woman in the world back into dependence on a man.  Or if
there is, no one has invited me to it yet.  No, resistance to female authority and female competitors
happens because when placed in a competition with both men and women, men often discount the
women out of the equation.  They can justify this because of the "advantages" that just being female
grants their colleagues.  

And this helps explain one of the reasons why young men are so reluctant to marry: they no longer view
women as equal partners or even potential subordinates in a relationship.  Faced with highly-competitive
females at work who are operating aggressively in competition, these Guys (hard to call them Men until
they get made Men) it becomes that much harder to drop the competitive nature of intergender relations
long enough to do more than hook up -- and certainly not enough to wed.  

Women are scary to these guys. 
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They often have power over them (middle management seems replete with single women in their late-30s
and early-40s who have devoted so much to their careers that they're still single -- and will likely die that
way), they always have the power to hurt them just by suggesting you said something inappropriate, and
they can use unfair advantages of flirtation and even affairs with senior management to advance their
careers . . . while being publicly appalled about such things.  After being challenged at work all day,
forced to compete against women, the allure of a "dude's apartment" complete with beer signs,
videogames, and non-stop internet porn seems like Valhalla.   

Anecdotal evidence tends to suggest that men with female superiors feel
less compelled to achieve, and are over-all less ambitious than their

male-led peers.  Some ambitious men studiously avoid female-led positions
due to the unlikelihood of getting a future raise or promotion

and the higher likelihood of sexual harassment charges.

Consider the raunchy Comedy Central show Workoholics, focused on three stoner loser roommates who
work in a cube farm for a ball-busting bitch of a (pointedly single) female executive who regularly
dominates, emasculates, and berates them.  It's a paen to the Puerarchy.

Do they respect their successful and aggressive female manager?  They fear her -- but any loyalty due her
is purely based on her very low  expectations of their performance, not because she has earned it in their
eyes.  The Workoholic Guys endure work, they tolerate their boss, but they have no ambition to achieve
because they know such ambition is often singled out and punished.  Besides, why go to all that trouble if
you're just going to get your legs cut out from under you again?  Better to go home and grind on Halo 3
for nine hours straight before whacking off to porn, passing out, and then getting up and doing it again
the next day.  They rarely even make the effort to meet girls, much less pursue them.   And trying to
impress them with false expectations of future potential is just too damn hard to do convincingly.

Relationships?  They get enough of that shit at work.
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The Guys are certainly not eager to jump into a marriage with a woman -- they saw what happened to
their fathers' generation, and things are looking even less rosy now.  They're content to pursue their
personal interests at home, keep their damn mouth shut at work, and most don't have more ambition
than to stay employed for the next decade.

Meanwhile, the Girls (the Guys' female contemporaries) are discovering that the same dudes they eagerly
compete with at work have zero respect for them "as women".  That is, they don't want to date.  They
want to have sex, sure, but the Guys don't want to invest anything into a relationship with a Girl from
work.  That's just asking for trouble.  

At first that works out fine for both, as both are fully immersed in hookup culture, complete with friends-
with-benefits and booty calls.  But as a few years go by and the early 20s become the mid-20s, the Girls
quickly get tired of the hookups and start to pursue "real" relationships.  Only they are being frustrated
by the utter disinterest that's being shown in them.

That's highly frustrating to a generation of women who were taught -- incorrectly -- that the road to
masculine respect and admiration was through career success.  And it is -- for other men.  But
while a dude will certainly look at a woman's career and earning prospects as a plus, in most cases, if
they are too much over his own then he's going to loose interest quick -- we know what happens when

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-qpoP16_pRhg/T3XmN0b5DII/AAAAAAAAAj0/bLVARQr5Tgw/s1600/dressed+up.JPG
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 138 of 1013

you go down that road.  No one wants to have to ask his sugar mama for beer money.  Past a certain
point, career success actually starts hurting a woman's prospects of finding a marriageable mate.  And
without one, her future in the increasingly female-dominate workforce is very limited.  She might break
the glass ceiling, but if she doesn't have a husband then despite four decades of feminist propaganda the
female social matrix discounts the woman's status dramatically.

So how does the Feminist Utopia deal with marriage, then?

According to standard feminist ideology, marriage, when entered into at all (it being an essentially
oppressive custom of the fallen Patriarchy, after all) is to be no less than the perfect union of equals . . .
though in practice any marriage where the man actually takes any leadership role is usually condemned
in feminist circles as atavistic.  Despite that, feminists are themselves locked into the female social
matrix.  If they don't "marry up", then they get accused of bagging a "Nigel" (as in "men are horrid
creatures who have oppressed women for centuries, using their superior strength and position to
dominate us -- but Nigel doesn't believe in all of that, do you dear?")-- what the Manosphere refers to as a
White Knight or a Manigina.   Nigels are the epitome of the sexless submissive Beta male -- just the
perfect kind of mate, according to feminist ideology.  

Only feminists despise Nigels.  It comes across in every post about them in feminist discussion groups.
 They betray their own ideology with their loins, and often leave poor Nigel by the side of the road after a
few years in pursuit of the Alpha cock they've starved themselves for.  Feminists may say they love Betas,
but they're voting with their vaginas . . . and eventually some of those dudes, embittered by their
rejection, find themselves in the Manosphere.

From a feminist perspective hypergamy isn't a problem -- it's a solution.  Rejecting inadequate males
after using them for resources (emotional support, sperm, additional revenue) in favor of a higher-status
male is in itself status-building in feminist circles -- basically what that horrid Eat, Pray, Love woman
did.  Hypergamy proves their personal superiority to their first husbands, and even to their second
husbands.  
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So the idea that Hypergamy is going to vanish now that women earn more than men is just bullshit, any
more than the idea that men stopped objectifying women in the workplace just because of sexual
harassment laws.  No matter how many happy, smiling Manginas Ms. Mundy exhibits as proof that men
have "embraced" their new testicle-light role, the rest of us know it's Blue Pill bullshit.   Men, as Men, are
rejecting that role and going their own way, marrying down themselves or not marrying at all, or
marrying third-world brides with more traditionally Agricultural Age concepts of matrimony.    That's the
factor that Ms. Mundy hasn't examined.   The rejection of the American Working Woman by the American
Working Man, unless the matter of children is involved.

Some feminists see this as a plus -- the idea that a man and woman should need to be married in order to
support each other flies in the face of feminist rhetoric about independence.   Dr. Emily Nagoski, noted
Sex Nerd, has proudly trumpeted the fact that she and her romantic interest don't "need" each other
(which makes any talk of marriage just seem silly), they stay together because they "want" to.  They love
each other, and love alone should be enough to establish and maintain a relationship, independent of
economic concerns.  Or, as one sarcastic feminist commented, 

Yeah, God forbid she actually stick around because she LIKES the dude or
anything. Can’t have that.

Well, no.  No, we can't.  Why not?  Because men, in aggregate, don't want that kind of marriage.
 Its one based on their ability to be entertaining, and once that stops, the relationship is OVER and they
know it.  Or, as I responded to the above-sarcastic feminist:

Well, that is kind of the point. 

Most men view marriage as a life-long commitment that may possibly include reproductive
rights, certainly involves combining finances and financial security, implies certain legal
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and ethical obligations, certainly includes a sexual component, not to mention establishing
an entirely new family built around the compromises of blending your individual family
cultures. His wife will be what socially defines him and will be how other men in his
masculine culture will judge him. 

And you think that a man should make a decision and establish a commitment that weighty
based on your willingness to “like a dude”? 

What happens if you stop “liking” him? You leave? Take his kids? Half his stuff? Because
you “just aren’t happy” or “I love you, but I’m not in love with you”, and “I settled
prematurely (!)” or any other EatPrayLove rationalization? Because you met another dude
you like a little bit better? I mean, is it any wonder that older women are discovering that
men in their brackets are more than a little “commitmentphobic” . . . because actual
commitment to a marriage has been pretty thin on the ground for the last forty years. 

Yeah, Goddess forbid she stick around because she actually made a COMMITMENT to a
dude or anything. Can’t have that.

To which she replied, basically, 

Why turn down money in the family because it’s got girl cooties on it?

Because it's not about the fucking money.  That's what they don't understand.  They
want to think it's about the money, so they're the first to say it's NOT about the money, that
the money doesn't matter.  And it doesn't, but not for the reasons they suspect.

Men look at resources and wages and earning and success very differently than women.  
Women feel that they should enjoy the same prestige among men that a man would
get for that level of success -- but men aren't giving it to them, and they're not getting
much more from other women.  Why?  Men see wages and income and professional
success as a means to an end: to attract a high-quality mate.  Women see wages
and income and professional success the same way . . . only men aren't attracted to
security issues the way women are.  

It's like the metrosexual dudes who think if they look pretty enough and smell good enough
and lack hair in all the right places, they'll find Ms. Right.  The problem is that as much as
women enjoy good-smelling dudes who look pretty, good looks are not the primary
motivator of their sexual attraction cues.  Money and security is.  That includes
emotional security, of course, so a successful career woman may indeed find a man who
fulfills that emotional need (she doesn't have a financial need) . . . but the moment she
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marries him, the power and sex balance has been broken.  He needs her for financial
security and she needs him for emotional security, but emotional security isn't a recognized
metric among the female social matrix.  

But the sarcastic feminist won't recognize that.  She maintains "There’s nothing about
economic security that makes people have to act like jerks." Of course, the caveat is
that she means that "there's nothing about economic security that makes MEN have to act
like jerks" -- no doubt if it's a woman who is suddenly demanding economic security from a
man in the process of divorce, she's entitled to whatever she can squeeze out of him, as per
standard feminist practice.   

If a woman happens to be a SAHM and wants more control over the household income, her
husband will be labeled a "jerk" or worse if he doesn't grant it by feminists.  But if a SAHD
wanted to control the finances of the household, assuming a much wealthier wife, then he's
labeled a "controlling loser jerk" and conventional wisdom says "she can do better".
 Hypergamy, alive and well.  

There is one bright bit of sunshine from this gloomy picture, though.  Thanks to the new
economic parity between men and women, I think we'll see some punitively unfair divorce
laws overturned a more and more high-profile wives get divorced by their less-well-earning
husbands.  After we see a few female execs get taken to the cleaners by their boy-toys, we'll
see a feminist cry about further divorce reform to "protect the right of a woman to generate
and control her own capital" or something like that.  Predatory husbands who Game these
old broads and then dump them a few years later for half their fortunes will change a few
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tunes.  Perhaps enough to even begin to approach fairness in divorce laws.

But as far as Liza Mundy's contention that men are learning to accept and embrace their
new roles, despite the implicit emasculation involved?

"Oh, shut up about your 'lost masculinity' . . . it's not like I was going
to let you use it anymore, anyway!"

Don't count on it, Cupcake.
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The Great Hamster Manifesto: "It's A Trap!"
April 27, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I'm taking a quick break from the Masculine Powers series -- don't worry, the next installment is in
the pipe. But I wanted to take an intermission.

I never tire of Jezebel’s take on dating and sex – it’s quaint and entertaining.  Today there was quite
the rant from regular contributor Lindy West, presented as a “dating manifesto”. 

Allow me, on behalf of the Manosphere, to respectfully rebut.

Ms. West is saying, basically, “Girls, quit torturing yourself to make yourself pretty because all men
want to do is fuck you, and if you capitulate to their stupid whims about being fuckable then you’ll
miss out on the chance to find a “real” guy (as opposed to all of the manufactured copies,
apparently) who likes you for you and doesn’t want to fuck you unless you want him to fuck you first. 
Oh, and he’ll spend all of his money on you and let you get fat and not mind one bit.”

Anyone see the error in logic in this idea?  Let’s break it down, shall we?

First, let’s look at her basic premise, from the article:

“No matter what or who we (hetero) women are, we are always too something for men. Isn't that
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just fucked? Because to be "too" something implies that there's a something else out there to aim
for.”

Well, yeah.  When your gender is part of a polarized dyad requiring social interaction as a prelude to
reproduction, then your ability to mate (“have an emotionally fulfilling long-term relationship” in
feminist-speak) is by definition dependent upon the desires of the other gender, regardless of your
personal feelings on the matter.  If it wasn't  then all of those overweight male Omegas in their
mom’s basements would be getting laid as much as the studly Alphas, on the strength of their great
personalities alone.  

But the cruel fact is that women’s desires don’t run to the miserable and unsuccessful tub of lard,
sadly.  So it should be fairly obvious that yes, men have a say in just what they find attractive in
(hetero) women.  And if women are frustrated with the idea that they are always “too something” for
men, then let’s examine just why that might be.

When feminism stormed the barricades in the 1960s and helped push through liberalized divorce
laws, it was reacting in part to the fact that since WWII women have been able to support themselves
without dependence on men.  Thanks to industrialization and urbanization there was no need for the
old Agricultural Age division of labor anymore.  Women could make their own money, thank you,
and they didn’t need to marry to sustain themselves.  In addition, they got almost complete control
over their reproductive systems, allowing them to indulge in sex without the consequence of
accidental pregnancy.  Those two factors were empowering enough in the minds of feminists to re-
write the traditional marriage contract – upon which dating and courtship behavior were based.

Fair enough.  You ladies can marry whom you chose, divorce them when you get tired of them, and
don’t have to worry about whether or not he can support you, because you can support yourselves. 
You’ve struck a blow for feminine liberty and independence, allowing you to pursue happiness and a
bulging 401k just like any man.  You can push aside the cold calculations about how much a
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prospective mate might earn or how successful he is in favor of finding that perfect emotional
connection that blossoms into pure, blissful romance, complete with True Love and Happily Ever
After (neither of which, if I recall correctly, are mentioned in many feminists manifestos).  Good for
you.

However, by forging ahead with this revolutionary plan feminism failed to take a few important
factors into account.  Firstly, it missed the fact that men have brains and feelings and emotions
and desires and drives too, and that those are FAR DIFFERENT from the drives, emotions and
desires of women, at least in terms of priority and intensity.  Feminism indulged in classic
psychological projection when it inferred to two generations of Americans that if women would just
do what they wanted to, men would just naturally accept it, regardless of how it affected them or
whether or not it was in their best interest, and then fall meekly behind women by being  supportive
and loving, until it was time for their wives to divorce them and trade up.

Indeed, West even points out that

“Fundamentally, men are attracted to the exact same thing in women as women are in men:
Confidence. Self-assuredness. Agency. Knowing who you are.”

And that’s true as far as it goes – but it doesn’t go very far.  West projects what women like in men
on what men like in women, and she gets it maybe 30% correct.  Because men do like confidence and
self-assuredness . . . but they like femininity more.  Sexualized femininity.  We always have, and we
always will.  

Further, as so many 30-something spinsters are starting to discover, much to their terror, men are not
turned on or attracted to your resume, your earning potential, your romance novel addiction,
your devotion to Glee, or the cute names you gave your cats.  All of those things that West says a
woman should cultivate instead of beauty and attractiveness, those things that make her a “real”
woman?  Here’s a newsflash: they aren’t inherently attractive.

Now for some women who really could care less if they ever have a boyfriend for longer than two
months, that’s no big deal.  They have developed themselves into fully realized people, with no
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more need for a man than a fish for a bicycle.  They have self-selected out of the mating pool, the
dating pool, and the gene pool, and for all practical social considerations they are no more or less the
equivalent of gender-light drones with a predilection for non-fat yogurt (because they like the taste).  

These lucky women have eschewed the evil patriarchy’s plans to sexually subvert feminism by
wisely keeping their legs closed, their cats well-fed, and their dreams of love safely buried.  I
have the utmost respect for these women – they are taking West’s advice and are bagging True Love
and Happily Ever After for a slow, secure, lonely decline into dotage.  These are the women who
have truly arrived in the Feminist Utopia, the women who, as West advises, “have to quit defining
ourselves solely in relation to dudes.”  Congrats, ladies: you’ve arrived!

But for a few other women, who can’t quite seem to get rid of the idea that an intimate relationship
with a man might be a good thing, y’all are screwed.  Because if you keep following advice like
West’s, then you’ll become the lady described above by default.

Let’s keep reviewing where she’s going with this:

“Any man who is a person wants to be with a woman who is a person.”

While I can’t help but feel a little thrill that West is willing to concede that men can actually be
persons, as opposed to, y’know, just MEN, this is an utterly simplistic and singularly unhelpful piece
of advice.  Yes, men do want to connect with women on an intimate, emotional level (which we also
understand is a Big Deal to women, in aggregate).  But before we feel comfortable doing that, we
want to know if they’re going to be able to fulfill our sexual desires, because just as a deep
emotional connection is a primary Big Deal to women, an entertaining sexual connection is a
Big Deal to men.

What?  You didn’t realize that?
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Really, ladies, sex is a major priority for a dude, and if there’s no chance of sex or sexual attraction, it
doesn’t matter what you name your cats or who you think is going to get knocked out of Dancing
With The Stars next week, you've already missed the cut.  Does that sound harsh?  Oppressive? 
Sexist?  Chauvinistic?  So sorry.  Now you know what if feels like when a dude hears “so what do
you do for a living?” knowing that if he doesn’t wave his metaphorical tits around and they aren’t big
enough, he’s missed the cut.  Women, as feminists who look at romance, sex and love often tell us,
have standards.  Standards that shouldn’t be lowered, out of respect for themselves and their self-
esteem.

But y’all really don’t like it when you find out that Men have standards, too, and that some of
y’all really just don’t measure up to them.  Oh, some of you do – at first – and a very few of you
are doing outstandingly, but the rank-and-file office drones who felt a career was more important
than babies, y’all are working at a severe handicap to begin with.  You have placed yourselves in the
“strong, independent woman” category and then wonder why no one emails you back on Match.com. 
Because feminism told you that men liked strong, independent women, and if a man didn’t,
then he wasn’t worth loving.

Only it didn’t work out like that, did it?

This is the brutal fact of feminism, ladies: it lied to you.  It has become the Great Rationalization
Hamster, handing you darn good reasons for why you are so miserable, and guess what?  Feminism
says it isn’t your fault!  That's what West's piece says.  It's not your fault.  It's teh Mens.

Sure, men will lie to you about how hot we think you are, how interested we are in what goes on at
work, and whether or not we’d ever leave you if you got fat and bitchy, but we rarely lie to you about
anything important.  We’re quite clear about what we like – it’s no mystery.  But feminism lied to
you about what we would do when you went and altered the balance of power in the dating
realm.  Feminism thought it had a lock on what men really wanted without, apparently,
consulting any actual Men about the issue.

Look at what kind of man West says is going to find you:

“Attraction isn't intellectual, it's involuntary—and if men really only wanted to squirt their penises
inside of silent supermodels, then regular people would be extinct. But look to your left. Look to
your right. Regular people in the house!”

That is, “there are gullible Beta dudes all over the place willing to lower their standards for a chance
to sleep with you and fake the Happily Ever After thing!”  Only West can’t quite bring herself to say
that, because then she would have to acknowledge the reality of the situation, that the “regular
people” who just happened to be male who these “regular people” who just happened to be female
want to mate with are fed the fuck up with what the regular female people have put them through for
the last few decades.  I mean, if men were happy with the way the feminist male-female paradigm
was working, then there wouldn't be a need for the Manosphere.  
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Yet here we are.

And West can’t resist taking yet more misguided potshots at teh Mens – after calling us liars, she
decides to soothe our hurt feelings by emasculating us if we don’t capitulate to feminist whims
about who we should want to fuck.

“…because confidence is also the opposite of helplessness, and a lot of men (insecure men) need
women to be helpless, because helpless people aren't in charge. And people in charge want to stay
in charge. And the people in charge are men. (To be clear, I'm talking in broad, sloppy, systemic
generalities here—not saying your dad is secretly trafficking lady-slaves from Belarus or something.
You know what I mean.)”

Gosh, that’s noble of you, Ms. West.  So teh Mens are insecure and need women to be helpless,
right?  Because we want to re-establish the patriarchy and get y’all barefoot and pregnant again? 
Because we can’t handle strong, independent women and we’re afraid of them?

In reality . . . not so much.  

The real fact is, Ladies, that women’s sexuality in aggregate (and I hate to use broad, sloppy,
systemic generalities here, but…) is designed by Nature or evolution or God or whatever to be
reactive or responsive in nature.  Women tend to have responsive desire, most of the time.  Men have
spontaneous desire most of the time.  No, really.  This feminist sexologist says so.  And while she
qualifies her theories by making all of her statements gender-neutral (“some people have responsive
desire, some people have spontaneous desire”) the plain fact of the matter is that most women have a
responsive desire as the basis of their sexuality, while men have spontaneous desire.

And the problem with that is that it challenges the whole ideological basis of feminist theory when it
comes to sex and gender relations.  Women, feminism says, are naturally sexual creatures who
have every right to enjoy their sexuality to the fullest extant possible, and rightly so.  But it also
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assumes that male and female sexual desires are (pardon the expression) equal in composition and
expression, and that’s very much pre-WWII scientific thinking.  Feminism has assumed that men
want the same things out of our sexual and romantic lives as women, and anything beyond that is
blatant, oppressive Patriarchy, not the healthy exercise of (whisper it)  masculine sexuality.
 Feminism says that men and women should approach each other sexually on a level, equal
playing ground.  The problem is, that equal playing ground is a myth, it doesn’t exist, and it
can never exist while we remain slaves to our own biology.

It wouldn’t be the first time a powerful 20th century ideology fell when its fundamentals were
challenged by the reality of the world, or else we’d be living in a Marxist Worker’s Paradise by now,
Comrade.  Feminism wants to cling to the beautiful humanistic ideal of all people being equal, which
is great when it comes to the law and civic responsibility and such, but when feminism further says
that women’s issues are more important and of greater weight than men’s (and there is no place
where this is more pronounced than on the subject of dating, sex and romance) then it has lost any
intellectual credibility it may have had.  When feminism uses its ideology to validate the idea of
the eternal feminine victim and the eternal masculine oppressor without acknowledging the
underlying differences in male and female sexuality which may underpin these memes, then
feminism goes from being a noble attempt at humanistic equality to a gynocentric ideology
dedicated to promoting the exclusive interests of women, regardless of the consequences.

If West’s bitter cry against teh Mens and their nasty penises seems filled with irony, that’s because it
is.  The current perspectives of men in the dating world were informed first and foremost by
feminism.  It’s the environment in which we grew up, the standard by which our entire lives were
judged.  If it’s painful that men in aggregate are now recoiling in horror from everything
associated with feminism, then you can assume it’s because we feel deeply wounded by it.  After
all, feminism has done very, very little for the lives of men (outside of hypergamous divorce and
bitter custody battles, the systematic denigration of masculinity and fatherhood, and the overt war on
men and male sexuality...but the easy pussy is nice).  But it has affected us, in a very negative way,
and y’all are just going to have to take that into account in your Happily Ever After calculations.

West continues,

“because attraction is involuntary, admitting genuine attraction to the people we're really attracted
to relinquishes a huge amount of power. It's terrifying. And when the people you're so terrifyingly
attracted to don't even give a shit about you? QUICK, TELL THEM THEIR CALVES ARE TOO
HEAVY.”
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Of course that goes for dudes, too – if an Omega or a brave Beta screws up the courage to ask an
attractive woman out and gets scorned, it really is terrifying.  Soul-crushing, even.   Suicides and
lone-gunman tragedies have sprung from the font of such rejection.  So the perfectly normal, natural,
and appropriate response for men in that situation is to distance themselves from the source of the
wound and objectify the person who wounded them so badly.  

Sorry if that makes us seem “insecure” in your eyes, but as West pointed out attraction is
involuntary.   We dudes like hot women, pretty much universally.  When we get rejected by them,
then pointing out their physical flaws is the moral equivalent of a woman telling a girlfriend “he
looks like an axe murderer, anyway” after being snubbed by a dude.  

And which would you prefer to be referred to as, “thick calves” or “axe murderer”?

Since West can’t realistically argue in favor of women lowering their personal standards, she goes the
other direction and discredits the idea that physical attraction really matters to dudes:

“All the faux-evolutionary excuses people give for modern beauty ideals (gigantic boobs
means more milk for cave-babies! A tiny waist means a bigger uterus!) are garbage.”
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That’s it.  Garbage.  Evolutionary biology, the incredible amount of work that has been done by biological
anthropologists and sociologists, anatomists and sexual psychologists, all that grant money and books and
 brilliant ideas about how men and women got to be men and women . . . garbage.  The evidence she cites?

Third-wave feminist Naomi Wolf’s book The Beauty Myth, the premise of which is “that
"beauty" as a normative value is entirely socially constructed, and
that the patriarchy determines the content of that construction with
the goal of reproducing its own hegemony.”

See?  That evil ol’ patriarchy, at it again.  Teh Mens. 

The problem with this theory is that ignores something fundamental to the “beauty myth”: the role of
the Female Social Matrix in the construction of this “myth” that dudes are attracted to
attractive women.  Even those lucky ladies who have checked out of the dating game still dress up
and wear make-up and do all of those other things that they complain are supposed to attract men
even though they aren’t trying to attract men.  They do it out of a sense of social pressure, not from
their male colleagues but from the intense pressure of the Female Social Matrix. 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-D0bDEQdP3p0/T5opr_BD2hI/AAAAAAAAApU/ae0XIHBdVsg/s1600/tumblr_lxnxyqBf901r6s6gmo1_500.jpg
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2012/04/great-hamster-manifesto-its-trap.html
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2012/04/great-hamster-manifesto-its-trap.html
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 152 of 1013

The Third Wave feminist argument is that the only reason women have to do that is because they are,
indeed, still fighting the patriarchy’s powerful hegemony.  But the cold, obvious, and plainly
observable fact is that after forty years of heavy female involvement in the workforce, including their
ascension into management roles in business and power politics, if women wanted to change the
dominant female culture away from catering to the Female Social Matrix, they would have already. 
Just like if trickle-down, supply-side, low-government involvement policies made everyone rich and
prosperous, then the Bush II years should have been the greatest economic expansion in American
history.  

Only . . . not so much.

Feminism doesn’t want to acknowledge the power of the Female Social Matrix because then
they would have to take responsibility for it, and that betrays the essential foundation of
feminism: “It’s not our fault!” and they can’t have that.  Instead they rationalize the powerful
pressure that women put on each other as a result of the evil patriarchy, and that excuses pretty much
anything without all of that pesky accountability. Go Great Hamster, Go!

This is where Game comes in.  Those who have taken the Red Pill recognize immediately Ms. Wolf’s
hamhanded attempt to summarize natural female attraction to men:

“Here is what I will cop to in terms of our primordial human standards of beauty. To
bag an early-man, you probably needed:

1.       Most of your limbs.
2.      Minimal open sores.
3.      A baseline level of health and robustness to be able to care for a child and/or
defend it from lions.”
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Talk about high standards . . . basically she’s saying “if you’re alive and have a functional vagina,
you’re gonna be a catch to the primitive mens!”  All ideas of beauty and attractiveness follow from
that basic premise, apparently. And if that’s the basic assumption that feminists are using in
trying to date, I suppose that it’s no wonder that they’re railing against the unfairness of it all. 
Aren’t dudes supposed to think you’re hawt just because you got ladyparts?  Regardless of whatever
else they're attached to?  What the fuck is THEIR problem? 

And then West goes here:

“We, as women, go our whole lives believing this lie that all we have to do is to stop being too fat
and too flat-chested and too bitchy and too uptight, and then the perfect dude will finally love us
forever.”

Well, at least she gets that part right.  That IS the lie.  Because the Perfect Dude’s standards are going
to be much higher than “skinny, boobs, laid-back and polite” (although that isn’t a bad place to start). 
As any serious student of Game will tell you, the actual standards the Perfect Dude uses to decide
if you made the cut for the “love me forever (until I get bored and divorce his ass)" category
are far, far higher than women, particularly feminist women with delusions of allure, ever want
to admit.   (Hint: they rarely include "feminist activist" in the criteria--ever known a feminist to
celebrate twenty-five happy years of marriage?)  And this is where West finally decides to at least
mention the Female Social Matrix that is the real evil she’s railing against:

“But chasing that stupid phantom doesn't make us necessary—it makes us disposable. It makes us
powerless. Because we're not people anymore, we're holes. Miserable, back-stabbing holes.”
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That’s right, ladies.  That’s the Ugly Secret.  That's the gift of the feminist utopia: once feminism and
industrialization gave you a means to support yourself independently - thus removing the requirement
of a husband for procreation and support while simultaneously turning potential suitors into mere
professional business competitors - once your willingness to make “a permanent commitment” turned
into serial monogamy fueled by hypergamous divorce, once you had total control over your
reproductive freedom, while empowering you to become centers of power and influence in society in
general, feminism placed you in a position where your only real value to men anymore as a
woman was your sexuality.   

You want the Happily Ever After and the True Love, and boo-hoo when you can't find it on your
doorstep, but the sad fact of the matter is y’all killed that, not us.  When you made yourselves
independent worker drones competing for the same income as we, with no desire to form a
lasting, working interpersonal partnership, you pretty much made your vaginas the only reason
to engage you in any conversation beyond office gossip. 

 

West’s suggestion – that you give up on the idea of love and a commitment with a quality man in
favor of self-indulgence and a fear of “settling” – is a noble one.  Of course your feminist sisters
want you to do that, because within the frame (and according to the rules) of the Female Social
Matrix, if they can convince you to do that, they have therefore decreased competition for the
few decent males out there... and all in the name of Sisterhood.

Red Pill folks know exactly what’s going on here, of course: it’s the same female-sabotage used so
often within the Female Social Matrix, like when a girlfriend helpfully suggests that cutting all
of your hair off will make you “cute”, or that you should dump your boyfriend because he isn’t
good enough for you (but two months later he’s suddenly good enough for her).  It is the Female
Social Matrix, not the evil patriarchy, that makes them “disposable”, “powerless”, “miserable, back-
stabbing holes.” 

West quickly compounds her misdirection with this:

“There's this dumb, deathless stereotype that women only chase men who don't need
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them—but, um, that's because everyone wants someone who doesn't need them.”

Again, Ladies, recognize the Great Rationalization Hamster in your feminist sisters.  She’s trying to
get you to rationalize away your desire for the Perfect Dude by telling you that if you pursue the
Perfect Dude, you’re just hurting yourself and all womankind.  She’s trying to tell you that you
and your peers aren’t really trying to get the hunky billionaire with the kinky BDSM silver tie fetish,
you just want a nice Beta dude who will dote on you and not mind how fat you get. 

Only it’s not a “dumb, deathless stereotype”, it’s an easily observable fact that we’ve all seen over
and over again.  It's been a staple of the human condition going back into prehistory, from what our
myths indicate.  But she's not quite right: it's mostly women who want someone who doesn't need
them.  Men need to be needed.  It enhances their masculinity.  If you don't need a man . . . you
probably won't get one.

THAT'S what West is not telling you (because she either doesn’t know, doesn’t want to believe it, or
doesn’t want her readers to know): most men really do want a woman who needs them, without
being needy.  

Important distinction.

Men don’t want “helpless”, despite West’s hyperbole.  Helpless sucks.  Helpless equals "high
maintenance".  Helpless might be attractive for its vulnerability (to which we are, indeed, attracted)
but if that "helplessness" is sustained over time then we know we're going to spend our relationship
wiping your ass for you, and we certainly don't want that.  "Helpless" means "flaky", and to the 21st
Century man, Ladies, "flaky" is the new "fat".

There is a whole continuum between helpless and hyper-competent, and as men we both expect and
understand that you probably fall somewhere between those two extremes.  We don't want you
"helpless" so that we can rule your every thought and action -- and West does a disservice to you by
putting it in those terms.  We want you to need us, or we don't see much point in a relationship.
 That's different from wanting you helpless.  Feminism has always done that, encouraging you to
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develop the skills
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Lowest Default Setting...talk about "respect" for Redshirts
May 15, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

John Scalzi, science fiction author, president of the Science Fiction Writers of America, film critic
and frequent blogger, hefted a post out there this morning and inadvertently splashed the
Manosphere.  

The post is a way to explain to the -- apparently -- thick-headed, ignorant, and entitled Straight
White Males who rule the world just where their place is.  The post is entitled Straight White
Male: The Lowest Difficulty Setting That There Is, and begins like this:

I’ve been thinking of a way to explain to straight white men how life works for them,
without invoking the dreaded word “privilege,” to which they react like vampires being fed
a garlic tart at high noon. It’s not that the word “privilege” is incorrect, it’s that it’s
not their word. When confronted with “privilege,” they fiddle with the word itself, and haul
out the dictionaries and find every possible way to talk about the word but not any of the
things the word signifies.
So, the challenge: how to get across the ideas bound up in the word “privilege,” in a way
that your average straight white man will get, without freaking out about it?

 Being a white guy who likes women, here’s how I would do it:

Then Scalzi goes on to make an actually quite compelling metaphor in which being Straight,
White, and Male is the lowest difficulty setting on the game The Real World . . . because,
apparently, that's the only metaphorical system we stupid dudes are left with any more.  Fair
enough.  Now that we're not going to college or getting married or getting jobs like we used to
(back when Straight White Males were being castigated for there being  too many of us in
college, in "bad" marriages where we oppress our wives, and in positions of authority in the
workplace), perhaps video games are about all we have left.

He did manage to pull back on the throttle of disdain towards the end of the piece where he
conceded that, yes, Straight White Males didn't have any more control over the game settings
than anyone else.  But then he stopped there, and ended (a little patronizingly):

So that’s “Straight White Male” for you in The Real World (and also, in the real
world): The lowest difficulty setting there is. All things being equal, and even when
they are not, if the computer — or life — assigns you the “Straight White Male”
difficulty setting, then brother, you’ve caught a break.

Well, maybe so.  If you look at it from one perspective.  I mean, despite his somewhat snide tone,
Scalzi's point is well-taken -- but it looks at the nature of straight white male privilege without
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looking at its attendant deficits, and automatically posits that the "advantages" of straight white
privilege always outweigh those disadvantages.  Sometimes "catching a break" is the fastest way
to the bottom.  But far beyond that, it misses the reason why we dislike the term "privilege" when
it is applied to us.  Here, slightly expanded, is what I replied:

It’s not that we (straight, white, male) nerds can’t understand the concept of privilege (Latin,
essentially, for “private law”) and how we’re benefiting from it, I believe. It’s the fact that yes, we
didn’t have any more say in the "character" we were issued by the computer than anyone
else, and we get tired of other players grousing like we did. No matter how good or how
bad we do, our character class/race is used as a justification for why we are, somehow, inherently
at fault for our stats, and therefore should shoulder the blame of most of the rest of what is wrong
in the world. I’ll cop to straight white male privilege and how I’ve exploited it as much as anyone
else would in my position, but I didn’t cheat to get that stat, and having people constantly act
like I did and use it as an excuse for their own deficiencies is tiresome and intellectually
dishonest.  Being Straight, White, and Male doesn’t make me an inherently evil, unjust, selfish
or immoral person any more than any other sociographic racial stereotype would.

Thanks to our ancestors building Western Civilization and all, we get to deal with all of the great
guilt associated with being Straight White Males -- the Conquest, the Crusades, the Trail of Tears,
the Holocaust, Hiroshima and Nagasaki, all of these are laid at our feet as the price of our "lowest
difficulty setting", yet few of the perks associated with Straight White Male privilege make it
down to the rank and file in ways that make up for the negatives in a big way.  Oh, it's nice not
being stopped by the cops or shot by the cops for my race, don't get me wrong -- but when you
get your pink slip at work and everyone expects you to go home and load your guns instead of
filing for unemployment because you're another angry, privileged Straight White Male, well, it's a
bit of a bummer.

Psychologically, that leaves you with two options: acceptance of your status, and developing some
method of dealing with the guilt that being socially privileged forces upon you, like philanthropy
or serial monogamy,  OR check out of the cultural matrix that imposes both the privilege and the
guilt upon you. A movement known as Men Going Their Own Way (MGTOW), is advocating
Straight White Males abandoning those roles of ever-increasing social and financial
expectation/privilege/guilt here in the West and pursue more fulfilling interests off the grid or in
exotic foreign lands where you are merely one of many minority populations.  And as game
strategies go, it ain't a bad one.

I mean, when you’re stuck with the lowest default setting and you have no way to correct it, why
not abandon the Big Quest and indulge in little side-quests off in the hinterlands? You have just as
much fun . . . and no one can call you a loser if you aren’t playing the Big Game.  The women are
pretty, feminine, and don't leap to divorce except in extreme cases.  A reasonably well-educated
Straight White Male can make a decent living doing all sorts of things in a third world country --
and have a lot of fun while he's there.  Why go tromping off to Mordor when you can hang out in a
distant village with exotic barmaids, intriguing ales, and the potential for adventures beyond the
Divorce Court and Weekend Dad modules?  You're still racking up experience points, you're just
on a different server.  One where being a Straight White Male is seen as a good thing, not
grounds for Reasonable Suspicion of Oppression.

Hey, it beats enduring the ‘privilege’ of socio-racial guilt — what else are we supposed to do?

And hell . . . why should we put up with that?  If we're just players, too, then we play for our own
amusement and benefit, pursuing our own interests.  Here I thought we were the heirs and
caretakers of a five thousand year old civilization our ancestors created . . . 
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So here's a new strategy for the "players" in the "party" of the Straight White Male, when
confronted with these assumptions of privilege and ignorance of the weaknesses of the class in
our fellow players: walk away.  Log off.  Do not engage.  If other players aren't willing to extend
your character the same basic respect they'd give a passing half-troll because of your difficulty
setting, then they aren't worth playing with . . . or supporting.  Walk away, go away, go your own
way, and log on to a more productive server.  The players you leave behind will likely be unhappy,
but . . . well, it's your freakin' account.  

And if you aren't having fun while you play, why play?

ADDENDUM:

Someone pointed out to me that Scalzi's new book is called Redshirts, which I find kind of ironic.
 His condescension towards Straight White Males, who seem to be the majority of those who buy
his books and the related videogame products, seems a little counterintuitive under the
circumstances.  He basically seems to be saying:

 "HEY!  STRAIGHT WHITE NERDS!  You've got it easy and you need to quitchyerbitchin and
being assholes because even though I wouldn't have an internet to hawk my books over if it
wasn't for two generations of you doing what you do, you should feel properly ashamed of who
you are and what you get out of life because compared to everyone else you have had it all
handed to you on a silver platter!  Adopt the proper servile role AT ONCE or risk the displeasure
of the collective!"

It's not that I take issue with his analogy -- it's a fine one.  Or even his assertion, that being
straight, white, and male gives some of us some inherent advantages in some situations -- I get
that.  I also get that just being born in the US gives you ENORMOUS advantage towards being
born in most of the rest of the world -- yet it was only toward the Straight White Males that
Scalzi leveled his verbal blunderbuss.  He didn't ask for all Americans to admit that they had
it easier Difficulty Level than everyone else in the world.  He focused on the easiest portion of
the population to bash and get away with it: Straight White Males.  His base, in other
words.  

So that begs the question: just how does John Scalzi see the bulk of his audience?  He
seems insistent that SWMs aren't doing enough to admit that they have some advantages,
and persistent in his assertion that they are, as a class, too limited in scope to even realize the
dreadful damage that they are doing by not actively working to undermine their own self-interest
-- essentially his entire post is a admonition for Straight White Males to do their utmost to
selflessly reduce what little advantages that might linger from their ancestors' long, evil plot to
build Western Civilization.  
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But the problem with Scalzi's piece isn't his metaphor or his condescension: it's their implication.
 SWMs must be properly silent and guilty for who they are, or they're assholes.  Expendable.  If
you're straight, male, and white, then if you don't make a big show about how you being straight
male and white gives you goodies that no one else gets but you feel just terrible about it . . .
you're an asshole.  Expendable.  That's the gist.  Work for the greater good against your self-
interest.  Sacrifice what you have and all your ancestors gave you in the interests of a fairness
that never gets achieved and a population who only increases how much they despise you with
every concession that's made.  Over 50 years of systematic attacks on "Straight White Male
Privilege", and you'd think the number of calls for us to give up for the greater good would have
produced more respect and less noise about how evil teh Mens were.  In the perfect Blue Pill
world, Straight White Men are the lowest of the lower in the social sense.  Utterly replaceable,
utterly indefensible, utterly expendable on the alter of social justice.  

Redshirts, in other words.  John Scalzi seems to be saying that if you don't take a fist full of Blue
Pills every morning and begin your day by obsequiously kissing the world's collective ass, then
you're just a redshirt.  The dude who beams down (usually a Straight White Male named Johnson
or Conway, or Peters or something very White -- Ensign Zuniga usually makes it to the end of the
episode) who ends up getting eaten by the monster or killed by Klingons or blown up by the
reactor explosion or is otherwise . . . expendable.  

And Redshirts don't get any respect.  They barely get a name.  They're there to look strong and
tough and then die gallantly so the rest of the multiethnic pangendered landing party can escape.
 

There's a message there.
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Our Masculine Power Part Three: The Power To Know,
Discover, and Do
May 16, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Our third masculine power is the Power to Know, Discover,  and Do.  The Sage Power.

This Masculine Power is the cornerstone of every civilization.  Men have a talent for learning things,
knowing things, organizing, recording, and using that knowledge productively in a way that is
uniquely masculine.  From the earliest beginnings of tool-using culture, the man who knew how to
make fire, tie knots, and recognize a good game trail when he saw it was highly valued.  But it didn't
stop there.  To our paleolithic forebears the Power to Know was the basis of all magic and
technology.  Before writing, when our ancestors were reliant on oral history for every scrap of their
knowledge base, the Power to Know was, quite literally, the basis for our entire culture.

Without a way of permanently recording the information, for 100,000 years the only way for one
generation to communicate to the next generation was to preserve it within the minds and memories
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of the elders of the tribe (men and women).  If invaders came through, killed off the elderly after they
disposed of the warriors, then the women and children who remained would be utterly bereft from
their history and knowledge base.

Old men and women, in tribal cultures, are highly valued because of their experience and their skills,
but most of all they are valued because they are living storehouses of culture -- myths, legends, folk
wisdom, practical advice.  And it was a survival skill: the more a man could cram into his skull, the
more likelihood his descendants would keep him around after his teeth fell out and his accumulated
wounds and age kept him from being a productive hunter.  The Man Who Knows is one who has a
special talent for acquiring, gathering, and organizing knowledge in a way that is both practical and
elegant.

From that need to know and do came the basis of writing, the greatest piece of magic to arise since
human speech and the use of fire.  Writing, originally designed to track supplies or trade, or to
communicate with the gods, or to other learned men, was the first way that discrete information was
able to be transmitted between the generations -- and stored independent of a human brain.

More, it allowed men to talk to each other over long distances, their exact words unfiltered by a
messenger.  Indeed, a messenger could well be wholly ignorant of the message he carried.  Such
magic was profoundly impressive to the mind of our tribal ancestors, so profound that its origin is
usually ascribed to the gods.  The utility and usefulness of literacy was so important that in every
culture in which writing arose, knowledge of the written word became the hallmark of the Sage.
 And from literacy, all history and culture flow.

At the root of this Power is a man's innate curiosity about the Universe coupled with the knowledge
that he can affect that same Universe in some useful ways.  To Know and to Do, in other words.
 Whether the issue was hunting, building shelter, reading the stars, butchering an animal, managing a
wife and family household, understanding the ways of wildlife and plants, or knowing the minds of
the gods, Man has a talent for collecting and using information that is inherently admirable.  Further,
the more a man knows and the more he knows how to apply what he knows, the more high
value he is, in any society.
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The masculine icon I've chosen for this particular Power is that of Sherlock Holmes.  The fictional
detective invented by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle epitomizes all of the grand aspects of this Power.

Holmes was brilliant, of course, but he was also unarguably masculine.  From his height
(complimented by the iconic Deerstalker hat) and his predilection for smoking a pipe alone Sir Arthur
Conan Doyle's famous consulting detective was the master of Knowledge in a particularly powerful
Victorian way.  Not only was he well-educated in the classical sense, he was also steeped in the
emerging Scientific Revolution (and the nascent science of Criminology), as well as being the
possessor of a huge amount of seemingly inconsequential minutia that, when coupled with deductive
logic and keen observation, seem to give Holmes the appearance of super powers.

That is how it should be, and how it usually is.  The Sage is the
Wizard, the Magician, the Scientist, the Philosopher, the Sophist.  He is the man who can put his
passions aside and focus on the pure acquisition of knowledge and its application, often to the
exclusion of all-else.  In the extremes this can lead to the "absent-minded professor" or the
"befuddled scholar", a man so filled with facts and education that his ability to apply those things
constructively is affected.  At the other end are the "Mad Scientist" and "Evil Sorcerer" stereotypes,
where knowledge and power combine into a twisted version of the Man Who Knows.  Ideally, the
Man Who Knows uses his great knowledge to help his fellow man and society at large, but for every
Holmes there's a Moriarty -- something the Sage knows all too well.

There's a sense of cool aloofness in the Man Who Knows.  He has a pure confidence that even the
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reactionary Warrior or the order-obsessed Captain does not, and an assuredness that borders on
cockiness.  The combination, even when the subject actively disdains female companionship, attracts
women like tuna draws cats.  Placing his mind (and therefore his soul) out of reach of mere mortal
woman and into the realm of pure Knowledge makes the Sage as utterly unobtainable as he
is irresistible.  His dedication to a higher purpose and his attention to something other than the "base
and lustful" nature of sexuality gives him an allure to females that even awkward appearance and
mannerisms don't deter.  Indeed, sometimes the odd appearance or nature of the Sage actually adds to
his allure to these women.

Sherlock Holmes has attracted feminine attention since the stories were first published, so attracted to
Holmes' intelligence and calm, confident demeanor where the women who read them (despite the
description of his scarecrow-like appearance).  His modern spiritual descendants, Mr. Spock and Mr.
Data, have likewise attracted large female followings, and likewise have highly unusual appearances.
 Sheldon Cooper on The Big Bang Theory, epitomizes the modern Man Who Knows, to the extent
that his knowledge interferes with his ability to function socially in his world.  That is a hallmark of
the Sage. Yet it does not detract from him attracting a certain kind of female, often one with similarly
powerful intellect (although usually lacking in the dedication that male Sages display, much to the
dismay of their penises.)

The masculine allure of the man who Knows -- and Knows How To -- is powerful.  Yet it is his
willingness to place his vocation and study above the comforts of female company that adds to this
allure the most.  To women, the Man Who Knows is attractive in part because of his unwillingness to
grant his attention to women and sex over his work.  Their frustration of not being able to capture his
attention is often a key to why the geeky, brainy types often have very dedicated female admirers
from afar.
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If the power to Order belongs to the Captain and the power to
Destroy and Defend belongs to the Warrior (the "jock"), then the power to Know belongs to the Sage
(that is . . . the Nerd).  In ways that most women cannot imagine, Men have a capacity to immerse
themselves in the study of just about anything, or master the intricacies of just about any tool, that
effectively shuts out the rest of the world.  Men obsess about knowing stuff -- car stuff, sports stats,
natural history, politics, religion, history, literature, cultural affairs, music, and large blocks of
specialized minutia that confound the power of femininity to appreciate.

Women don't need to know what to successfully compete in their Matrix, they need to know who.
 But the power of knowledge to men is far more dramatic than the power of knowing who is doing
what to whom among the FSM.  Nor is it all a matter of education and upbringing.  I've known dudes
I swear weren't bright enough to tie their own shoes lecture me at length about the technical details of
stock car racing or the statistics involved in baseball or the technical efficiency of a precision-made
firearm.  When a man has an interest, a curiosity in a subject, he will frequently transcend his
own boundaries in fulfilling his need to Know.

In fact, to a lot of women, a man's desire to "master" any obscure subject appears to be unproductive
and unuseful . . . until it is productive and useful.  If you're a motorhead who knows more about the
internal combustion engine than is truly healthy, to her you're a hobby-obsessed man who likes to pay
far too much attention to oil viscosities and torque and other useless shit and not nearly
enough attention to her.

Until her car breaks down on the side of the road and he
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manages to fix it without calling a tow truck.  Then she thinks he's a fucking genius.

The Sage's knowledge may be specific and obscure or general and useful.  But it is nearly always a
product of his passion and his desire to understand.  That, too, is one of the things females find
alluring about the Man Who Knows: he is deeply passionate . . . just not usually about pussy.

In a lot of ways, however, Game in general is the invention of the Men Who Know.  Game is applied
psychology and social management with a strong emphasis on gender and hormones and
subconscious responses.  Game is what happens when a bunch of really smart nerds started applying
the Power to Know and Do to the problem of modern mating.  It is the accumulated wisdom and
knowledge based on the experience and observations of hundreds of Men Who Know.  And its
continual refinement within the greater Manosphere can be seen as a dramatic application of focused
attention on this subject by thousands of interested sages.  When the power of knowledge is applied
to anything, you can respect results . . . even if the thing is something as murky and mysterious as
female sexuality.

The Sages invented Reason, and Science, and Literacy, Literature, Architecture, Mathematics, and all
the intellectual underpinnings of our civilization.  The passion of these ancient men to understand
their mysterious universe provided the foundation upon which each successive generation has built.
 Their desire to improve the lives of their people through the judicious use of the secrets of Nature
was noteworthy, even when they fell short of the mark.

The Sage power is the power to solve problems, sometimes far outside of one's sphere of expertise.
 So many impressive advances in science and technology have been made by collaborations between
disciplines, each eager to add their knowledge to reach greater understanding - or just to solve the
problem at hand.  If you have the time and inclination, go watch the old James Burke PBS series
Connections to see just how damn clever menfolk can be, when there's a problem that needs a
solution.

But you don't have to be Einstein or Pascal to use the power of the Sage.  Indeed, we are called upon
to use this power every day, whether we understand it as such or not.  From knowing how often to
check your oil to the name of the star closest to the Sun to which route gets you home the fastest after
work are all products of this incredible power.  Within its sphere are also the abilities to use tools,
change the environment around you, and plan for the future. Simple things, from where we stand in
our civilization now, but for a hundred thousand years the masculine power to acquire knowledge and
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wisdom -- combined with the Captain's power to record and order that knowledge in a useful form --
was the hallmark of the widely-respected Sage.

Because the Power to Know isn't just about how much data you can cram into your brainpan, it's
about how you apply it to your best effect.  Indeed, despite the stereotype of the professor's brain
stuffed with useless minutia, the point of the power is its utility and usefulness to your everyday
life.  The Power to Know isn't just about knowledge, it's about wisdom.  Doing the right thing
at the right time.

You know this dude: he probably doesn't look like much, but if there's a mechanical issue, he
magically produces a screwdriver and can use it to devastating effect -- I know men who would
forget their wallet before their screwdriver.  Or the dude who always has a pocketknife.  Or a
flashlight.  Toolbox in the trunk.   Simple, useful things that those cursed with a low Sage ability
don't think about until the situation is at hand.  The wisdom of the Sage power instructs in the art of
planning and contingency.  And that includes preparedness, based on the knowledge that sometimes
Shit Happens.  If the practical side of the Sage has a motto, it's the Boy Scouts': "Be Prepared"!

Implicit within this power is your ability to prepare and execute wonders to delight and gratify your
friends and family -- particularly your wife and kids, if you got 'em.  All too often a husband or LT
boyfriend forgets the need to launch pleasant surprises or how powerful they can be in his
relationship.  But that's one of the functions of the Sage.  If the power of the Sage isn't being used to
make anyone's life better, then it is a wasted power.  And one way you can help leverage this power
into regular, productive DHVs is to promote the illusion that you have an almost-mystical
power to have or know or do the right thing at the right place at the right time.  From solving
problems to providing comfort to protecting your family, the Sage power is at its most effective when
no one realizes you are using it until you're ready.

Here's an example: I get up and take the kids to school every morning, and since the three of them go
to two different schools at two different times, with two different sets of breakfast, lunch, and snack
requirements, it doesn't take much to throw off the routine -- even a few moments delay can cause a
tardy, or inspire one of my kids to forget something vitally important.  So I've cobbled together a
little Daddy Morning Survival Kit. The exact nature and composition of the kit has changed over the
years, but its utility has not.

I keep a box of granola bars, a couple of boxes of raisins, at least a few juice pouches, a first-aid kit, a
brush, hair rubber bands, cash for lunch money, a couple of blank checks for last-minute school
expenses, a calculator, pencils,  pens for signing things, post-it notes for messages to teachers or
reminders, crayons, a bottle of water, pair of sox, umbrella, etc.  Countless times in the last several
years this kit has saved my ass when my youngest, for example, reveals that this is the last day to pay
for a fieldtrip he swore he told me about three weeks ago.  Or my daughter "forgets" to brush her hair
and put it in a ponytail.  Or my oldest son "forgets" that he has gym today and needs socks.  I reach
my hand into the Kit, and problem is solved.
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Those are every-day things, but instructive.  Suddenly producing a coveted prize unexpectedly -- like
my Dad appearing with an air-conditioner out of nowhere one summer in the south in the 70s, or me
producing a bag of dark chocolate for Mrs. Ironwood in a moment of need, because I had the
foresight to do so -- are one good way to use the power to surprise and delight.  Suddenly
demonstrating a facility long-practiced in secret, like playing the guitar or singing Karaoke or
building a garden wall are all good examples of wonder-making.  The more elaborate the plan and the
more smoothly it runs, the more you look like a fucking genius.

Every power has a dark side, and the Sage power is no different.  Basically, the flip side of the Sage
is the know-it-all asshole, that dude no one can stand to be around when the conversation turns to a
particular topic: sports, sex, politics, religion, the usual.  The temptation to show off what you know
is great, when you have a good dose of Sage.  After all, how else can you validate your knowledge if
everyone else doesn't know you know it?  But by resisting the urge you can often find yourself in a
more dominant position.

When you flirt with the Dark Side of the Sage, you often don't hesitate to whip your intellectual dick
out and smack it on the table -- and there are some venues where this is, indeed, quite appropriate.
 But it also has the possibility to get you into trouble, or in a competition for dominance that you have
little hope of winning -- unless your Sage is just that bad-ass.  Remember, the guy who is still alive at
the end of the Kung-Fu movie is rarely the braggart -- it's usually the quiet, cocky guy who spent all
of his free time training instead of bragging about what a bad-ass he is.  The temptation to show off
your brainy goodness should be checked except in the rarest of circumstances.  In fact, the men I
know who have the Sage power in the greatest abundance are also those who demonstrate it so
sparingly and subtly that they seem to get shit done without actually doing anything.

Another example: my dad, Papa Ironwood, is a former Scoutmaster still involved with his troop.  On
a recent camping trip in which he'd come out for the day, one of the younger Assistant Scoutmasters
was fretting about the camp, giving orders, and generally disturbing more than leading.  A particular
issue for him was a large puddle in the path to and from the camp, which he proposed to my dad to
fix with a large work party later in the afternoon.

Papa Ironwood thought that was an inefficient use of resources, not to mention a beautiful spring day.
 There was a steady flow of boys back and forth through the spot, so Papa counseled the younger
leader to watch.  As a boy would come by, Papa would casually ask him to grab a bit of deadfall from
the surrounding woods -- just a piece -- and drop it into the puddle.  In about ten minutes six boys had
walked by, and each had added another piece of wood to the puddle, until (about the time he finished
his cigarette) you could walk across the wood without getting your feet wet.
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"See?" Papa Ironwood told him, afterwards, "I filled that hole up
all by myself.  And I didn't even get my hands dirty.  And it beat trying to get everyone organized for
a work project for something so small.  Let's go fishing instead."

My dad used the Power of the Sage to break down the job, invite a little, reasonable help from each
boy, and therefore split up the work into such small pieces no one minded doing their part -- and the
puddle got filled.  That kind of Sage power actually has an ancient name: wu wei, the Chinese word
that translates roughly into "action through inaction".  It's a major principal of Taoist philosophy and
practice, and I've seen it in action (or, more appropriately, inaction) repeatedly.  It reflects a particular
aspect of the male paradigm of the Sage, the power to accomplish the most with the least effort.  Papa
Ironwood calls this "productive laziness", but it's essentially Taoist wu wei.

Not sold on the concept?  Consider the machine you're reading this on -- it's the product of tens of
thousands of Sages, whose collective knowledge brought to life one of the most remarkable
inventions of the 20th century, the computer.  The computer was invented over 60 years ago,
remember -- UNIVAC and ENIAC, the building-sized banks of vacuum tubes were crunching
numbers by the dozens-per-second back in the 1950s.  When you consider how those massive
dinosaurs begat the svelte little device you're probably using to read this, you can kind of see the
Western version of wu wei in action, a process called ephemeralization.
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That term was coined by the greatest Sage of the 20th
century, R. Buckminster Fuller, to describe a phenomenon implicit in human civilization, the great
need to do more work with less effort, to use less resources more efficiently.  Bucky Fuller was a
naval architect genius in the mid 20th century who made it his life's mission to make every man's life
better through the power of his big bulging brain.

Kind of the anti-Evil Scientist, Bucky pulled one brilliant invention after another out of his head.
 Some remain obscure prototypes, like the Dymaxion Car and the Dymaxion House.  Some were so
ridiculously useful that they were repressed, like the complete bathroom Bucky designed that could
be stamped out of one large piece of stainless steel at a tiny fraction of the cost of a traditional
bathroom.  Some of these are ubiquitous today, like the octet truss (which you have probably never
heard about) and the geodesic dome (which you have -- and which is mathematically the best way
to structurally enclose the maximum amount of area with the least amount of materials).  Both were
ways to get the most bang for the buck.  In fact, the geodesic structure was so elegant that when a
similarly-structured molecule of carbon (C60) was discovered, it was named Buckminsterfullerene in
tribute.

Octet Truss Patent

Ephemeralization was a great boon for the industrial economy.  After WWII, when standardized parts
and assembly lines allowed economies of scale to produce far more goods at a far cheaper per-unit
cost, any way to tighten up the efficiency of the process meant dollars in someone's pocket.  The
nascent aircraft industry, focused on creating bigger planes with the lightest materials possible,
helped drive the movement towards ephemeralization, and the Space Program put the cherry on top.
 By 1975, only 25 years or so after the first computational monstrosities awoke in the Northeast, the
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first integrated chips capable of producing an equivalent number of calculations-per-second were in
use.  In a mere quarter decade, thanks to the requirements of the aviation and space industries, the
resources and energy required to do the same amount of work had shrunk dramatically, to the size of
a postage stamp.

Bucky's Bathroom - designed to be pressed
from a single sheet of stainless steel and

 costing a fraction of a ceramic bathroom.

Ephemeralization is how you do more with less, and then do even more with even less, and so on.  It
is the impetus behind computerization, compact cars, and jumbo jets.  It is the hallmark of the Sage
power.  Through its robust application modern civilization has managed to support -- in reasonable
comfort and security -- a far larger population than our ancestors ever thought we would.  It is using
wu wei on an industrial scale, providing more abundant resources with less effort and energy.

Geodesic Dome
It's easy to overlook the Sage as a masculine power archetype, particularly in the Game community,
because it just doesn't get you laid the way the Warrior or the Captain or the Lover does.  Yet it is the
ability to observe, to plan, to theorize, and to test (the Scientific Principal, in other words) that allows
us to combine the cool order of the Captain with the passion of the Warrior and the empathy of the
Lover to formulate Game strategies, Single or Married.  Without the Sage, we are simpletons, lusting
brutes who don't think much beyond our next meal and our next screw, and who have very little idea
how to achieve either.  With the Sage -- particularly today -- this potent aspect of masculinity can
catapult the Sage-heavy dude into wealth and prosperity through education, technical knowledge, and
willingness to pursue an intellectual theory to its conclusion.

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-Ek7fde_aHUA/T7PIKwGV4lI/AAAAAAAAA2o/-Qvp_uO7J7M/s1600/Buckminster_Fuller_dymax_bathrm_bl.2.jpg
http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-3txw7WiITTI/T7PIoU1xkQI/AAAAAAAAA24/yAQoYudp5FE/s1600/Buckminster_Fuller_geo_dome.1.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 172 of 1013

Dymaxion House
Most Efficient Living Structure For
The Lowest Price Known To Man

Cultivating the Sage is difficult -- to some, more difficult than working out regularly.  But once you
understand that the essence of the power isn't just 'knowing', but also 'doing', the figure of the Sage
becomes far more approachable for some men.  The allure of the Sage to women cannot be denied,
but neither can it stand on its own.  It must be supported, cultivated, and attended to with the care of a
gardener for his garden.  The Sage can lead to wealth and power -- always attractive to women -- but
it can also find a place where wealth and power are meaningless compared to true happiness.  And for
the Sage, that happiness lies in the acquisition and ordering of knowledge.

NEXT: THE LOVER
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Of Gynocentrism and Genocide
May 18, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Some people wonder why I do this – and formulate all sorts of wrong-headed, misinformed opinions
about the subject.  My motivations are actually fairly simple: I’m a father in the 21st century, trying to
protect and prosper for his family.  Because I’m a word nerd, I try to influence the culture around me
in a way I find beneficial to that end.  That’s it.  That’s my whole secret plan: to make the world a
better place for my children.  According to what I see as “better”.

Now some might see this as temerity, the arrogance of yet-another Straight White Male ™ railing
against his declining social and financial importance and trying to turn back the inevitable march of
Progress.  Nothing could be further from the truth.  In many ways, I remain a Progressive, politically:
that is, I think like a Progressive when it comes to doing the most good for the most people, when it
comes to the environment and global climate change, when it comes to basic human rights for all –
including the right to marry and control one’s own reproductive freedom.  I'm pro-Civil Rights.  I'm
pro-Gay Rights.  I’m pro-Choice. 

But I’m also pro-Second Amendment.  And pro-First Amendment.  Pretty big fan of most of the
others, to the point where I once was an active Libertarian, until I got sick of the whiny anti-tax
stance of many of the other Libertarians.  Those things alone get me branded as “conservative” by
some of my Progressive friends.  My “liberal” social attitudes get me dismissed by my conservative
friends.  I’ve listened extensively to both Rush Limbaugh and NPR.  I’m comfortable with neither the
liberal or the conservative label, and usually take shelter as an “independent” and vote on the basis of
the candidate.  My politics follow my own consistent internal logic, and I rarely see fit to explain
them to others.

But when it comes to this blog, and some of my other efforts, I can pinpoint precisely where my
strong counter-feminism stance comes from. 

You see, I have two young, vibrant, highly intelligent boys, and a similarly brilliant and robust
daughter.  I’m not worried about my daughter.  She’ll do fine in the coming century, the way that
things have shaken out for girls of her generation.  But my boys . . . I’m preparing them for the
struggle ahead to the best of my ability, like any good father, but it’s hard to prepare them for
something like this:

“…What I do have is an ongoing intolerable experience that this life I and other women live
is blighted by male oppression, and that this blight diseases the trunk of our species’
existence, not just the branches, not just the leaves. Every moment of our existence, this
blight injures us. It kills our spirits, ruins our bodies, destroys our happiness, twists our
children.”

Of course, half of those children are MALE, but she doesn’t dwell on that unpleasant truth.  Later on,
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she continues:

“As Sheila Jeffreys has put it, and I think we all agree, it has to start with this: there is
something wrong with men. It is a pathology with both physical and psychological features.
I personally think it is as old as our evolution as hominids. I think it’s a biological
adaptation which is now rotten, dangerous, and vestigial. I think we have to force the
scientific establishment to take a clear look at this colossal sick old mammoth taking up all
the space in the living room, and make it stop distracting itself with sexy cosmologies and
particle accelerators. I don’t quite have a name for this pathology. Let’s give it a real name
together.”

The “pathology” that the author Vilet Tiptree speaks of is pretty much anything with an XY
chromosome: Men, in other words.  Not Straight White Men ™, not the Patriarchy, but the “System”
run by . . . men.  ALL men.  

This one little radfem paragraph is calling for no less than the soft genocide of half of the human
race.  That includes my boys.

That’s a problem for me.

Take a look at the same paragraph, slightly altered, and see how it strikes you:

As Sheila Jeffreys has put it, and I think we all agree, it has to start with this: there is
something wrong with Jews. It is a pathology with both physical and psychological features.
I personally think it is as old as our evolution as hominids. I think it’s a biological
adaptation which is now rotten, dangerous, and vestigial. I think we have to force the
scientific establishment to take a clear look at this colossal sick old mammoth taking up all
the space in the living room, and make it stop distracting itself with sexy cosmologies and
particle accelerators. I don’t quite have a name for this pathology. Let’s give it a real name
together.

Let me be clear, the author didn’t say “Jews”, she said “Men” . . . so it’s okay.  In fact, substitute any
other group in place of “Men” and what you are looking at is something more apt for a sinister
eugenics program than the “ideology of equality” known as feminism – but there it is. 

Now, “mainstream” feminists argue that the radfems are extremists, theoreticians providing valuable
perspective from the margins of the movement.  That they are moved by great political passion, and
their outrageous positions are born of necessity, the inevitable result of centuries of institutional male
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oppression and female suffering.  Radfems of the 1970s and 1980s like Dworkin and McKinnon, who
famously condemned all heterosexual sex as “rape”, were among the first to use their influence
within the Feminist Female Social Matrix to heat up the war on masculinity. 

The attacks against male sexuality were transformed, over the years, into attacks on men in general,
and eventually evolved into genocidal screeds like the above.  When you start calling into question
the necessity of the existance of half of the human race and start agitating for its eventual extinction,
regardless of whether you are leading your movement or are on the fringes you have tainted any other
possible argument you could make.  And any movement that does not do its best to separate itself
from such vileness and reproach the authors has to be called into question as well.

Sure, the radfems are a bunch of crackpots – who takes them seriously?  Well, a lot of feminists do. 
This is misandry at the most fundamental level, a hatred for men that stretches the term
“pathological” as inadequate.  Yet this radfem and her spiritual sisters are a respected voice within
the greater feminist community, and are eagerly looking forward to participating in the upcoming
gathering of feminists that has sprungas an outgrowth of the Occupy movement.  The “fringe” of
feminism is going to do its best to push for an even harsher war against masculinity and men – I can’t
see them softening their tone – and as we have learned, in the Female Social Matrix, controlling the
conversation is tantamount to controlling the Matrix.

The only good thing about this level of pure hatred is that it keeps shooting itself in the foot over
and over again, tripped up by the rules of the very Matrix it tacitly tries to control.  Radical
feminism’s own ideology is also it’s biggest hobble towards effective action.  Why?  Because
feminism (especially after it’s adoption of key Marxist principals – you remember Marxism, don’t
you?  Founded on the latest bleeding edge scientific principals . . . of the 19th century?)  is committed
to non-heirarchical organizational structures.  Consider this strong push in the movement, the
adoption of the “progressive stack” method of organization:

"We urge that the Assembly recognize the concept of stepping back: that dominant voices
and identities recognize privilege and power in the room and in themselves, and 'step back'
from monopolizing a conversation in the interest of hearing a diversity of voices and
experiences on the topic. We are not here to reproduce the same monopolization of voice
and power as the '1%', we are here to diversify spaces for radical inclusion, and to name
centuries of privilege and exploitation of particular demographics of the population,
including but not limited to: women, people of colour, members of the LGBTQ populations,
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non-status individuals, differently-abled persons, the very young and the very old...all these
voices are regularly marginalised in our societies. In devising alternate modes of being and
redistribution of power in the world, it is our duty and responsibility to listen and learn from
prioritising these voices that are traditionally and systemically silenced in our dominant
culture. Let us be accountable to our own declarations of values – let us put these principles
into practice in order to devise alternate ways of being in the world."

In other words, all of those who show any shred of leadership are forced to abandon it –officially
– in favor of a chorus of diverse voices.  This is the oft-observed press for “consensus” that is so
valuable to the FSM -- and don't forget that consensus is the absence of leadership.  Those who
have naturally taken leadership positions in their movement and have gotten it to where it is are
pulled down from power in favor of the participation of those on the margins.  This is the system
which is being pushed on to the coming feminist confab.  Of course, the “unofficial” leaders who
emerge in place of the original leaders will have the benefit of an even murkier and less-defined
consensus behind them to lend to their credibility . . . within the Feminist Female Social Matrix.
 Everywhere else?  Not so much.

Which is why I’m not terribly concerned about the vitriol from the Radfems doing more than
moderately influencing the opinions of other feminists, an increasingly divided group, about as much
as Andrew "Dice" Clay influenced the development of masculinity.  You see, in abandoning
“hierarchical power structures” the radfems are essentially abandoning “power”.  By including
everyone’s voice, the possibility for a truly effective consensus on a particular topic is lost in favor of
a bland list of petty issues that will stand as a testament to their commitment to their ideals . . . but
probably not much else.

Because ten thousand years have proven to my satisfaction that “non-hierarchical power
structures” don’t accomplish anything more complicated than a quilting bee.  Oh, there have
been plenty of examples of de-centralized hierarchies accomplishing things such as literacy
programs, health education, and missionary conversions . . . but “non-hierarchical power structures”
are almost an oxymoron.  And they damn sure don’t get anything done.  They just make more people
feel better.  They’re an organized bitchfest, a cathartic therapy session that raises self-esteem and
encourages empowerment . . . and erodes any real potential for powerful action.  What the feminists
and the radfems don’t understand is that the “power” comes from the hierarchy – when
individuals cede a portion of their personal power in the form of submission and obedience
(“submitting to authority” implies imbuing that authority with the power of your willingness to
obey it) they enrich that authority’s ability to Get Shit Done.  Whether the shit they’re doing is
worthy or not is immaterial: the way to establish an effective organization is through hierarchy, not
chaos.
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Hierarchies work.  And over the centuries, they've been refined to be more and more efficient.  From
construction crews to military unitys, hierarchical power structures accomplish things.  Non-
hierarchical structures write a lot of poetry.

In fact, when you look at the great feminist-inspired movements of the past, from Abolition to
Temperance to Suffrage to Woman’s Rights, it was only when large groups of women organized
into male-style hierarchical structures that they accomplished any meaningful change.  That is,
they could not effectively fight against the power of the hierarchy without building a corresponding
hierarchy.  This modern tendancy towards inclusion and consensus and away from hierarchy and
actual power to accomplish anything is doing far, far more to keep the radfems harmless genocidal,
gynocentric nuts on the fringe instead of leaders of castrating legions of angry women.

So when I see bullshit like this, and the recent inclusion of certain Manosphere sites as “hate groups”
by theincreasingly-irrelevent Southern Poverty Law Center, I feel like I can relax – a little – about my
boys’ future.  After all, self-imposed dissarray among the self-declared enemies of your gender is a
good thing.  But the fact that they have any influence at all within the greater feminist movement
more than justifies my vigilence on behalf of my boys.  It also more than justifies my
unwillingness to see feminism, in general, as anything less than a gynocentric, misandrous
attempt to grab power (but with little conception of what power is – and what to do with it), a
culture-wide Shit-Test for our collective masculinity. 

Radical Feminists freely admit that their views are not shared by the majority of feminists, much to
their dismay.  But they do enjoy influence within the movement far out of proportion to their
numbers, thanks to the FSM’s willingness to reward outrageous, attention-getting behavior from its
members with higher Matrix position and influence.  But their presence within the movement is all
the justification any male needs (or any female who has a male in their life they don't want to see sent
to the castration-and-re-education camps) to quit calling himself a feminist, no matter how White
Knighty he is.   Radical Feminism is proud to be an existential threat to all Men and all
masculinity. 

Mainstream feminism proports to be about fairness and equality – those are the first words out of a
feminist’s mouth when they explain the ideology – but if it includes bile like the above, then
counter-feminism and the Manosphere have all the justification it needs to exist in defense of
our gender’s right to exist.  When they start threatening my boys, I’m going to defend my family
just as ardantly as I would if someone threatened my daughter.  It might be all "patriarchy-y" of me,
but I can live with that.
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Alpha Move: Hit The Road, Jack!
May 21, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

There comes a point in every man’s relationship with his woman where the comfortable familiarity
you feel waking up next to the same face every day slowly but inevitably becomes a kind of ennui
that can lead to all sorts of snappish behavior.  That seems counterintuitive: you’d think that the more
time you spend with your lovely lady, the more time you would want to spend with her.  But
somewhere along the way things just get . . . routine.  And if you don’t take care, you can find this
familiarity breeding contempt or worse, a plethora of Shit Tests.

I’ve been over this particular bump in the relationship road more than once, but it took years for me
to realize its origin and nature before I could formulate an effective treatment.  My first few years
with Mrs. Ironwood were the usual hazy cloud of love, infatuation, and novelty sex, so I was
appropriately distracted from the issue of relationship complacency.  But about Year Three, after
most of a long hot summer cohabitating, going to summer classes, and working food service jobs, we
started getting into a long, petty, nasty little rut where we’d seek to out-submit each other for the Blue
Pill prize of boredom. 

Things got hairy enough to consider relationship counseling – but we were young and broke and
uninsured, so we settled for argument and introspection instead.  Cheaper.  Finally, the proto-Mrs.
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Ironwood cornered me after a particularly viscious and pointless spat, ostensibly to continue it, when
she abruptly changed tactics and actually asked me what was wrong.  I thought for the barest of
seconds.

“I need to miss you more, I guess,” was all I could sheepishly say.

That took Mrs. I by surprise, but she took it at face value, too.  Within a few days I had found myself
signed on to a road trip with a bunch of dudes to another state for the purpose of manly indulgence in
masculine things like hitting people with sticks, drinking homebrewed mead and swearing
forsoothly.  It wasn’t more than a long weekend, but when I returned I attacked the future Mrs.
Ironwood with renewed vigor and lustfulness.  Indeed, I just needed to miss her more.  And vice
versa.

There’s an old bluegrass tune I enjoy called “How Can I Miss You If You Won’t Go Away?” and I
like it because it is instructive.  As much as we love the dear object of affection, the woman who
birthed your children and pledged her undying love to you before the gods and her kin, the
woman who would happily take a bullet or cut a bitch on your behalf, that woman whose very
name makes your heart beat faster is also the one who can drive you fucking batshit insane if
you don’t get out of her sphere of influence and remember where your testicles are every now
and then.

As we've lost our grasp on traditional masculinity, thanks to the overthrow of the
Patriarchy, we've also lost some of the noble traditions that kept our revered paternal ancestors from
murdering or otherwise ending their relationships with our revered maternal ancestors.  It is a lost
truth that every adult man needs to renew the well of his masculinity in the company of other
men, preferably in the completion of some quest, contest, or great feat of arms or skill.  In other
words, Grandad knew that sometimes the best way to deal with Grandma was to get the hell out of
Dodge for a few days, kick back with the guys, and bask in the utter lack of feminine presence. 

That didn’t mean (necessarily) that Grandad was getting some homoerotic action on the DL on his
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hunting trips, it just meant that a straight testosterone injection in the form of male fellowship in
the completion of a common goal is oft the best treatment for your wife’s face becoming too
familiar to you.

In ancient times, it was chthonic monsters or evil witches or tyrannical kings that needed slaying.  In
the Middle Ages, dragons, grails, crusades and general errantry were preferred.  In our grandsires’
day it was Theodore Roosevelt-style hunting and fishing trips in the rugged wilderness that haunted
the masculine imagination.  But in our present day and age, this important masculine ritual is
typically fulfilled via the expedient of the great American masculine tradition:

The Road Trip.

That’s right.  Pile in the car with two or more male buddies (strangers can work . . . if you dare . . .),
fill up the tank, load up on beef jerky and diet soda, and drive to some destination of note for a trip of
no less than four days’ duration.  Yes, four days – any less time and you won’t be gone long enough
for her to miss you.  And that’s part of the point, for her to live a couple of days without you up
her butt and to the left. 
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You see, it’s very easy, especially in a cohabitation or marriage situation, for you and your woman to
take each other for granted when it comes to a lot of the daily chores and minutia of living.  Often it’s
a matter of the female becoming dependent on the male for certain chores, and a few days of her
being forced to be self-reliant and miss you is a good way to remind her just how valuable you are in
her life.  And a few nights with no one snoring next to her is sure to inspire some anxious thoughts. 
Inevitably, those late night what-would-I-do-without-him? internal monologues are great ways to
make her think dreadfully without you actually having to employ Dread.

Think about it: women have a deep-seated need to communicate, and they thrive on being able to
give regular updates about their FSM to you on a daily basis.  Being deprived of that is kind of
like suddenly being deprived of the freedom to masturbate, for a dude.  You start to get backed
up.  When you keep her from being able to give you updated reports, it makes her reflect more
powerfully on your role in her life.

(Or your absence provides a perfect opportunity for her to cheat on you . . . as well as a perfect
opportunity for your recently-hired private investigator to follow her around and catch her cheating
on you, if you’re at that stage of the relationship.)

But the real point of the Road Trip isn’t about your relationship with her, although that is the
beneficiary.  No, the point is about your relationship with yourself, and your own sense of
masculinity.
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As has been said here and elsewhere often before, Girls Become Women Naturally, Boys Must Be
Made Into Men By Other Men, reflecting the importance of male mentorship in the maturing
process that turns an adolescent male into a functioning adult Man.  Women enjoy a biological edge
to their maturity, and apart from the occasional hint about how to get blood stains out of an all-white
sofa, a woman’s body largely takes care of providing her with what she needs to become a full-
fledged, reproducible adult.

For dudes, however, that process is far from automatic, and usually a culture has developed an entire
suite of rituals and customs to usher the boys of the tribe into manhood.  But what is rarely
discussed is the importance of being able to regularly renew that sense of primal masculinity,
either through challenge and introspection or through competition and camaraderie with your
fellow men.  Men, as a rule, borrow each others’ masculine power the way women borrow each
others’ purses.  If  we don’t have a chance to wallow in testosterone with our buds every now and
again, we get wimpy and start watching Dancing With The Stars even when our wives aren't around.

There are many essential elements to a ball-busting cross country hellride: a working vehicle
(recommended) at least two fellow men around your own age, a pocket full of gas money, and a
destination.  Discussion of all pertinent Manosphere topics are fair game, with no lasting blame
or recrimination being levied for voicing unusual ideas (unless it’s just too good to pass up, like
the way Dennis has a thing for girls with little boobs), and with the tacit understanding that No
One Talks About Fight Club.  What happens in the car, in other words, stays in the car.

The discretion involved in an all-male roadtrip is one of the foundations of the Bro Code.  If Steve
talks about how he felt up his cousin once, then it stays there – you don’t want your buddies’ deepest,
darkest secrets to become fodder for the FSM -- that's the clinical definition of "the wrong hands". 
No one likes a gossipy dude, and betraying male trust at that level is hard to forgive and forget.

This includes any lengthy discussion about sex, women, sex with women, women with whom we’d
like to have sex, and sex with that one chick that one time.  It also covers any women you see, meet,
or flirt with.  All such discussions are protected. 
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Alcohol is often involved in these endeavors, as are drugs of various sorts.  See: The Hangover.  Your
Masculine Cone of Silence extends to this area.  NOTE: You should without fail do your best to
AVOID INCARCERATION when it comes to a Road Trip, as this just eats into Fun Time, and has a
tendency to turn Beer Money into Bail Money, and that’s just not very much fun.  (Bright side: you
might get the opportunity to live out that homoerotic“gang raped in prison” fantasy on your
bucket list).  

But even the talking and drinking aren’t the important parts of this Alpha Move.  The important
parts revolve around how you, yourself, reclaim your masculinity.  That starts with distancing
yourself from your relationship.  This is hard, particularly if your friends all refer to you and your
wife by a collective name.  But if you cannot establish and protect your own individual identity from
your wife if you don’t go out and be your own man for a change.  And if you don’t remind yourself
how to be your own man . . . you won’t be.

The temptation to invite your honey along on your adventure is great, but you should resist.  Sure,
having theoretical access to your favorite ladyparts is a great idea, but the whole point of this
endeavor is to give yourself some perspective and an unmitigated  dip in the testosterone tank.
 Hell, don't even call her more than once a day, and don't text, either, if you can possibly help it.  It’s
not just whether or not you can manage to feed, bathe, and clothe yourself properly without her
assistance, it’s about how you carry yourself around strangers, how you behave when you meet
new women, how you act when no one around you knows jack shit about you but what you tell
them. 

It’s an opportunity for soul-stretching adventure, for
testing yourself and your limitations, for redefining who you are and what that means.  It’s about how
you have to sometimes rely on unreliable people to finish what you started, and how to go about

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-uzsz4caru7I/T7qJI8lG_zI/AAAAAAAAA44/DrqvHSMr4gA/s1600/187552-06_ad_slide.png
http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-I_RHp7K42EY/T7qIoLA6qYI/AAAAAAAAA4w/ukY5waZGjO8/s1600/16pix.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 184 of 1013

doing that.  It’s putting yourself in a controlled crisis situation and watching yourself react and
perform.  It's a reminder of those tests-of-manhood you endured in your youth . . . and why they
were so important then.  Surprise surprise, they're still pretty important.

I’m not saying you have to go running with the bulls, diving the rift, or run some crazy cross-country
rally race – but a road trip with a bunch of dudes is a unique and vital way of feeding the masculine
soul, and one that is incredibly fulfilling, even when the trip just sucks.

And of course, when you do return, don’t screw around with any “So how was your trip, honey?”
bullshit. 

You walk in the door, you start taking off your clothes and bellowing for your woman.  If she isn’t
utterly happy to see you, and eagerly looking forward to the trip to PoundTown you’re about to give
her . . . well, maybe she needs a couple more days to miss you more.
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You Bet On The Horse, Not The Race
May 28, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Was hanging out at Athol's post, Could Have, Should Have, Would Have, Didn't, and as usual I
shot my mouth off in a copius manner.  Since I'm recovering from a severe intestinal issue (don't
worry, all the juicy details in a future post!  You wouldn't want to miss an update of my bowels, now,
would you?) and don't feel like putting together my usual insightful, original, and arguably brilliant
posts, I figured I'd recycle the comment.  It stands pretty well as a post, I think.  So go read the
original piece at Athol's, if you wish, and come back.  I'll wait.

I’m going to skip over all of the golddigger BS and come to a more important and perhaps pertinent
point in Athol’s sagacious post. As part of your due diligence before proposing, regardless of
whether you’re male or female it’s important to remember that you are betting on the horse,
not the race. That is, you are committing to share your life and your fortune with another person, not
investing yourself in their performance in one particular role.

An important question to ask yourself about your spouse, if morbid, is whether or not you think that
they could support themselves deprived of their primary means of doing so. If you married a famous
pianist, for instance, is he the type of dude who could segue into something else if his hands were
maimed in a freak manicure accident? If your prospective wife is a first-rate accountant, are you
confident in her ability to make a living doing something else if suddenly she were deprived of the
ability to do math?
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The importance of this point is outlined in Athol's post: Athol and Jennifer hit a major career bump,
in which they had to regroup, re-plot their course, and re-commit to it. Had either one of them been
married to the job-title or the earning potential, then that short shock may well have put an end to the
marriage (as it has to many folks). Since they were committed to the family first and foremost, not
the career, when a career avenue dried up it was painful but possible to marshal their resources and
— together — plan a way out. It’s one of the hardest things to do in a marriage, when everything you
do is so critical to the health, safety, and welfare of others, but granting your spouse the room to fail
(or at least dealing with their failure if it occurs without summarily judging and rejecting them) is part
of the high art of marriage.

My first big marketing gig on my own concerned a large piece of heavy construction equipment and a
very, very narrow market. I didn’t know the first thing about marketing heavy construction
equipment. But I waded into it and I gave it my all for six months . . . until the client fired me and I
lost a very lucrative contract. I was devastated. My first foray into Big Time Marketing . . . failed.
Mrs. Ironwood (still in college) never blinked — she hadn’t married a marketing mogul, she’d
married Ian Ironwood, and she had every faith in my ability to learn from my mistakes and persevere.
And plenty of reproductively active years ahead of her to ditch my sorry ass and find a replacement if
I didn’t get my act together.

The combination of unlimited support with reasonable accountability and high expectation on both of
our parts has gotten us through economically harsh conditions, grueling employment, and sudden and
unexpected changes in job situations. If either one of us had to quit and change careers tomorrow, I
have no doubt that we’d be successful again in short order in our new jobs — because we bet on the
horse, not the race. The horse isn’t going to win every race. But if it’s a good horse, it will win
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enough races — and the right races. But you don’t beat the horse for losing a single race, and you
don’t sell the horse as long as it’s still trying to win races. In fact, you might have to work with it a bit
to get it back into shape. But if it’s a good enough horse, then in the long run it will pay off.
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Masculinity As Pathology . . . AGAIN.
May 30, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Caught a nice post over at In Mala Fide today riffing on the latest CNN article by Psychologist Dr.
Philip Zimbardo.  You may remember him as the professor emeritus at Stanford University who is
world-renowned for his 1971 research, the Stanford Prison Experiment.  You remember, right?   The
one where the students were divided up into prisoners and prison guards and then observed?  

Now he's talking about boys.  And Guys.  And Men, and why we're all so horribly addicted to
internet porn and video games that we don't realize the wonderful life that the Feminist Utopia
promises for us, just outside our electronic kill-zones.  It doesn't occur to the researchers that perhaps
there is a simpler explanation than "videogame and porn addiction" for today's disaffected
masculinity.

Mostly, we're just kinda pissed off.

The calls for guys to “Man Up” have been coming on louder, more frequently, and from a lot more
diverse quarters in the last decade.  And they've been met throughout the Manosphere with scorn and
derision.  From Christian fundamentalists urging their men to take a more traditionally-biblically-
oriented approach to manhood (one not involving, it is assumed, multiple wives and herds of sheep),
to feminists lambasting the perceived shortcomings of the modern man, to quasi-government
programs encouraging more active fathering.  The cry for dudes to grow up, get better jobs, and
aspire to be more than a Workoholics fan site is getting louder and louder.

But . . . really, why the hell should they?

The culprit for their “pathology” is the Demon Internet, in which porn and beautifully-rendered
violent video games allegedly produce a siren’s song of captivation that the poor, unfortunate male
just doesn’t have the mental capacity to slip away from. 
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Of course, no one asks them why they spend all of their free time in idle amusements.  They are
willing to study the subject, and make up all sorts of cool-sounding terms for the “pathology”. 
Looking at how boys are "messed up" by violent videogames, compared to girls, for instance, or how
boys prefer a quick twenty-minute porn-and-whacking session to a hundred-dollar date with an
entitlement princess who is already looking for how she can "improve" on you might seem like an
unusual poll question, but I imagine they would have been more insightful.  But it's really a no-
brainer, when you think for more than a second.  It’s one of those classic“Why on earth do women
use twice as much toilet paper as men?” stupid questions.  

The Internet isn’t compelling them from pursuing “real life”.  At most it impels. The Internet is
merely providing a haven that allows the disaffected males of the West a place to hang out and
have fun.    The fact is, "real life" for boys and men these days is so far removed from traditional
fonts of masculinity, not to mention traditional masculine incentives, that there just isn't really much
interest in putting so much energy into something that is ultimately going to feel like such a sucking
chest wound to the male in question.  Easier to load up on pizza and hack and slash for another 12
hours.

But that’s not what the experts want to hear.  They want to believe that there is something Wrong
With Men, because that’s been the politically favored way to approach the problem for the last forty
years.  If men aren’t doing what they are a supposed to (whatever it is they are supposed to do) then
the problem naturally begins and maintains itself through them, not because of the forces of greater
society or (gasp!) the actions of women in aggregate. 

The irony of this should not be lost on anyone.  After persuading our civil society that violence and
aggression were universally toxic things to be universally despised since the end of WWII, after
convincing us that all masculine endeavors were automatically Oppressive Colonial Racist Sexist
Imperialistic attempts to gain Control over Everyone Else, and how we should Ashamed of our
Power and Masculinity . . . well, there just isn’t much left for us, is there?  The forces of academia
and public policy have systematically undermined any real incentive a guy has to “evolve” out of
guydom, get some ambition and “Man Up”.  So they just aren't.  The Puerarchy isn’t stupid –
crude, obnoxious, subversive, and self-serving, but it isn’t stupid.  “Manning Up”, to a dude in his
20s, is as close to a ticket to hell as he could ask for, the way things stand.

The issue isn’t the internet, or how our brains get wired in early childhood development.  Those are
subtle and ephemeral explanations for a far deeper, far more meaningful evolution in masculine
culture.  Like, for example, gender relations.
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Zimbardo’s recent attempt at CNN to diagnose this “pathology” include this gem in their analysis:

Guys are also totally out of sync in romantic relationships, which tend to build gradually and
subtly, and require interaction, sharing, developing trust and suppression of lust at least until
“the time is right.”

Actually . . . that’s hardly fair.  That's applying feminine standards and perspectives of romance
and relationships to men . . . and that's as inept as applying masculine standards and
perspectives of porn and sexuality on women and expecting the same results.  Sexuality is a big,
complicated, many-hued thing, and male sexuality is its own freaking animal, separate and distinct
from what women desire and are aroused by.  Relationships only build gradually and subtly when
there's the potential for commitment or more than a mostly physical encounter, and in most cases
there just isn't. Interaction, sharing, developing trust?  That's a female approach to the Sexual
Marketplace.  The male approach is more direct and practical.  It doesn't require all of that stuff . . .
so we're labelled by pathology for the crime of not acting more like women (or how women want us
to act).

It’s not that guys are “totally out of sync” in romantic relationships, they just don’t care for all the
crap and expectations of a romantic relationship that is, in all likelihood, lead to a bad end and
a broken heart.  Viewing the current SMP in this way is completely approaching romance from the
female perspective without regards to romance from the male perspective.  It ignores the more sex-
based “romance” dudes prefer (hint: it’s more like a porn movie than a romance movie) and
denigrates male sexuality by insisting on a “suppression of lust” as a precondition.

That is some bullshit.
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The fact is, dudes are perfectly happy with the sex-heavy, romance-light mode, for the most part.  It
keeps things from getting complicated, expensive, and messy, even if it means you have to learn
some Game to pursue it.  But any Omega can troll Craigslist these days and potentially score.  No, it
isn’t “romance” -- but that is their issue.  Mostly, dudes just want sex.  It's our primary motivator.
 Not romance.  Sex.

('Cause we're, like, dudes and stuff)

In essence the authors of the article are saying “Boys aren’t playing well with girls anymore”, and
scratching their heads and pointing at porn and videogames, at the boys, at the scourge of addiction,
at the pathology of masculinity, when they should be pointing at the girls and the intellectual world
they've insisted upon.  

It’s not an electronically-inspired “arousal addiction”.  We’re just bored and pissed off and don’t
want to play anymore.  And why should we?  Society has taken away the things we really enjoyed
about achievement and ambition.  You expect us to go through the motions just because we’re “good
sports”?

The true gall of the CNN piece is to assume that boys who don’t want to go to work and school and
become daddies anymore are somehow messed up when for two generations we’ve had plenty of
girls who did want to go to work and go to school and not become mommies . . . and they are
celebrated, not diagnosed as having some sort of “condition”, for their departure from their
traditional norm.
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Masculinity, as I’ve said before, is seen by the feminist-informed
public policy machines of the world as a medically treatable condition, not an ideal for half of the
human race to aspire to.  In their quest to equalize the playing fields of the world they have
convinced themselves that an impotent male is the only civilized male, and “Manhood” as a
class is something to be despised.  Boys are “problems” in school, guys who don’t try to compete in
the work environment are considered “lazy” or “unmotivated”, and men who don’t conform to the
Female Social Network’s standards of behavior are “losers”, “creeps”, or “assholes”.

With all that floating around in the background, why on earth would a young man aspire for the
illusion of success that only makes him a greater target, more vulnerable, and ultimately crushes him
under the weight of expectation?  When his “romantic life” gives him a 50% shot at divorce, and
even “happily married” men get pushed into sex-starved marriages where their individual
masculinity gets slowly crushed out of them?  Why the hell would he do that to himself . . . for
anything less than a truly extraordinary woman?

The answer is not going back – we can’t go back.  As much as the tools and institutions of the
Patriarchy provide an allure to those seeking their own masculinity, the fact is that the agricultural
base upon which the Patriarchy resided is eroded.  The industrial base it lingered upon is rapidly
disintegrating.  For the post-industrial information age world we find ourselves facing today, the
Patriarchy can only provide some rough guidelines, some traditions, and some continuity.  The way
forward into this new century is going to be much, much different for men and Masculinity.
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So what is the way forward?  Well, if feminism followed the issues and interests of Women, then the
counter-feminist Manosphere should do likewise with the issues and interests of Men.  When
feminism overthrew the power of the Patriarchy in the 1960s and 1970s, it didn’t have a model of
what post-Patriarchal feminism looked like (not a realistic one, in any case).  Neither do we have a
model of what 21st century masculinity will look like – but we can look at the interests and issues
affecting Men, as a class, as discover some areas that will likely be central:

Fatherhood1.
Sex2.
Violence and Aggression3.
Sports4.
Fitness and Health5.
Money, Finance, and Career6.
Technology7.
Marriage8.
Religion & Politics9.
Education10.

These are just the low-hanging fruit.  All are aspects or issues that men share with each other, and all
are part of the revalorization process.  

(And note that Sex and Marriage?  Two different categories.)

It's not an exhaustive list, but it's a place to start -- and porn and videogames are very much in play.
 Social climbing, achievement-for-achievement's sake, and "finding the perfect girl"? Not so much.  

The Manosphere is an approach to masculinity that serves MEN, even if it leaves society at large in
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the lurch.  That’s fine, as the feminists have been telling us, society will get along fine without the
active participation of Straight White Men (or men in general – sorry black and gay dudes, the sad
fact is that after they put the signs away ultimately you’re lumped in with us) for decades now – let
them.  Pursuing personal glory over public service, personal fulfillment over the fulfillment of a
relationship, and personal satisfaction over the ambition traditionally associated with the
corporate “young go-getter” is pretty much all you have left now. 

Let's face it: our masculinity is whatever we define it as.  It used to mean jumping out of planes and
defending the empire, to the acclaim and respect of a grateful nation.  It used to mean charging up the
corporate ladder to achieve success sufficient to have a wife and family, with the tacit approval of the
entire community.  It used to be taking the hard shots, making the hard calls, and building a
civilization from scratch. It used to be.  That was when being masculine, being a man, and being a
successful member of society was worthy of respect, not revilement.  

Now? 

Now it means Sportscenter, WoW, YouPorn, your favorite online porn store, the perfect craft
microbrew, the upcoming season, sarging for chicks on the weekends, bootycalls at 4 am, the
playoffs, the preseason, Snap On tools and WD40, .306 and 9mm, whatever you want it to.

Because fellas?  You don't owe them shit after what they've given you to work with.  You owe
yourself, because no one else is ever going to give it to you.  So if you want to conquer the world
and develop your mature masculinity, I highly encourage it.  Or if you want to withdraw and play
games and whack off, I encourage that as well.  If you want to prowl the night for easy pickups and
one-night-stands, cruelly gaming the pants off of any fair maiden who catches your fancy -- have at
it, with my blessing.  Hell, give her an inch for me.  As long as they're willing, stack up those notches
and have yourself a wonderful time and I won't think any less of you.

What I don't encourage is proceeding from the idea that you HAVE to live up to anyone's
expectations but your own, or viewing your masculinity as a pathology.  That's self-loathing, penis-
hating bullshit, and your ancestors recoil from such crap as a repudiation of every hard decision,
every civilization-raising plan they bled for to push your sorry bit of DNA up the evolutionary chain.
 

You're a dude.  You like to kill zombies.  You like to whack off.  And you prefer to do it without the
judgement and condemnation of every screechtard on the planet.  That doesn't make you sick, or
addicted, or of less social value than someone who doesn't . . . it just makes you a dude.  
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Swingsets and Sandboxes - Playground Rules for the Female
Social Matrix
June 5, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Venerable Manosphere blogger Susan Walsh at HUS hits the nail on the head again with How
Women Really Feel About Male Dominance.  Among the gems was this brilliant observations about
the roles of the Female Social Matrix and the Male Social Matrix and how they interact.  Since
that dovetailed nicely with a point of my own, I'll go ahead and use Susan to kick it off.

Susan makes this keen observation:

social dominance is not conferred by women, it’s awarded by other men in a process of
intrasexual competition for dominance and leadership. Men continually compete for dominance
in social interactions with one another. The men who achieve the greatest rank among their
peers may then display that dominance as a powerful advantage in attracting women for sex.
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This point can't be overstated: Women have very little role in the establishment of male social
dominance.  A hot wife will get a man social points, but only to a point -- if he can't match her status
with his own, then he's likely to lose her to hypergamy and predatory dudes who thing they can poach
her.  And the amount of mileage he'll get out of having a beautiful wife will be limited, in the Male
Social Matrix.  Because Men build the MSM largely without regard to the role of specific women
-- whereas the FSM is very much based on the buff-value a particular man provides to a
woman.  

Let's look at this with a simple playground analogy:

So the boys are off being boys, competing in good-natured fun in the masculine Sandbox, competing
for each other's attention and establishing their own hierarchy, as they build the vast sandcastle
within.  Or battlefield -- they haven't decided which, yet, but that really matters less than how well
they work together to build it.  They posture, they brag, they talk about the other sandboxes they used
to go to which were so much cooler than this one -- let me just tell you -- and after a while someone
starts giving orders and the other boys start to obey them, and what a hell of a big sandcastle they
make when they all work together.  Or there will be two boys giving orders, who decide to be on
opposite sides of a sandbox war, and all the other boys go to one side or the other and have a massive
battle.

The Foreman or the General tell everyone else what to do -- you have to have someone giving the
orders, after all, or nothing will get done.  Danny handles the trucks, Randy takes the toy soldiers and
lines them up, and Heath is on dinosaurs and assorted action figures, Tommy is in charge of moving
sand (it's his big yellow Tonka truck), but it's David who's the one who's directing it all.  He promised
everyone who worked with him would have an incredible masterpiece of construction to show
everyone's mom.  Something they all could be proud of.  But it takes a lot of work, and the only kid
everyone will listen to is David, so he's the Foreman.  But building that sandcastle, that's the group's
Mission, and everyone is devoted to that goal.

Only rarely do they even consider the girls on the other side of the playground, on the feminine
Swingsets.  That's a whole different game.  Nothing to show your mom over there.  There they
compete with each other about how high they can go, how fast, how far, how much fun, what kind of
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crazy spinning moves, and everyone trying to entrain the rhythm of their swings perfectly to enjoy the
thrill of perfect consensus for one glorious moment.

No one is telling anyone else what to do, like over at the dirty Sandbox.  You're just swinging
together and talking and enjoying the fun of tingle.  And the higher you go . . . the better the tingle.
Since boys give a really good push, then finding one who will push you as long as you want it,
just the way you want it, is madly desired by almost everyone on the swing.  Oh, there are those
two girls who switch off pushing each other, but they're way down on the end and who cares what
they think, anyway?  Have you seen how they dress?

The girls are swinging madly, screaming and calling and trying to attract the attention of the
distracted boys and hopefully get one of them to come over and push her on the swings for a minute
(form a romantic alliance) -- because that adds greatly to her social momentum. And the more you
can persuade one of the boys to leave the sandbox and push you, the more the other little girls envy
you for your social control.  .

If they can, they'll get the Construction Foreman or the General to come push them, which (often)
shuts down the entire game until he returns, much to the disgust of the other boys. But it proves the
girl's power, and she'll probably be flying for a while as he pushes.  But if he stays away too long, the
other boys will start to bullyrag him, and someone else might get to be Foreman or General in his
place -- while he's dutifully  pushing your dumb swing.  In fact, the other girls will be so envious that
even if they're your good friends, they'll start trying to get your dude to push them instead of you.

But the boys largely could care less, and only the prospect of seeing up a skirt in the swing-pushing
process keeps him interested.  Hell, if it wasn't for that, why would he leave the sandbox?  At least
while you're up, you can hit the water fountain.  The other dudes understand the allure, and if the
price of your thrill is your temporary absence, they'll reluctantly let it slide -- they wanna see some
panties, too, after all.  And you gotta drink.  So they'll excuse you for a while.  Until you don't come
back, that is, and then you might as well be a girl, because you could be playing with sand and trucks
and now you're just pushing a dumb swing with the other morons who were stupid enough to get out
of the sandbox.  

So the girls try everything they can think of to get a boy to stay and push them -- exactly like they
want it -- and try for the synchronous swing that they all want.  Failing that, they want you to push
you higher and give an even bigger tingle.  They'll say just about anything to get you to stay, get you
to talk (but never push!) with the other girls, tell you they love how high you can push them because
you're so strong, and you intentionally let them see up your skirt.

Only you can't let the other girls now you're doing it, or they'll call you a cheater.  I mean, some of
them wore bluejeans -- they can hardly do that, can they?  And then they'll start talking about you,
ganging up on you -- but not when the boys are around.  They might not want to push you at all if
they knew how you acted when they weren't around.  Or how you're considering asking another boy -
- who you think might push even harder -- to push you, because he wouldn't be happy with that.
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It's HIS job to push you -- if you let just anyone push you, then he's just another tingle-inspiring tool
of her semicircular canals -- he's got better things to do, especially if she's not flashing any panties.
 But even if he's the only one she lets push her, he doesn't want to be stuck behind her all afternoon so
she could chew gum and talk with the girls while he busted his ass pushing her and longingly
watched the Sandbox of Masculinity from afar.  I mean, he missed the Great Patriotic Sandbox War
for this bullshit?

Now, some of the boys are mean, and some are nice.  Some are strong and some are . . . not.  Some
will only come out of the Sandbox occasionally -- hey, everyone needs water -- and are highly
reluctant to push you unless they get the panties upfront.  Some are sitting just outside of the Sandbox
gazing longingly at the Swingset, desperate for a glimpse of panties . . . but the girls never call to
him, because he's not that strong and he eats his boogers.

Some will pretend to be nice and push you gently at first . . . and then push you off the swing entirely.
 Or grab your hair and pull you over.  Which sucks, but then everyone stops swinging so hard and
looks at you to see if you're OK, which is kind of cool.  And you had to admit, the tumble off the
swing was pretty exciting until you hit the ground.  And hey, at least the guy was willing to push you,
even if he was kind of a dick about it.  You'd let him do it again, if he promised he wouldn't push you
off again.  Even if it wouldn't be totally awful if that happened.

Some will pretend to be nice and just want to see your panties.  They might even come right out and
ask for it.  That would be awful -- but if he's the only boy willing to push, what can you do?  Swing
by yourself?  Where's the tingle in that?

So you flash him "accidentally and hope he doesn't tell his friends at the Sandbox.  The last thing you
need is a crowd of boys standing down by your feet while you swing.  That's too much attention, and
the other girls don't like it when you do that.  You try to subtly hint that, yes, if you push me, I'll let
you see my panties, but I can't promise that or they'll hear me and I can't risk that no matter how
good the tingle.  I'm not That Kind Of Girl.  I like a good push but I'm not going to be the girl who
shows everyone her panties -- like that awful girl Shannon!  No tingle is worth that.

But then there's that other thing -- that trick.  The Flying Catch.

It's the secret (and not so secret) dream of nearly every girl on the swings: to get pushed so hard and
so high that you can let yourself go at the exact right moment . . . and experience something far more
than the mere tingle. The glorious, two-and-a-half second experience of Free Fall that lights you up
like a Christmas tree . . . until you come down.  Problem is, you can't get that high by yourself, nor
can you land safely if you did.  You need a boy to push you hard, then be adept enough to slip past
you, position himself properly, and catch you at the end of your flight in his big strong arms.  And
when he puts you on your feet, you'll have the respect and acclaim of both the Sandbox and the
Swingset.

Only . . . not every girl is cut out for the Flying Catch.  Nor is every boy.  Sure, they all want to be
that good, that brave, that fearless.  But most of them are content to get by with the odd push and
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their own energy.  They'll never have the Flying Catch, but . . . you know, people get hurt doing that.

If you're a dude, you have to be exceptional to push hard, then dodge past a row of swings to the
other side, cannily estimate the trajectory of the girl based on her (apparent) mass, sprint to the
position you think she'll most likely land upon, and then prepare yourself to catch her without
dropping her and injuring one or both of you.  That shit takes guts -- you get hit in the head with an
eighty pound girl, and you're done for the day. And if she's big for her age, dude, you could have to
go to the hospital.  Sure, upside you get to see all the way up her skirt for the entire glorious two-and-
a-half seconds, but if the resulting collision gives you a concussion, why risk it?  Unless you are very,
very sure that the girl isn't going to cream you, and you're strong enough to catch her without hurting
her, you're going to either get hit and go home, or step out of the way and let her come crashing down
. . . and go home, making you look like an ass.  It's a cost-benefit analysis, potential cool points (from
both boys and girls) for your mutual flawless performance versus giving up that potential for the
safer, more fun and less work of the Sandbox -- and ohmygod did you see that kid just take out all
those Transformers?  SEE ya, Suzie! (*Crash*).

Of course it's just as hard, as a girl, to fling yourself off into the void and trust that your boy is going
to catch you.  A million things could go wrong, after all, and you could wind up in the emergency
room with a broken collarbone.  Or break your neck, as your mother warned you over and over.  But
the pull of the tingle, the promise of Free Fall, of pure unencumbered flight, that's what you want.
 Not just for the feeling, but for the feeling you get when everyone else is watching and wants to be
like you.  THAT'S the stuff: the glorious envy of your female peers.  It's like taking the feeling of
Free Fall and successful landing home with you, knowing that every other girl on the swings wanted
to try it, but didn't have a boy, or didn't have a boy strong enough or fast enough, or she just didn't
have the nerve.

Besides, a boy can totally see up your skirt when you do the Flying Catch.  And you know what your
mother would think about that, too.  She did say next time she caught you, you weren't coming back
to the playground.  And that little bitch Crissy is just aching to tell on you . . . no, better to just watch
in quiet envy than risk injury and humiliation.  You remember when Shannon got caught showing her
panties to those two little boys, and how everyone went ballistic?  Now no one will even talk to her
except the boys, and all of them want to talk to her. None of that for me, thank you.  Doing the Flying
Catch is almost as bad as showing your panties to a boy on purpose.

The Swingset and the Sandbox interact, but their interactions are governed by very different sets of
rules.  The Swingset depends on the boys in the Sandbox to come over and push.  In the meantime
you can talk and swing and try to get consensus while you wait to attract a boy on his way to the
water fountain.  The Sandbox doesn't depend on the Swingset for anything but a glimpse of panties --
the Sandcastle of Doom is the focus.  And as alluring as panties are, if the Sandcastle doesn't get
built, what was the point of even coming to the playground?

And then there are those times when they interact perfectly, and a girl on the Swingset can get a boy
in the Sandbox who is strong enough and fast enough to catch her in the Flying Catch, cue
thunderous applause and Happily Ever After.  Of course, that maybe happens once out of dozens of
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attempts, but . . . well, some lucky girl got her thrill, and some lucky boy got the respect of his peers.

The interaction between the Female Social Matrix and the Male Social Matrix is a lot like that.

Susan reiterates this after going into the new dominance research:

Overall, the research suggests that women are not attracted to disagreeable males, i.e. jerks
and assholes, they’re attracted to men who earn the respect and admiration of other men, and
who display kindness and generosity. 

That, is, the girls wanna git with the boy that all the other boys like.  If the other boys like a jerk
and an asshole the most (not unreasonable, since that attitude tends to push a boy into a leadership
position), then the girls are going to like that asshole, too -- but for different reasons.  The boys like
him because he he husbands his emotions and isn't afraid to aggressively pursue what he wants ("the
mission") without social compromise, which is a good masculine leadership skill.  The girls like him
because the boys like him, and because the woman who "tames" the former Bad Boy gets mad
position in the FSM.

(The displays of kindness and generosity, I'm guessing, must be displayed from a position
of strength in order to attract attention.  The boy who shares his shovel gets a point.  The boy who
shares a whole box of legos is King Of The Freaking Sandbox.  Girls like to date kings.)

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-_VJPPLZ8ffQ/T85NR7t3M7I/AAAAAAAAA7U/1124usFyi-c/s1600/1950s+vintage+illustration+baseball+players+and+spectators+MEN+WOMEN.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 201 of 1013

Prestige At Work, Dampening Panties
Susan goes on to break down male social status into two camps: Dominance and Prestige.  Dominant
behaviors attract women short-term, but for the long-term women seem to prefer men who earn their
position through Prestige (prestige defined as “freely conferred status” by peers in recognition of special
abilities and skills. ”)  As one of the commentors put it, "Prestige, in a way, seems to be a form of pre-
selection based not on women’s desire for a man but on the desire of other men to associate with him. "

This points toward a number of interesting Red Pill applications.  For one thing, that men will often
specialize in something to gain status in the male hierarchy.  That is, while we recognize that we might
not be Superalpha quarterback material, by making ourselves useful to the Superalpha leader (which
implies the granting of our personal respect, not to mention specialization as, say, a field goal kicker) we
gain status in relation to that leader.  We might not be the Quarterback . . . but when the
Quarterback needs a field kicker, by gods, we can do pretty good at that and might even win the game.  

It also explains why garnering the respect of other men and gaining a place in the hierarchy is so
important to men: it's a passive mating strategy.  That is, it is a more productive mating strategy to
be a bench warmer on a winning team than to be the winner of the spelling bee.

Domination At Work, Also Dampening
Panties

I do take issue with the definition of Dominance being confined to a negative space involving intimidation
and coercion, in Susan's analysis.  I agree with one of the commentors who pointed out that while
coercion and intimidation were certainly ways for men to establish dominance, that pure
Charisma also plays a role.  Charisma is a rare and powerful thing, but when it is present in a man, it

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-gP81hFP4IsE/T85Ou7wStdI/AAAAAAAAA7c/JOBMwgbWGEM/s1600/tumblr_lyw68ukugy1qcz6gno1_500.jpg
http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-poyhUwN3oc0/T85PHTUxZ_I/AAAAAAAAA7k/FmEyN73kySE/s1600/tumblr_l5npbwKPa21qcz6gno1_400.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 202 of 1013

conveys more than simple assholery or achievement-oriented prestige do.   You see, naturally dominant
males literally inspire submission in men and women alike. When in the presence of real dominance, the
lesser dominant men and women all want to please or gain the favor of a truly dominant male in order to
improve their social position, the male by being seen with him, soaking up some marginal respect by the
association, the female by flirtatious behavior.

While it might take a while to establish just who is the dominant party in the MSM (it's ALWAYS up in the
air in the FSM) once established men tend to cleve to that dominance in order to allow the leader to
display competence and therefore garner more respect.  

But I do support Susan's point: Social status is conferred by men, not women. Women simply
respond to it.   That might come as a big shock to social-status conscious women, but social dominance is
not conferred by women, it’s awarded by other men in a process of male competition for dominance and
leadership. Male  social interactions include continual competition for dominance with one-another,
usually in a friendly sort of way (but sometimes not). The men who achieve the greatest social rank
among their male peers may then use the display of that dominance as a powerful tool in their mating
strategy, i.e.  in attracting women for sex.

Within the Male Social Matrix respect is most often conferred on men by other men as a reward for
having a combination of alpha and beta traits (ideally, social leadership and authority combined with the
ability to mentor and encourage consensus).  Needless to say, this is more attractive to women than mere
brutish behavior -- depending on the woman.  Once again, it's context-based.

(And that's what I think is missing from this equation.  A woman's perceptions arise from her past
experience and her own unique personality, of course.  And for some women, particularly those with
hardcore daddy issues or deep feelings of personal insecurity, the domineering thug might seem like a
good catch.  My friends who are cops have repeatedly told me of the women who prefer to date cops, and
there are some pretty standard commonalities.  One powerful one is the need to feel protected.  For these
women, physical strength and power to do violence is far more important that social status, per se, and
the limited earning potential of a policeman has far less to do with her attraction than his ability to kick
someone's ass.  She's a security-junkie, and the bigger the dude the better.  But I digress.)

Now those things that can elevate a man within a particular part of the MSM are the things I've
mentioned before: respect, competence, authority, mastery, control, intelligence, daring, strength,
power, that sort of thing.  When a group of male strangers gather for some purpose without a
predesignated leader, then men will usually self-sort into a hierarchy based on the constituent elements
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present, placing those with the best characteristics to complete the purpose in the leadership position.  
 That individual assessment of a particular man's competency on a subject is a vital part of the equation.
 Once the hierarchy leadership has been established, by consensus or by vote or however, then
men have no trouble relaxing into a temporarily lower-status position within the MSM.   

In the FSM this would be the kiss of death: to 
accept a lower position in the Matrix without at least scheming about it is a Gamma female response, and
anathema for a real female Alpha or determined Beta.  Any submission to a hierarchy eschews the
ideal that female power comes from equally shared consensus, and to voluntarily accept a lower
position without fighting to get it back -- not, usually, by making oneself better, but by undermining the
Alpha females who did manage to rise to the top of the Matrix and take their place, bucket-o'-
crabs style.   They do this by attempting to control the Matrix consensus against the leadership.   Or
sometimes to force the leadership into action in accordance with the wishes of the consensus, even if that
becomes problematic for the leadership.  That's because men and women lead differently.

An astute reader sent me an article demonstrating this rather clearly.  He found it in an advice column
for working moms.  Read it, and see if you can spot the differences in male and female leadership styles: 

Q: I’m a mother of two and head a company of 10 employees. One mom staffer often leaves
early for her kids’ activities or stays home whenone is sick. Other staffers resent her. Should
I say something?

I'll get to the answer in a moment, but notice how she phases the question.  As my reader pointed out,
she isn't stating "I have an employee who uses her family as an excuse to leave early or stay out.  Should
I say something?"  That would be a more masculine response.  It would also be a no-brainer, and if a dude
wrote into an advice column with this he shouldn't be in charge of anything in the first place.  
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Note how she frames the issue: "Other staffers resent her", not "her work performance is failing and its
bad for morale".  The focus of her discomfort isn't (ostensibly) on the worker, but on the verbal ire of her
co-workers.  The problem wasn't that she wasn't pulling her weight and costing the company money, but
that the other (presumably female) staffers were getting mad at her.

Then she compounds the issue by asking "Should I say something?" which no male manager would ask.
Why?  Because if you have an employee who is not measuring up, the question "should I say
something?"  is moot.  You either say something and handle the issue, or you aren't deserving
of your title and authority.  Nor would a good male manager have likely led with "I'm a father of two"
before anything else -- not because the Male Social Matrix discounts fatherhood (far from it) -- but
because a male manager would not see his own family status as having any relation to that of
his employees.  

But a female manager feels compelled to list that status first in order to build sympathy, establish
context, and put her status out for review in FSM standard language: list any relationship or family
status first, then career status.  A man would probably have written the question: "I run a small company
of ten employees, and one employee -- a single mother -- habitually leaves early or stays out because of
family.  While I support my employees'  in their family life, this is starting to be a drain on us all.  What
can I do to mitigate her childcare issues and keep them from ruining my business?"  

Big difference.  The male is worried about the business -- the "mission" -- whereas the female manager is
far more worried about what her employees are saying behind her back, and whether or not her problem
employee would fee offended if she attempted to hold her to account.

Here's the columnist's answer, by the way:

A: It’s the old “what working mothers do to keep up jobresponsibilities while keeping families afloat”
challenge. Sometimeswe need to face the fact that some jobs, for whatever reason, mightnot be the
best fit with our family’s needs. There’s nothing wrongwith approaching your employee if you do it with
respect and concern.“Is everything okay at home?” you might ask. “I’ve noticed you’ve hadquite a few
emergencies lately and you’ve missed some deadlines. Ijust want to make sure you’re not overloaded.”
Listen to what shesays, then come to a solution that works for both of you. Maybe sheworks from home
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one day a week. Maybe she comes in early every day soshe can leave early. Or maybe letting her go is
the outcome she’s secretly hoped for.

That's a surprisingly blunt answer for a "working mother" advice column.   As my reader pointed out,
"The matrix complained, and pulled the other crab [the employee] back into the bucket. The editor even suggests
that the working mom secretly hopes to get fired."  Hardly the "sisterhood-is-powerful!" reaction of her feminist
forebears, but it's clear that this boss is using the rationalization of complaining 
employees to handle discipline for one who was abusing the system . . . but only after a fuss was raised.   

A male manager would have likely had the required talk with the employee without waiting for the gossip and
resentment and dealt with the issue himself.  But an office full of female staffers, with a female boss, is far more
likely to delay and discuss and otherwise attempt to build consensus . . . and when the consensus is strong
enough, they can use it even to direct their own boss.

The Matrix relishes this kind of subtle infighting and
rewards those who successfully control the consensus with leadership of the Matrix.   As long as
everyone pretends to go along with that (to avoid destroying the precious perception of consensus) then
it doesn't really matter who leads the Matrix.  Women are free to jockey for power with gossip, sabotage
each other with rumor and innuendo, and work to shift the consensus favorably towards them until they
are themselves "secretly" leading the consensus and someone else takes them down.  When that happens,
even if the other women hate the conniving bitch who screwed over their BFF for the PTA leadership,
they respect her for her ability to play the social game well.

By contrast,  once Men have submitted to male authority, they rarely attempt to overthrow the hierarchy
even if they are at the lowest point on it.  Indeed, their power and promise of power comes from
hierarchy, so serving it is ultimately in their best interest.   Men who rebel against their duty to authority
in the absence of real incompetence or disaster by their leadership are not seen as heroes by their fellow
men, they're seen as men who have failed in their duty.  They have purposefully trashed the hierarchy
from which their authority should spring and put themselves at the top without properly earning it.  

That's why generals who stage successful coups d'etat are so paranoid: they know that by assuming
their position the way that they have, they have taken the great risk of alienating those who
they are supposed to command.  And an army that has accepted one change in leadership without
much struggle is unlikely to fight to keep you on top.  A man does not lose power by voluntarily
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submitting to a respected authority.   He gains it.   A soldier gets more respect than a civilian, even
if he is a lowly private.  An athlete might lack the talent or ability to be a star player, but if he's a good
team player who works hard then he can still get the MVP trophy at the end of the season.  Or even team
captain, if he has garnered sufficient respect from his teammates.  

So how can you use this?  The obvious way, of course, is to make
certain your woman witnesses other men behaving respectfully to you and treating you with
deference.   Cultivate a couple of slavish beer buddies she doesn't know real well who cannot shut up
about how goddamn great you are any time she's around, for instance.   Or distinguish yourself with the
membership of some club or professional association you belong to.    Let her see other men acclaim and
admire you, and her panties get drenched.   I noticed a distinct uptick in interest from Mrs. Ironwood, for
example, when I started actually getting fans for my work.   And while she almost always responds to the
presence of ardent female fans (thanks to preselection) I get almost as good results when one of my male
fans praises me and I share that with her.

Second, just by being aware of the fact that women don't control male social status you've
gained an advantage.  Most dudes are pretty clueless about social matters, and just naturally accept
their social role as wherever their woman stuck them.  They sometimes think that going out of their way
to help women ("white knight" style) will add to their social status and improve their relationships.  In
fact, consistently being seen helping women through their difficulties diminishes you in male
social status.  Yes, the women in the Matrix who are familiar with you will gossip about your assistance
in a positive manner . . . but once you understand that men generate the social status that is so important
to the FSM then you'll realize that your "sweet" gesture got you no closer to getting laid or even being
taken seriously by women.   

That doesn't mean you don't volunteer to wash the dishes when you have dinner at your mother-in-law's
house -- that's just polite.  It does mean that if every time "the girls" in the office/class get into a
project they can't get out of, you don't go running to fix it . . . you let them fall on their
collective ass.  Because if you're the kind of dude who White Knights all the time, the other dudes in
your matrix will know it, and your social status will fall.  I used to make this mistake all the time when I
was a Blue Pill teenager.  I figured if I helped women out, their gratitude for the service would incline
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them toward liking me.  It did . . . as long as I was safely in the 'friend zone'.  

So when I was the only guy helping in the kitchen with the girls at church youth camp, they all thought I
was great . . . until I asked a girl out.  The moment I tried to make my dutiful service into something else,
then all of the sudden I was "creepy" for being so "deceitful" about my motivations.  And of course the
other dudes had long ago written me off as gay or too gamma for words.  I wised up, eventually, and I
quit being the bitch of any girl who smiled at me until I tried to kiss her.   But it took a long time to figure
out that being perpetually ready to go to any woman's rescue was not helping me get laid in the slightest,
and was actually working against me.  Because women saw it as weakness they could take advantage of,
and men saw it as a disinterest in masculine endeavors.

Thirdly, understanding the power the FSM has over a woman is breathtaking.  You really do not, as a
man, have a proper appreciation of just how much your wife lives and dies by her social positioning.  Shit
you would shrug off as incidental can lead to a woman's hamster breaking the light speed barrier in a
social crisis.  If your best friend, for example, told you that you were a fat slob who needed to lose fifty
pounds, you'd likely agree and call him an asshole for pointing it out before you both waddle off to
Denny's.  If a woman hears from her best friend that she's starting to look "hippy" from a certain angle,
that's the FSM equivalent of a flesh wound.  I've seen such casual remarks launch episodes of neuroses
that minstrels will sing about one day.

Understanding that her social status is dependent upon your social status in a relationship
grants you more than a little leverage in the relationship.   A married couple is, for all practical
purposes, a social team.  You get a little status from having a beautiful wife (and slightly less for a plain
wife, none for a bitchy wife, and negative for a truly bitchy screachtard), and she gets a significant boost
from you if you are held at all in esteem by your male peers.  Your cooperation as a team can lead to
mutual benefits, if you're subtle and adept enough to work together.  

When I go to a social function with Mrs. Ironwood, for instance, we've developed a series of protocols
that we use to mutually support each other in conversation, rescue each other from unpleasant people,
and signal to each other if we need to a) talk alone together  b) have a minor social emergency c) stay
clear of the conversation because it is socially dangerous d) have acquired a stalker e) I have to go to the
bathroom, can you get me a drink? f) I want to wrap things up and go home  and f) let's get the hell out of
dodge.  
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 (I'm trying to get her to understand a new one, g) let's meet in the bathroom, outside in the car, or some
other secluded place for some danger nookie.  So far, not much luck with that one.)

And if you aren't -- or don't want to work together to buff social status for some reason (say, six weeks
without fellatio might convince you), it doesn't take much to give your wife a temporary hit on her social
status by not cooperating with her.   Telling tales to her biggest rival's husband, for instance (certain to
get back to her rival) or fart loudly in front of the local social heavyweight  -- both would be mortifying
wounds to a socially conscious wife.  And perfectly excusable from you, as you are merely male and have
no idea how women "really are".  Indeed, from the perspective of the Matrix, any issues that the women
in her FSM will be laid at HER feet, not yours . . . because "he's a man and doesn't know any better".  But
she's going to be the subject of position-killing gossip for months.

(Side Note: It's amazing how feminism flies out the door when women get talking about other women.  If
you ever get the chance to overhear your wife and her friends when they don't think you're listening,
you'll overhear stuff about women not present and their attached menfolk that would have you, my
friend, in diversity training classes for the next six months for the pure misogyny.  I once watched a
friend of mine and his feminist wife get into a fight because despite her insistence that there were only
minor physical differences in men and women, gender was a cultural concept, and that sexism in any
form (save the usual male-bashing) was appalling, she was furious at the fact that he had mentioned
something about her poor wardrobe in passing to her highly successful big sister, who was only too
happy to help her little sister out shopping.  The feminist freaked because now she looked sloppy and
poor to her big sister, and that would be used to judge her and angle the rest of their family FSM against
her, and proceeded to accuse her of being manipulative, scheming, and conniving, a total whore, low
moral character, etc. -- and that HE should know better.  But I digress)

So keep in mind that when a woman is in a relationship with you, that it has much more significance to
her relations with the FSM than you think.  Indeed, you aren't in a relationship with her, you're in a
relationship with her whole network, and thinking otherwise is going to get you in trouble.  As much
as she may or may not love you, your presence in her life is giving her a buff -- because being single after
30 and childless after 35 substantially lowers her positioning vis a vis the FSM.  What you do or don't do
affects not just you and she, but her and her relationship with the FSM.  

We'll be returning to this subject repeatedly in the future.  There's lots more to cover.  Promise.
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Alpha Move: Break the Television and Play a Game
June 7, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

It sounds like a no-brainer (doesn't a lot of Red Pill advice?), but the fact is that if you and your wife
are having a hard time "connecting", that part of the problem is probably that you aren't playing
with her enough.

Human beings need play the way they need sleep, food, sex and shelter.  That is, you can go
awhile without it, if you have to, but the lack of it is eventually telling on your system.  Our
brains require recreation from time to time in the form of carefree, apparently pointless enjoyment in
a structured activity.  We know this instinctively as children, but as we go through the rigors of
puberty and the maturing process, we abandon the concept of "play" as childish.  We instead begin to
cling to the concept of "relaxation", and too often conflate the two when they are two very different
things.

It's no accident that part of the Paleo diet that is growing in popularity is the idea that adults should
do one hour of physical play a day.  The idea is not just to exercise our bodies, but to put the mind
at ease with physical recreation.  It's a serious stress-reducer.

Some adults feel like they can substitute golf or working out or Zumba or basketball or other "grown
up"
activities for real play, but for far too many these recreations end up being sources of stress
themselves. I've seen men get more worked up over their golf game than missing a promotion
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opportunity.  When your "play" starts being more aggravation than it's relieving, then you
aren't really playing anymore.

But one other important aspect of play is its social function.  When we play, we like to play with
others, and we end up socially and emotionally bonding the other people we play with.  We play
cards with our friends, or videogames, or go bowling, or play Dungeons & Dragons, or any number
of things with our buds.  We can enjoy the thrill of competition in a controlled, ultimately
meaningless setting in a way that replenishes our emotional deficits and encourages us to feel more
kindly to our fellow man.  We like to play games, give it our all, and then enjoy the camaraderie that
results afterwards.

So . . . when was the last time you played a game with your wife?

Seriously, even those adults who are committed to playing are often reluctant to engage their spouses,
for fear of initiating a conflict unnecessarily.  But what these folks are missing is that through the
interaction of play, we engage parts of our spouse's intellect and emotions that we're often
ignorant of experiencing.  Let me give you an example.

Mrs. Ironwood, as you all know, is a brilliant workoholic who is doing her damnedest to make the
World A Better Place.  That means she puts in a lot of hours and gets home late sometimes.  And a
full day of emotional investment in your job (while thinking about all of the domestic issues you're
letting slide) followed by a brief but intense family experience when you get home (while you're
thinking about all of the crap at work you're letting slide) often leave you emotionally drained at the
end of the day.  Needless to say, this is not conducive to nookie.

Mrs. Ironwood's chosen post-work de-stresser is television.  She needs her "brain candy" fix to help
get her mind off of work and into a neutral enough place just to sleep, much less have sex.  I'm sure
many of you can relate.  And it does help -- to a point.  A half-hour of Jon Stewart and Stephen
Colbert is usually enough, or reruns of Big Bang Theory, or maybe even (in the right season) a new
episode of Bones or Castle or The Mentalist . . . and she falls right asleep afterward.

Of course that often leaves me at odds, having anticipated nookie all day.  I'm not a dick about it
usually -- if Mrs. Ironwood is wiped out from her day, I can certainly understand and let her rest.  But
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when those sorts of days start piling up in great consecutive heaps, that becomes a problem.

So a few years ago we got into this rut where she would come home from work, tell me about her
day, eat dinner with the kids and engage with them until bedtime, then a combo of working on her
laptop in bed and zoning out until she couldn't keep her eyes open any longer, then pass out, rinse and
repeat.  Needless to say, after a while the rut seriously cut into my savoir faire, and I began to resent
the television.  Oh, I resented her work, too, but the TV was what was sapping her of any emotional
energy to engage.  No matter what I did to try to distract her she clung to her comfort-zone of routine.
 Six weeks, seven weeks, the ennui and lack of attention was starting to bug me.  And then it started
to get me frustrated.  When I caught myself starting to get bitchy about it, I realized I had to break the
cycle.

So I broke the TV.

Not really -- I merely removed the HDMI cable connecting it to the cable box.  But the TV in our
bedroom was, for all practical purposes, off-line.  When she got home that evening and hit the remote
control and saw the big blue screen, she freaked out.  She called me in, asked if I had paid the cable
bill (yes), and then begged me to figure out what was wrong.

I appeared to give the television a close examination, scratched my beard thoughtfully (hey, that's
what it's for), and made a couple of thinking noises.

"Yeah, it looks like the HDMI cable is missing.  The cable box can't send a signal to the TV set."
 Since Mrs. I's technical expertise is more electron-microscope-related, she was utterly at my
technical mercy.
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"Well, how the hell did that happen?  Where is it?" she demanded, testily.

"Oh, I took it," I assured her.

She looked confused.  She always looks cute when she's confused.  It doesn't happen often.

"Why?  Was there something wrong with it?"

"Yes, actually," I assured her.  "It was sucking my wife's brain out of her head and depriving my
penis of comfort and joy.  So I removed it temporarily to let the condition ease."

"That's not funny, Ian!" she yelled, irritatedly.  Okay, maybe not 'yelled', but her nostrils were flaring.
 Also cute.

"It's not," I agreed.  "It's tragic.  I realized that I was paying the cable company to keep me from
having sex, and it was starting to piss me off.  I thought I'd try this little experiment before I had it
disconnected."

Now that was going to far, and I could see by the dangerous glint in her eyes that I was on thin ice
with this little trick. Now, while this was technically before my Red Pill days, I was already starting
to figure some things out.  Like if you take a stand with your wife, you'd better not back down before
she understands your point.

"Damn it, Ian, fix it right now!"

"No.  I've hidden the cord.  It's part of my evil plan.  But I will give you a chance to get it back . . ."

She groaned.  "What, after we have sex?"  I could tell she wasn't in the mood for that, not right then.

"No," I said with great patience and as much condesension as I could muster, "you'll get the cable
back when you beat me at Scrabble."  For dramatic effect, I threw the Scrabble game in the middle of
the bed.  We'd gotten it at Christmas from one of our friends, but hadn't even taken it out of the box.

She eyed the box suspiciously.  "Scrabble?  Really?"
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I shrugged.  "If you don't think you can hang I can give you a two-letter handicap," I offered,
graciously.

She snorted derisively.  "In your dreams, Liberal Arts boy.  But fuck that: fix my TV!"  Despite her
desperation, I could tell she was already wavering.

"No.  Besides, it's my TV, remember?"  Of course she remembers -- I bought it without consulting her
with some freelance money she didn't know about and it sparked a three-day fight.  "Tell you what, if
you want some time to think it over, I'll--"

"Just get the board out," she growled.  "I'm so going to kick your ass and then you're never going to
pull this kind of shit again."

"You can dream," I said, graciously, as I pulled out the pristine little bag full of letters and offered her
first selection.

She began the game in a surly mood, but after I put on some music, made sure the kids were asleep,
and fetched us both some cocktails, we had an enormously good time.  I won, keeping the cord for
another night, but Mrs. Ironwood freely admitted that she had a really, really good time losing at
Scrabble.

(Before you conclude that she threw the game to protect my delicate male ego, be assured that
Scrabble is one area where both of our egos are sufficiently engaged so that we play with the fervor
of gladiators at bloodsport.  I'm a professional writer and a word nerd, she's written books on medical
terminology and was president of Latin Honor Society in high school.  When we play Scrabble, it's to
the death.)

What started as a temporary snit soon evolved into a semi-regular routine-breaking game that
provided both of us with a mental and emotional respite from the rest of our lives.  We could be
competitive at Scrabble without fear of alienating each other.  We could talk about our day, work out
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some relationship issues, gossip about our friends, have a couple of cocktails, and indulge our brains
in a complex, detail-oriented task that didn't have a damned thing to do with our real lives.  It was
breathtakingly refreshing.

Husbands and wives just don't play together as much as they should.  In working separate jobs,
playing tag-team to get the kids where they need to go, dealing with the inevitable drama of work,
friends and family, plus the constant pressure of dealing with each other so intimately that it starts
hurting your relationship with over-familiarity and under-appreciation, we lose the simple and
precious experience of interacting about something trivial and enjoyable.  If all of your conversations
with your spouse revolve around problems, your mind is going to naturally going to start associating
your spouse with problems, not enjoyable interactions.

It's not about who wins -- the last thing you should do is get hyper-competitive and domineering
about it.  Choose a game you both like, that doesn't favor either of you overmuch, and that you don't
mind losing.  In fact, it's good for a man to loose a game every now and again.  Demonstrating to
your wife that you're gracious in defeat is a serious DHV.  There are plenty of classic games
like Yahtzee! and Monopoly and plain ol' Gin Rummy you can do with her and have an enormously
good time.

Hell, even a game of chess can hold promise.
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My Favorite MILF
June 15, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I feel guilty about writing a real post right now because one of my agents called, one of my novels is
getting some Hollywood attention, and he wants me to re-write the whole 300,000 word monstrosity
in a week.  So I really should be doing that right now, but I'm procrastinating.  Author's prerogative.

So I was over at MMSL this morning, pretty much like every other morning, and Athol had posted a
beautiful and insightful (if stark and dreary, for some) summation about Relative Sex Rank and True
(or what I call Objective) Sex Rank, and rightly pointed out that no matter how hot a 40 year old
woman is, she isn't going to have the pure animal sexuality and higher Sex Rank that a 20 year
old woman does no matter how much she tries.

But he also pointed out that the flip side of this (using his beautiful bride as an example) is that a 40
year old woman has other assets at her disposal, like a more secure and experienced sexuality.  She
can, in other words, become a MILF.  Some ladies who are at that stage of life felt disheartened ,
so I wrote a long comment about this, and someone asked me to slap it on my blog, so in the interests
of procrastination . . .

Athol’s dead right about this . . . and about his MILFy conclusion.
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That’s part of marriage that many young men don’t understand. How can you stay with a woman
long-term if her actual rank is destined to depreciate over time while yours is inclined to
appreciate? If women are fungible, then isn’t serial monogamy with a steadily increasing age
difference between you and each successive new wife a better deal for dudes?

It’s a trade-off — and in my opinion, with proper bride selection, it’s a trade-off that ultimately
rewards a man (or at least the right kind of man) for him making the investment in marriage. Because
while the pay-off isn’t yet-another hot 25 year old in your bed every couple of years, it can be in the
form of a 40 year old who can remind you of her 25 year old self while maintaining the erotic
self-confidence and sexual experience only a lifetime of intimacy can produce. The MILF, in
other words.

I don’t think people understand how important, culturally speaking, the idea of the MILF is to us. It’s
the first time a generally positive term for a sexually-active woman of any age has been used in
our language. Before MILF, the only socially-acceptable term was “wife”, and that came loaded
with a lot of agricultural-age baggage that really doesn’t apply to a post-industrial marriage. In other
words, while “wife” implied a sexual component, it was but a part of a far wider-ranging role.
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MILF on the other hand is purely sexual, and almost always used in a positive way. Calling a woman
a MILF is a compliment, not a curse. “Cougar” has some predatory connotations implied.  But MILF
is almost wholesome, yet undeniably sexual -- it's got FUCK right there at the end of the
acronym.

Some women shy away from the term because of that.  But they should be eagerly embracing it.  For
those who believe that men are universally hung up on 24 year old big-boobed blondes, it might
surprise you to find out that MILF porn accounts for a disproportionately large percentage of
over-all porn sales. There are plenty of solid psychological reasons for this, but among the most
obvious is the fact that older women — MILFs — enjoy a far deeper sexual confidence than a
woman fifteen or twenty years younger. The veneer of innocence a young woman projects is gone,
replaced with a thick layer of I-have-a-vagina-and-I-know-how-to-use-it confidence that is inherently
arousing to men.

Don’t believe me? Consider that among the most important elements to a man who is watching porn
isn’t the relative beauty of the female performers — it’s how convincingly they can portray their
pure enjoyment of the act.  As I've said before many times, there's an old pornosphere saying, that
"it's easier to take a girl who knows how to fuck and make her pretty than it is to teach a pretty girl
how to fuck."  That positive enjoyment of the sexual experience is compellingly alluring to most
men.  Younger women are often preoccupied by how they look and how they are being perceived,
what the experience means and what the social fallout from her liaison will be when they have sex
with a man. Older women, especially older, married women, have often transcended that
preoccupation, especially if they have been intimate with the same partner for years and years.
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A lot of guys wonder how I can stare at drop-dead gorgeous women having outrageous sex all day
and still go home to a wife who isn’t just as beautiful. The fact is, my exposure to so many beautiful
(and not-so-beautiful) women has actually convinced me more than anything else that a deep
knowledge of one woman is far more erotically fulfilling — to me at least — than the shallow
acquaintance with a multitude of female bodies. For one thing, beauty is no guarantee of erotic
talent (and yes, some people are more naturally talented at sex than others, just as some are better
athletes or better musicians). But no matter how much native talent a young woman has, sex is also a
skill that must be learned over time and properly practiced to be mastered. The “trade-off” for
youth and beauty is experience, skill, and self-confidence that leads to greater passion and higher-
quality sex (in aggregate — all the bad married sex even great couples have is part of the process).

I frequently tell Mrs. Ironwood (and hell, pretty much anyone who cares) that she is my
favorite MILF, and I can say that with utter sincerity. Even if I dropped her tomorrow for a
skinny 25 year old nymphomaniac, it would take another 20 years to tune my new wife to the same
level as Mrs. Ironwood is now, and I know that.  It takes that long to develop the kind of familiarity,
intimacy and confidence in a relationship to get to the really good stuff.  To put it in Manosphere
terms, Mrs. Ironwood’s Relative Sex Rank to me is far higher than her True (or Objective) Sex Rank
based on that long familiarity complimented by a willingness to experiment that keeps our intimate
life from becoming routine or boring. That’s why she’s my favorite MILF, and always will be.
She’s a sexually-active wife in a functioning heterosexual dyad, and that should be celebrated in
a positive manner.
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Besides, it’s a lot easier than culturally-reclaiming the term “slut”.

And that's why you shouldn't be overly discouraged if you're staring 40 in the face and wondering
how soon your husband is going to start considering trading you in for a newer model.  You might
not be a 9 anymore, objectively, but factor in the experience and confidence you’ve gained as you’ve
lost objective capital, and that can significantly raise your SUBjective score vis a vis your man.  Also
remember that your husband's perception of your Subjective Sex Rank is not based purely on your
raw attractiveness, but your willingness to explore, experiment, and most importantly be available.
 Your boobs might not defy gravity anymore, but then again a 20 year old isn't going to feel
comfortable with . . . well, probably that thing you know he likes A WHOLE LOT, because of that
one time when you did it that certain way.  Hell, you can probably just mention the occasion to him
and he'll get an erection.

In other words,
A young husband brags about how pretty his wife is. 
An OMG brags about how his wife will still do him in the parking lot.
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The plain fact of the matter is, beauty isn’t just in the eye of the beholder, in women it is also
augmented by the positive attention they receive, knowing that they are being beheld. That is, a
40 year old 7 who knows her husband thinks she’s hot because he's shagging her four times a week
like clockwork is going to naturally act more sexually self-confident — “hotter” — than her objective
criteria are going to suggest. A single 40 year old 7 is at the mercy of the attention she receives in the
SMP to validate her beauty, and that can be a brutal endeavor. As a result, she isn’t going to be as
confident or secure in her sexuality, and that’s going to depress her SMV.  Score one for the married
MILFs.

As disheartening as Athol’s summation may sound to some of the 39ish wives who are starting to
worry as their men do the MAP, the fact that you have a dude who is “stuck with this old hag” and
doesn’t seem to mind should raise your spirits. Yes, he’s still going to be aroused by the sight and
presence of nubile females . . . if he didn’t, he wouldn’t have hit on you in the first place, now would
he?

But the fact that he’s encouraging you to re-invest in the erotic relationship instead of wandering after
the first unoccupied vagina should bring you a tremendous amount of security. Dudes who go that
route don’t often encourage their wives to stay in shape simply so they can rationalize their
infidelities away. If he still wants you at slightly-before-40, then odds are he’s already hooked on
your Subjective Sex Rank and is invested for the long term.  And your most successful strategy
to keep your marriage on track is do your damnedest to become his favorite MILF.
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What a lot of wives don't appreciate is just how freaking lazy most men are.  By and large we'd much
rather stick with a known variable than try to break in a completely new woman.  Oh, we love to
look, fantasize, etc., but where the rubber meets the road, just from a practical prospective new
women are expensive, time-consuming, and notoriously unpredictable.  Given our druthers, most
OMGs would much rather fuck their wives more often than go to all the trouble of cultivating a
mistress or a future second wife.  Making that an easier option could be a good strategy for your
long-term happiness.

Because in the sexually-simplistic mind of most dudes, the best pussy he ever had was the last one
he had, and the best one he'll ever have will be the next one.  If both of those are yours, then you
probably don't have much to worry about.  That might mean you have to turn up the freaky a little
every now and then, but you'd be amazed at how powerful that is.

So next time you see his head turned by a perky rack, don't get pissed, moody, or depressed:

Do him in the parking lot. 
He’ll forget all about the perky titties.
And you'll be his favorite MILF.

And  that’s this week’s lesson from Uncle Ian’s Porn Corner . . .
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MY SEVEN

I got nominated for this 7 Questions thing from several bloggers, and so I feel obligated to answer.
 I'll wait to pass it on to 7 other bloggers simply because I haven't figured out which 7 (and which
ones have already been invited).  But here is my response:

7 Questions:

1.) What is your favorite song?

That’s a hard one.

2.) What is your favourite dessert?

The next one.

3.) What do you do when you're upset?

I brood.  Dear gods, I brood.  If I’m upset, really upset, my eyebrows lock into Brooding
Position, and remain there.  I withdraw into the sanctity of my metaphorical Man Cave, and
depending on the nature and origin of what has upset me, I have occasionally had recourse to
drink, which helps with the brooding if done in moderation.  After I work up a good brood, I
usually turn that into some productive problem-solving strategy, but by that time I’ve freaked out
my whole family with the intensity of my brooding.

4.) Which is your favourite pet?

Cats.  Ironic, I know.  But my family has had cats my entire life.  My house is not truly a home
without a cat.  Our current resident feline is named Lucifer, and is at the top of his game as a
Rodent Control Technician.  But I’ve always had cats, and always will.

5.) White bread or whole meal?

Whole wheat.  For the fiber.  And if I have a preference, Pumpernickel.

6.) What's your biggest fear?

Not being able to avoid tragedy.  And knowing that it is an inevitable part of the human condition
which can only be mitigated, never cured.
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7.) What's your attitude most of the time?

The only person whose judgment of my actions is meaningful to me is, ultimately, me.  The
standards and expectations of the rest of the world are nearly insignificant compared to my
standards and expectations of myself.  While that can easily lead to a crippling self-criticism and
a defeatist attitude, I take great care to appreciate my successes and learn from my failures,
determined to live up to my own expectations.  Mrs. Ironwood is invaluable in this – she helps
keep me honest and acts as a coach/fan club more than a critic, but it is ultimately my opinion,
and mine alone, that has to guide my actions. 

7 Fun Facts About Me:

1.) I work in porn.  And I love it. 

2.) I have over five different pseudonyms as a writer, plus my real name, and four of them
have developed fan bases independent of each other.  As a writer, that’s highly gratifying. 
One of these has recently caught the attention of a major Hollywood producer (no lie) which is
why my postings have been slow lately.  I’m re-writing the manuscript that will, hopefully, make
me embarrassingly rich.  If not, it’s still gratifying.  The English language is my bitch.

3.) I’m probably the most progressive voice, politically speaking, in the Manosphere and
that’s . . . okay.  I support a woman’s right to choose, access to birth control, benevolent and
well-executed social programs, reasonable taxation, investment in alternative energy, housing,
and education, civil rights, equal rights, gay rights (especially marriage rights) and most of the
rest of the liberal/progressive Humanistic platform.  Except for Marxism and Feminism, both of
which I find amusingly naïve and mildly repugnant for their intellectual dishonesty and their
ends-justify-the-means execution of their ideologies.  If you don’t think I can be a progressive
without supporting feminism, then please explain to my conservative colleagues how I can be
conservative and still support birth control, abortion rights, and civil rights.  I’ll just watch.  It
should be entertaining.

4.)  I’m a Neo-Pagan.  That’s right, I’m an accused misogynist who worships the Great Goddess
and the Old Gods of my ancestors, and have been for over 25 years.  I’m an initiated Wiccan,
High Priest and Druid.  A tree-honoring, ancestor-worshiping, bonfire-dancing idolater.  My
taking the Red Pill has in no way lessened my devotion to the Goddess . . . indeed, the Red Pill
has become the source of a breathtakingly insightful perspective on the theology of a
feminine divinity.  I know that makes me seem like a godless idolater to many of my Christian
readers, but that’s . . . okay.  Just take my words with a secular grain of salt, appreciate them for
how they are useful to you, and try to forget about the fact that, according to your sect, I’m going
to burn in hell for all of eternity.  Seriously, don’t sweat it – that’s where all my friends will be,
too.

5.)  I have an outstanding relationship with my father, which helps fuel my determination to
help re-valorize masculinity under our own terms.  And no, he and my mom have been married
for almost fifty years, now, so he didn’t suffer through a bitter divorce or an unhappy marriage. 
Papa Ironwood is the wisest man I know, and if I end up half as wise as he is, I’ll count myself
utterly fortunate.
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6.) The only sport I’m devoted to is Figure Skating.  It’s a long story, and has nothing to do
with my masculinity and everything to do with my grandmother.  But the upside is that Mrs.
Ironwood has not lost me to a ball game or sporting event of any sort – NOT ONCE – in 20
years.  And you thought my cooking was my only asset . . .

7.)  As a few of you know, and many have urged me, I'm quietly writing a book on the
Manosphere and how it is revalorizing masculinity in the post-feminist era.  I've gotten a lot
of help from some powerful Manosphere bloggers, and I've made some significant progress.
 However, I'm always looking for additional material, so if the Manosphere has made a big
difference in your life, then I encourage you to write me at ian.ironwood (at) gmail.com and put
"TESTIMONIAL" in the subject line.  Doing so will automatically grant me the rights to use your
words in the book, but I'm more than happy to credit you anonymously if you'd prefer.

Now all we need is some Red Pill merchandising . . . 
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The Curse of the Mommy Bob
June 22, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Following Athol Kay's effusive blog love yesterday, I was skulking around the Manosphere and hit
on Average Married Guy's page (one of my Red Pill Rangers on the left nav) and saw something that
inspired this post.  He was discussing the changes his wife had made since he began running the
MAP and Married Game ala MMSL on her.  It was a minor point, but one worth discussing:

Letting her hair grow long again (my fault, I never told her she looked better with it
long, so had it "mom-short", but she's not doing it for herself so much as to be more
attractive to me)

That's key.  Most men don't give much thought about their wife's hairstyle . . . until it's too late.

"Oh, shit, Honey!  What have you done?!"

Once a woman gets her long hair hacked off, no matter how "cute" and "sassy" she thinks it is, there's
almost always a diminished attraction from her husband/boyfriend/passing stranger. And since their
SO didn't mention any preference, then "I just felt like a change!" is plenty of rationalization to get it
done.  And of course you, as a dude, don't want to say just how much less you like it because, hey,
you know THAT'S not going to get you laid.  So you lie about it, and then go whack off in secret to
long, luxurious locks that cover perky boobs during the intense and acrobatic contortions of wildly
passionate . . . where was I?

Oh.  The Mommy Bob.  The Boner Killer.
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Only Your Girlfriends Think It's "Cute" and "Sassy"

When Mrs. Ironwood and I first began serious negotiations about a future marriage (and by serious,
think Israel and the Palestinians at the negotiating table) we each had a long list of "must haves",
"would be nice", "acceptable parameters", "negotiated peculiarities", and "dealbreakers" (with
variations on each) that we discussed ad naseum until we were both satisfied we were on the same
page.  

If you're wondering how we found the time for this, consider how many relationship discussions you
can have in the two-hour car ride between your house in the rural hinterlands of the South and your
mutual parent's houses in the gleaming metropolitan center of culture and civilization, and then
consider just how inspiring mile after mile of cotton, tobacco, corn and soybean fields can be on your
imagination.

Road Trips and long commutes provide amble
opportunity for productive marital discussions.

Among my many little picky things was a simple rule I had about Mrs. Ironwood's hair.  No blondes,
no bobs.

That may seem a little strange, but I'll cop to a personal idiosyncrasy or two.  No, I don't get off
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controlling my wife's hairstyle, and while I'm not above criticizing it in certain states due to the
length of preparation involved, for the most part she can do what she likes with her hair.  With those
two exceptions.

The "no blondes" rule stems from my first ball-crushing entitlement princess college girlfriend, who
was largely responsible for shoving blue pills down my throat and getting me set up for that first
major heartbreak (Hi, Kelly!).  She was blonde.  Hence, I have trust issues with blondes.

I don't hate blonde people.  I have plenty of blonde friends.   I have no trouble speaking casually or
even working closely with blonde people.  I have the greatest respect for the tremendous strides and
great accomplishments blondes have made throughout history.  I wouldn't mind if one of my children
married one -- we've come a long way.

But as far as intimacy goes, "this dog don't bark that way."  Yeah, I know.  Petty of me.

I have trust issues with blondes, for some reason.
Mrs. Ironwood violated this rule only once.  We were still living in the hinterlands, newlyweds, and
thanks to an experimental period in her life and the influence of a gloriously flamboyant country boy
hair stylist queen named Dwayne, who SWORE he was an expert at the arcane science of hair color,
she came home one night with a long shock of platinum blonde hair and tears in her eyes.  It only
lasted a week, and eventually went to a bright coppery red that almost made up for it, but for that
week things were pretty tense.  While she's skated dangerously close to blondeness with highlights,
she's never quite crossed that line again.  We just can't afford the therapy bills.

But as for my second requirement for her hair, 'no bobs', that's a far less personal and far more
reasonable requirement for a wife.

Look, I understand the allure of a bob, particularly the dreaded "Mommy Bob".  For the childless
reading this, the "Mommy Bob" is the hairstyle a woman often gets when her baby is six months old,
for the perfectly practical reason that a six-month old baby, particularly a nursing baby, has grabby
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hands.  In between rounds at the C-Cup Milk Bar, Junior has no problem at all reaching up with a big
goofy smile, entwine his chubby little fingers in Mommy's long tresses, and yanking the living shit
out of it for the express purpose of his own amusement.

Repeated instances can lead to the mother of your children beginning to fantasize about being an
English nanny.  Since getting the hair lopped off (and retiring any dangling earrings or necklaces) is
arguably simpler than infanticide, the Mommy Bob becomes the utilitarian hairstyle of maternal
pragmatism.  It's also easier to style, easier to take care of, and -- let's face it ladies -- a shorter
hairstyle requires more frequent trips to a salon.  Not all women see going to a salon or stylist as an
indulgence and personal affirmation of their femininity (or a chance to indulge in some good ol'
fashioned FSM gossip), but enough do that the generalization isn't out of bounds.

NOOOOOOOOO!!!!!
But while the Mommy Bob is eminently practical, it's also as arousing as an IRS audit.  Sure, your
female friends will rave about how "cute" and "sassy" it is, but the sad fact of the matter is that your
pragmatic hair just dropped your Objective Sex Rank a full point.  And if your husband/baby-daddy
prefers long hair (and most men do -- trust me on this, ladies.  We had a meeting) then your
Subjective Sex Rank ("how hot my husband thinks I am") may drop by up to two points.

A lot of women don't want to face that big ugly Red Pill fact.  But men like long hair.  Human beings
have a mane, just like a lion, and it's one of our most important secondary sexual characteristics.  It
demonstrates your health, your attention to your grooming (always an important thing in a primate)
and it can be employed as an "action device" in mating: hair tossing, hair twirling, brushing a lock out
of someone's eyes . . . you know the drill.  Hair is sexy.

It's also a pain in the ass to keep up -- I know this from personal experience.  I rocked a ponytail in
my bartending youth, and at some future point when the gray takes over, I've already warned my wife
that I plan on pulling a full Gandalf (which she says will be fine, right after I'm diagnosed with
impotence and don't want to get laid again -- see "negotiated peculiarities", above).  But long hair
requires a lot more attention than short hair.  It can add up to half an hour to prep time in the morning
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(more if it's a formal occasion), and then requires almost constant maintenance to ensure it continues
to do what it's supposed to.

But it's also the quickest, easiest way to elicit a man's interest.  And getting it hacked off in a
misguided attempt to be "sassy" is the quickest way to kill a man's interest.  Remember, "sassy" is
your girlfriend's secret way of telling you that you look "celibate" . . . because most dudes would
rather hit on a 6 with long hair than a 7 with a Mommy Bob nine times out of ten.

When my single female friends ask my dating advice (yes, it happens) one of the very first things I
look at is their hair.  If it doesn't brush their shoulders, that's a problem, and I tell them.  And you
would not believe how ardently they defend their "cute" hair, because they've gotten loads of
affirmation from the Matrix about how adorable it is.  I mean, they actually get offended that a dude
would be put off by a short hairstyle, as if it's a character judgement on the dude.  And a few get
highly offended at the very term "Mommy Bob".

But that's what it is.  Like it or not, a short hairstyle, particularly a 

Don't be afraid to reward your wife
for maintaining her longer hair.

Mommy Bob, is a subtle, subtextual signal to the men around you that you are UNAVAILABLE, that
you have OTHER THINGS occupying your time, that you are UNWILLING to devote the time and
energy necessary to deal with even short-ish long hair -- and your rationalizations about how it's
easier for work, it doesn't get in the way, it doesn't take as long to dry, and it doesn't get grabbed by
greedy babies just don't do a damn thing for us.  

Want to find a man?  Grow your damn hair out.  Short hair on a single woman screams "I have a
kid I'm not talking about!" or "I value my girlfriends' opinions over those of the men in my life!" or
"My 'cute' hairstyle is a distraction from the fact that I'm batshit nuts!" or similar messages.  In
Single Girl Game, short hair is a distinct DLV.  And if it's a de facto Mommy Bob . . . well, girl,
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better pick up more batteries on the way home from the bar.  

Of course a new mother (especially with that first child) may not care in the slightest about her
husband/baby-daddy's attraction to her, thanks to the massively overwhelming task of not just having
your body completely re-arrange itself from Gestation Mode to Milch Cow Mode, but being utterly
responsible for the life of another human being in every conceivable way.  I don't think I have to tell
most men out there that the first six months of your first kid's life is the period you will
masturbate most in in your life.  Including your sophomore year of High School.  Another ugly
Red Pill truth.

But the Mommy Bob will kill his ardor even once she decides to clean out the cobwebs again.  It's
particularly daunting if there's been a long dry spell, say back into the final months of her pregnancy.
 Once a woman has decided she needs sex again after giving birth, suddenly all of her previous
insecurities are compounded with new ones about her new body, potentially damaged vagina, her
changing and sensitive boobs that are no longer Happy Fun Places but the aforementioned Milk Bar,
open 24 hours.  During that crucial "get back on the horse" phase, she's going to be hypersensitive to
any hint of criticism or rejection, and she's suddenly (hopefully) going to be more conscious about
how much she can arouse her mate.

Yes, we men just like longer hair better on
those women with whom we're considering having sex .

Deal.

There's already plenty of other crap going on to mess up your intimate relationship at that point.
 Most of it a dude is willing to overlook or ignore -- face it, that first post-baby sex is always going to
SUCK anyway.  But compounding the existing issues by presenting your darling face with hair that is
totally foreign to his intimate memory is going to be daunting.  Mommy Bobs are not "sex
positive".

("Mommy Boobs" on the other hand . . . sorry, that's another post.)
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Forming A Proper Response To Hearing "Man Up!" From
Your Wife
June 25, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Once again, Athol at MMSL has made an intriguing post that inspired a response that grew to post-
length itself.  So once again I'm using it for my own blog, because it's so damn pertinent.

The focus of the post was the insidious admonition to "Man Up" that we've been hearing steadily for
two decades, and how it's often used as a shaming technique to get men to do stuff that is not
necessarily in their best interests.

This is a bigger deal than most men realize.

One of the hardest things about taking the Red Pill is accepting responsibility for your own actions as
a man and the head of your household (even if you are the only member of that household). It’s easy
to be a Blue Pill dude and defer responsibility to other people — your wife, the government, someone
else — but when you take the Red Pill and make that commitment to yourself that you will deal with
the universe the way it is, and not the way it’s idealized to be, then things get complicated. And hard.

Athol’s absolutely right: when someone is telling you to “Man Up”, they’re invoking shame and
using your own masculinity against you. 
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Now, if that comes from a man then it can be seen 
as an invitation to remember your masculine power, qwitchyerbitchen, and do the job at hand. When
men tell other men to “Man Up” (usually) they are trying to improve the condition of the other
man. In the Male Social Matrix men are generally encouraged to help each other like that as part of
the process of turning a Guy in to a Man . . . or simply providing moral support for a difficult issue.
While the emphasis in the MSM is overtly on competition between men, a long list of masculine
codes, from basic sportsmanship to battlefield chivalry, are designed to mitigate that competitive
nature by tacitly providing assistance to less-able men.

While men are highly competitive, they also (as a class) tend to be dedicated to using their success
and position to elevate other men even if it means that they are sacrificing a little competitive edge to
do it.  Because while winning is vitally important to men, winning unfairly cheapens the effort.  And
if your competitors are not at their best, then your best doesn't mean much.  An Olympic sprinter at a
Middle School track meet isn't going to find much meaningful competition.  Any "wins" he makes
there are going to be suspect -- not because he cheated, but because of the mediocre nature of
competition.

Since men thrive on competition as the cornerstone of the Male Social Matrix, then the only way
that the most successful competitors are going to experience real satisfaction with their success
is to ensure that the competition is as challenging as possible.  When an Olympian goes to the
games, the focus is not on "I'm going to win a Gold!" it's "I'm going to face the best athletes on the
planet and I'm going to be shown -- in front of the entire world -- how I stack up."  So the impetus in
the MSM is to improve your competition as much as you can without making them better than you.
 It's the old "I taught him everything he knows . . . but I didn't teach him everything I know!" saw
from the older, more experienced man referring to a competitive protege.

When a man tells another man to “Man Up” he’s offering both support and criticism,
acknowledging the difficulties of the issue but also declaring his belief that the other man has
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within him the capability and testicular fortitude to get the job done despite his own fears and
insecurities about the issue. Since all men have fears and insecurities, a quiet, private discussion
about them with another dude who acknowledges those fears and insecurities but also expresses his
belief in your ability to deal with them is a gift from another man.

And that's how most men take that kind of admonishment . . . from other men.  As constructive
criticism and just enough shame implicit to be motivating.  The few times when another man has
told me to "Man Up", "Sack Up", or "Cowboy Up", it has been a straight-up reminder that
I'm a dude, I've got big hairy balls, and the way to properly approach a problem or challenge is
not from a place of fear and insecurity, but from a place of confident determination, and I've
been (in retrospect) grateful to the men who said it to me.

But when it comes from a woman, it’s the nastiest sort of insult. On par with the “C-word”.

When a woman says “Man Up”, she’s not offering constructive
criticism wrapped in a masculine-flavored coating of support. She’s calling into question his
masculinity and his ability to get the job done, and expressing her doubts about her dude in the
most insidious of ways. 

Don't believe that ladies?  Think that telling your man to "Man Up" is no big deal?  Let me explain it
to you like this: it’s the moral equivalent of presenting yourself to your husband before an important
formal occasion after three hours prep on hair, make-up and wardrobe only to have him wrinkle up
his forehead and say “You mean you’re going to wear that? In public?” Devastating.

In that situation, the asshole-in-question is undermining not just your confidence, but your ability to
properly interpret and react to a complex social situation, which is the cornerstone of the Female
Social Matrix.  In a very real way he's attacking your femininity, not through an overt assault on your
sexuality or appearance or the other stuff that feminists get torqued up about, but by questioning your
ability to navigate the FSM.
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So when you ladies tell your man to "Man Up" in just about any situation, you are taking a well-
aimed kick at his unprotected testicles.  And since it's coming from you, who knows him better than
just about anyone, it's orders of magnitude worse than had it come from a stranger.

The Red Pill doesn’t banish fears and insecurities — if anything, once you know all of the things
that can go wrong with your life, your wife, and your relationships, it can make you a little
paranoid. But what the Red Pill can do for you is give you the space to acknowledge your own fears
and insecurities and handle them. The Red Pill doesn’t say you have to be an indestructible,
invulnerable, and emotionally-distant man in order to thrive. But it does give you just enough security
and belief in yourself to push back when you get the shit-testing “Man UP!” from a woman.

So how does a Red Pill man, especially one working the MAP hardcore, respond to such a shrewish
and inconsiderate request?

First, consider the context of the situation.  Carefully evaluate the objective challenges you face.  If
it's a work issue, for example, and you understand how precarious your company is positioned in
these uncertain economic times, then responding to your wife's request that you "Man Up" and
demand a raise from your boss when the company is contemplating lay-offs demonstrates her lack of
knowledge of the situation and suggests an appropriate, quietly-delivered response:

"Have you noticed it's not your name on my paycheck?  This job is my responsibility to
navigate, and if I don't think this is an opportune time to push back, then you're just going to
have to fucking trust me that I know what the hell it is I'm doing.  Because as delicate as
things are, having someone who doesn't know what the hell she's talking about offering me
bad advice about how to run my career isn't going to be doing me any favors."

And yes, use profanity.  Don't use insulting language or name-calling . . . but there is a time and
place to display your command of invective to your woman, and this qualifies.
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Or, if it's a tangled social situation -- for instance, stumbling across evidence that a male friend of
yours is cheating on his spouse -- then an admonishment to "Man Up" from your woman is
actually a nasty way for her to try to shame and manipulate you into feminine-behavior under
the auspices that it's the "right" thing to do.  That is, when your wife wants you to "Man Up" and
rat on your friend to his wife, what she's really trying to do is drag you into the uncleansed bowels of
the Female Social Matrix and use you as her surrogate bitch.

Women often feel that they are the keepers of moral and ethical behavior in our society, which is
Hamstereese for selectively using morality to increase their position in the FSM (or, conversely, to
tear down another woman's).  Part of this can be blamed on the relative powerlessness women
enjoyed in the pre-industrial era, when their only legitimate way of using power was through their
men.  But now they can't use that excuse -- trying to drag a man into the FSM for your own purposes
by shaming his sense of masculinity is nothing more than blatant manipulation.

So how do you respond to her "Man Up!" in this case?

"You know, it's been said that learning to mind your own business is 80% of all human
wisdom.  This is a volatile situation that has the possibility of messing up a lot of people's
lives,  and since it concerns something that's clearly none of our fucking business, then I'm
going to 'Man Up' and exercise my masculine prerogative for wisdom by keeping my mouth
shut and strongly encouraging my gossipy wife to do the same.  The fact is, we don't know
all the facts.  We don't know what kind of private intimate relationship those two have, no
matter how close we might be to them.  And stirring a turd of this size is just going to cover
everyone in shit so . . . if you think me unmanly because I'm unwilling to destroy someone
else marriage willy-nilly, then buy me a tutu and call me Fifi, Babe, because clearly I'm not
man enough to do it."

Presented in a growling, obviously-judgmental tone of voice, this should shut down all future
discussion on the topic, unless she's Batshit Crazy or, conversely, so tied into the FSM that your
wishes on the matter do not matter to her.  Which implies you have much, much bigger problems on
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your hand that idle gossip.

Of course, the hardest time to hear "Man Up" from your woman is when it involves your own family.
 Especially your relationship with your mother.  A wife/girlfriend and her mother-in-law is always a
rough relationship, no matter how cordial it might seem.  In a very real way your woman and your
mom are fighting for control over you, and both of them can use the "Man Up" as a shaming
technique in their FSM power struggle.  This is particularly hard to take, and it can put you in a
particularly bad spot.

When your wife tells you to "Man Up" when it comes to your mother or father, then once again
objectively evaluate the context of the situation.  Usually that kind of fight comes when your parents
are trying to get you to do something that your woman sees as a threat to your relationship or her
power.  And while the last thing you want is your mother dominating your relationship, it's just as
bad to have your wife dominate your relationship with your mother.  Hearing your mother tell you to
"Man Up" in regards to your wife is just as bad, and calls for the same level of response.

In a Blue Pill marriage what usually happens is that the Beta in question gets in the middle and tries
to act as an obsequious intermediary, inserting himself into the feminine power struggle in a
particularly masochistic and unhelpful way.  The result is often increasing frustration on the part of
both your mother and your woman, purposeful misunderstandings and overly diplomatic language,
with no real resolution in sight.  The Beta just wants everyone to get along, and he will bust his ass in
a fevered sweat trying to appease both wife and mother.

This rarely, if ever, works to his advantage and ultimately sets him up for innumerable future
problems stemming from his lack of backbone.  By the time "Man Up!" is heard from either party,
Mr. Blue Pill has usually already traded the last shreds of his testicles for magic beans or somesuch,
and the impact of the command is lessened simply because Mr. Blue Pill has long given up on his
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own masculinity in an attempt at negotiating domestic harmony.  Ten years later he's often divorced
and bitter because both his wife and his mother lost respect for his lack of Alpha.  (Yes, your Mom is
a woman, too, and responds to your Alpha just like any other woman.  Don't get all Oedipus-creepy
about this, though.  Your mother's perspective on your masculinity is only sexual in the most obtuse
sort of way.  She's looking for validation that she produced a strong male worthy of providing
her descendants).

So how does the Red Pill man respond to his wife and/or mother telling him to "Man Up!" in regards
to the other party?  Simple.  He drags both of them into the same room and he makes them be silent
for ten minutes while he chews both of them out for their juvenile and disrespectful behavior.

And that's the general key to all such "Man Up!" commands.  If you have a hard time evaluating a
complex situation enough to give a cogent and eloquent response, then a prompt and direct
expression of your own sense of masculinity, delivered forcefully and meaningfully, should be
sufficient to a) get her off your back and b) do so in such a way that's pure Alpha, and not Beta
(which is what she's accusing you of) in the slightest.

Here's a few practice lines:

WOMAN: ". . . and I don't know why you let this happen all the time.  God, sometimes I
just wish you would Man Up and just handle it!"

MAN: 

Gentle response:  "Honey, I can appreciate what your saying, and I understand your
position.  However, if you call my masculinity into question even once more during this
conversation, it will be over, we'll be having another, altogether different discussion, and
there will be unpleasant consequences and repercussions.  Is that understood?"

Moderate response (Set Sarcasm controls to "disintegrate"):  "Gosh, thank you ever so
much for your opinion of my masculinity.  I'm terribly sorry you see it as so deficient, but
since you don't happen to own a pair of fucking testicles and I do, I think I'm going to have
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to be the judge of that.  Just because I'm not doing what you want me to doesn't mean I'm

unmanly, it means I'm a man with my own fucking brain, which also means I don't take
poorly-contrived, selfishly-motivated juvenile crap like 'man up' lightly, even from a woman
who is supposed to me on MY fucking team.  Now maybe you should disappear for a little
while, because if you were trying to piss me off and get me angry, you succeeded . . . and
right now it would be in the best interests of our relationship if I wasn't being reminded of
that."

 Severe Response (USE WITH
CAUTION): Unzip pants, drop them to your knees.  Grasp and brandish your genitalia in a
crude and threatening way.  Approach your wife, never taking your eyes off of her.  Get
well within her comfort zone of "personal space" until you can feel her exhaled breath on
your face.  Your intensity and determination in this case is key.  She should be shocked,
nervous, and maybe even a little frightened.

 Say, very quietly with just a hint of menace in your voice, "If you need a reminder of my
masculinity, that can be arranged.  But until your balls are bigger than mine, then I'd count
it as a personal favor if you would shut the fuck up about my masculinity, lest I take it as an
invitation to prove it to you.  Because that's perhaps the most insulting and disrespectful
thing you've ever said to me.  Really, that's the kind of shit I'd expect to hear out of a
brainless teenager's mouth, not a grown and allegedly mature woman.  So don't even speak,
don't say a fucking word to me right now, because I'm teetering on the edge of a serious
and very masculine blow-up and I'm really exerting a lot of effort to avoid that.  If you were
a man who said that to me like that, we'd already be fighting.  Since you're not, I'd
strongly recommend you retreat from my presence and reconsider your advice.  Then after
I've calmed down, if you still think my actions aren't 'manly' enough for your tastes, then we
can arrange for that demonstration.  Now I'm going to put my large, hairy nutsack away,
and I'm going to walk away, and I don't want to hear another fucking word from you until
you're ready to sincerely apologize to me for your profound rudeness."  

Turn, walk away, and carefully replace genitalia in pants without accidentally zipping up
your scrotum. (Writhing on the ground clutching your crotch in pain after that particular
speech is going to seriously kill your credibility.)

All three of the above responses should be sufficient, but the over-all rule-of-thumb about this is that
when a woman challenges your masculinity with "Man Up", you respond with unabashed, balls-in-
your-face unmitigated and unwatered ALPHA.  That's the essential nature of this shit-test, and the
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only appropriate and beneficial response is a strong Alpha Move.

It's like when your kid criticizes you about something in a particularly rude way.  Regardless of
whether he's right or wrong, the disrespect and the rudeness become the issue, and that has to
be handled first, and quickly, before the merits of the criticism are addressed.  When your
woman tells you to "Man Up", it doesn't matter what the issue is -- the first order of business for a
Red Pill man is to correct the bad behavior and let her know, in no uncertain terms, that her
"suggestion" has now taken center stage, regardless of how serious the other issue might be.  

When you allowed her into your boat and under your command, then it was with the tacit
understanding that she would be supportive of you and respectful of your masculinity -- as respectful
as you are to her femininity.  Telling you to "Man Up" isn't good First Officer advice, it's
tantamount to mutiny, and it should be treated as such.  An attack on your masculinity like "Man
Up" is a direct violation of the Rules of Engagement as a kidney punch, and should be treated
accordingly.

Whatever you do, don't let the remark pass un-noted.  Indeed, the proper response is good ol'
fashioned masculine righteous anger -- you might be making the wrong decision or taking the wrong
attitude for the situation, but the simple fact of the matter is that it's YOUR FUCKING JOB to make
decisions, and you and you alone are the proper judge of your own sense of masculinity.  Your
woman gave you the endorsement and validation of her perspective on your masculinity when she got
onto your boat.  There should be no questioning that in your marriage until she gets off your boat --
voluntarily or not.  Basically, if you're the kind of man who will put up with that kind of shit from
her, then you deserve the consequences of that.

I'm lucky: Mrs. Ironwood has used that particular tactic less than a handful of times, and all within
the first few years of our relationship.  Once she realized that I'm open to plenty of constructive
criticism, but my sense of masculinity was off the table and not up for her review, she backed off
the tactic as unproductive.  And since one of the last times she pulled it landed her in marital
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counseling for a couple of uncomfortable weeks, she grew to understand that this is a generally
unproductive tactic to take.

Convince your woman that it's unproductive in the most forceful of terms, and she'll back off the
"Man Up" shaming language, too.    But it's your responsibility as a Red Pill husband to enforce that
rule.  It sucks, it might get you into an even bigger fight, but if you don't win this one then winning all
the others isn't going to make a damn bit of difference.
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Why I Love Mrs. Ironwood
June 29, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Just a short post today (and the peasants rejoiced . . . )

Mrs. Ironwood just returned from four days of being feted by the pharmaceutical industry, your
Viagra dollars at work.  Four days of high-pressure conferences and exhausting, freewheeling
discussions, high-powered business meetings and deep academic discussions about bioethics
followed by night after night of receptions and cocktail parties.  She got back, exhausted and sleep-
deprived, just yesterday.  At noon.  All she could think about was going to sleep.  She actually got a
bit of a nap when my phone rings.  Papa Ironwood has been admitted to the hospital for some tests.
 Nothing serious -- my dad is partially paralyzed, and they found a blockage in his leg, fairly routine
surgery.  Since we have one of the most advanced medical facilities on the planet in our
neighborhood (Middle-eastern potentates use it) I wasn't too concerned.  I let her sleep.

As if by magic, she sensed something was stirring in the Force.  She rose, and spent the next several
hours on the phone speaking to doctors and reviewing his medical records.  She got up this morning
and went to her own scheduled appointment and then headed right for Papa's room, where she's still
working to ensure his proper care and treatment.

This isn't her father, mind you.  This is her Father-In-Law.

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/why-i-love-mrs-ironwood.7794
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2012/06/why-i-love-mrs-ironwood.html
http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-c7wKriI18aA/T-3q3giApTI/AAAAAAAABCA/LUAqBNqxFzk/s1600/bpo008.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 244 of 1013

When you get married, it's a mistake to think you're marrying each other.  The fact is, you're
marrying a family, and you don't get to control that family even a little bit.  Most people recoil from
that idea, and spend the rest of their marriage trying to pry their mate from the clutches of their
baggage-laden family in a misguided attempt to establish "independence".  Mrs. Ironwood and I
embraced the idea.  When I married her, I got a new sister and mother in the deal, as well as some
nieces, nephews, and assorted cousins.  When there's an issue in her side of the family, I don't hesitate
to get involved.  Ditto for mine and her.  I could have fought with my mother-in-law constantly over
the years, but that would have been unfair for everyone.  Mrs. I could have legitimately fought with
certain elements (and they know who they are) of the Ironwood clan, but she didn't.  She accepted
them as her family, good, bad, ugly and indifferent. Warts and all.

This is particularly poignant for me today, as it has just been announced across the Manosphere that a
beloved commentor on HUS and other blogs, Thomas Munson, has passed away after a battle with
cancer. Munson's wit and wisdom were legendary.  Susan at HUS is compiling a .pdf of his best
quotes.  He was the Voice of Mature Authority for many of us, a surviving remnant of the Patriarchy
fighting a guerilla war against the tides of feminism and Puerarchy.  We didn't always agree, but I
always prized his wisdom.

The reason Munson's death makes me love Mrs. I even more is because Munson pointed out on a
blog once (I think it was TPM) that a hot sexy babe is great for righteous sex . . . but she isn't likely to
drive your ass to your oncology appointment four times a week.  Munson and his wife were prima
facea evidence that men and women could work in an effective, fairly traditional partnership to the
mutual benefit and enrichment of both parties, without anyone feeling oppressed or unequal or other
bullshit like that.  He was a silverback Wolf Alpha who knew his place in the universe with the kind
of utter certainty that breeds supreme confidence.  And his public duel with cancer was both inspiring
and heartbreaking.
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So if you're a single dude, and you meet a chick with big boobs who you just know will be the perfect
mother of your children once she gives up her flirty ways and declares her undying devotion to you,
consider asking her if she'd be up for carting your dad to the hospital, if she was to become your
bride.  That might be the most instructive answer you get from her all evening.

Or if you're in a marriage that is in trouble, and you have doubts whether or not you can find
happiness in this person's life and vice versa, consider how short your time here is, and how the very
fact that you found each other at all is amazing in this world.  Think about driving her to the
oncologist four times a week, every week, knowing that the inevitable conclusion to such a task is her
death.  Unless things are really, really bad, that should offer you some useful perspective.

And if you're in a good, solid, dependable marriage . . . go hug your wife for no reason at all, and kiss
her thoroughly and often.  It might not be glamorous or romantic or sophisticated, but if you actually
have someone who will watch your back and devote her time to ensuring your comfort, health and
safety, recognize what an utterly-lucky son-of-a-bitch you are.
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And tonight, raise a glass to Munson in appreciation of his masculine wisdom and wit.  May his
ancestors receive him in honor.
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"When, in the opinion of the Chief Medical Officer the Captain
is unfit for duty . . . "
July 18, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Another short post.

For those who have asked, Papa Ironwood came through his surgeries without incident, and is now
recuperating at a rehabilitation facility, in good spirits with an excellent prognosis.

Myself, on the other hand . . .

About two weeks ago I contracted a health issue -- unusual for me.  I tend to be as healthy as a 44
year old smoker can be.  The Ironwood constitution is legendary.  I rarely get sick -- that is, I rarely
got sick.  It's not (I believe) serious, but it did leave me as weak as a kitten from vomiting and
dehydration, with potentially dangerous spikes in blood pressure.  There were Urgent Care visits.
 And Emergency Room visits.  And one hospital admission.  I missed over a week of work (hence the
no updates) because I could barely focus enough to see the computer.  I'm feeling a lot better, but
yeah, it was like that.

There's a lot I could (and likely will) blog about from my experiences, but I'll begin with this.  The
venerable Athol Kay at MMSL, frequently uses the apt reference of "Captain/First Officer" from
naval parlance (OK, he stole it from Star Trek) as an analogy to describe a good Red Pill marriage.
 I've taken it to heart, because it works and because I'm a world-class nerd.  I'm the Captain, in my
household, and Mrs. Ironwood is the First Officer.

But that's not all she is, of course.  Apart from being half of our household income, devoted mother,
etc. she also wears other hats.  We both do.  She's Chief Science Officer, for one.  She actually has a
degree in science, so she beats me out on a technicality.  When the kids bring in some unknown bug
or animal for identification, she gets to lead them through the exercise.  I wear the Chief Technology
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Officer hat, as well as the Chief Engineer, Chief of General Services, Chief of Security and Chief
Transport Officer.  But among the most important hats Mrs. Ironwood wears is Chief Medical
Officer.

Again, the science degree, plus a fifteen-year career in the sciences and medical fields.  Plus the
work-history -- she worked in a morgue before CSI was cool.  She's written a textbook on medical
terminology.  Groups of doctors pay to have her come talk to them, and they listen.  She knows a fair
amount of medicine herself, and has developed both excellent clinical and laboratory skills.  More
importantly, she knows the labyrinthine universe of the American Health Care system, from
insurance to managed care to how to get an emergency room to see you when there's an eight hour
wait (hint: you call every other ER in the region and find one less-booked).  If the kids have a boo-
boo, if there are rashes of unknown origin, if there are fungal infections or minor lacerations or a
question about oncology or home health care services or how much ibuprofen you can give an infant,
Mrs. Ironwood either knows it, or will know it within a matter of moments.

As mentioned in my previous post, she was the go-to girl for oversight of my father's care.  And she
spoke at length with my mother about the tumors they found in her eye this week.  Yes, it's been like
that.  She's the Chief Medical Officer, and when someone is sick, she's there like a voluptuous
Beverly Crusher with a sweet Southern accent and devastating social skills.  Thanks to the panoply of
phones, tablets, and laptops, she even has her own freakin' medical tricorder.

Among her functions as CMO is the usually minor one of overseeing the Captain's health.  In this I
defer to her judgement the way I would to any trusted medical professional.  That is, I rarely try to
argue with her when she has a strongly-held opinion about my health, because she's been right far
more than she's been wrong.  Even when I think I'm right, if it's a medical call, she's the CMO.  It's
her call.

So when she looked at me with a certain look of concern on her face -- that look -- and said, "Ian,
you're done.  We're going to the ER," I not only deferred to her judgement, after six hours of putting
on a brave face and trying not to alarm the children (who were still shaken up by Papa Ironwood's
surgeries) while horrible things were happening to my innards, I was effectively being told:

"In the opinion of the Chief Medical officer the Captain is no longer fit for duty, and stands relieved
of command."

And I was relieved.  Every responsibility I had was suddenly removed from me, and I could focus on
being wretched.  Dinner? Covered.  Groceries?  Covered.  Childcare?  Covered.  Transportation?
 Covered.  Call work?  Done.  IM updates to concerned relatives and close friends?  Done.  Work
deadlines?  Dealt with.  Until further notice, I was relieved of every duty of husband and father, save
being a patient.  Mrs. I, already in the middle of six kinds of hell at work, managed to put her entire
career and worklife on hold for over a week, deadlines exploding all around her, while she focused
her absolute attention on my care and that of the rest of the crew.

Oh, things went to hell eight different ways, and it will take weeks for us both to recover.  I'm still
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running at 50% at tops.  This is the first substantial moment I've taken at the computer.  But since that
moment where Mrs. I stepped up, took me off-line, and took Command, I haven't had to worry about
anything.  The house and the job and the other ill folks in the Ironwood clan (two of us spent last
Friday the 13th in the hospital, not that I'm superstitious) are fine.  Things are turning around and
looking up.

But for all of those guys who can't see the upside to marriage?  When it works -- and works well --
then the shift of responsibilities and authority and dominance that happen over the normal course of
your marriage can make the difference between lonesome suffering in the bowels of the medical
system and having the comfort and security of someone willing to stand over you with a spear and
growl while the sabertooths circle your helpless body.  And part of that was respecting her opinion of
when I was ready for medical attention, regardless of how stoic I felt about it.

And when that decision was made, it was my duty as Captain to accept the decision without
argument, hand over the command codes, and limp off to sick bay, trusting that your First Officer has
everything perfectly under control without you.

That's a difficult skill to master.  But you'll fell a lot better, once you manage it.

(Don't tell Mrs. I that the water got cut off because the bill was due on the 13th.  I cut it back on.  It's
really not that big a deal, but she'd feel bad about it . . .)
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Girl Game: The GFE
July 26, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

It's not often that I write about "girl Game", and it doesn't come up a lot in marriage blogs.  But every
now and then I'll explain something in private to one of my readers and it occurs to me that perhaps
others might like the same cosmic wisdom about their relationships.

So prepare for me to lay some Cosmic Wisdom on you, Ladies:

I know a few whores.  Not a lot, but a few -- there were four brothels represented at last year's AVN
show, and the ladies like to talk shop as much as any professional woman.  Mrs. Ironwood found
them fascinating (she trusts me, but not so much that she's going to let me go to a porn convention in
Vegas without her.  Thank Aphrodite!)  In any case, these aren't just Professional women, they're
professional Women.  They have sex for a living.  Often with other women's husbands.
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Now, I've never patronized a prostitute myself, but I have a lot of respect for those who treat it as a
vocation, not a mere meal ticket.  (If you haven't seen Firefly, and understood what a Companion is,
then you might not understand the distinction.)  But the bread-and-butter for these ladies of the
evening is the GFE: The Girl Friend Experience.

When a dude gets caught going to a whore, it's usually for the GFE, at least at first.  Most wives
could care less just why he was paying for sex, or what kind of sex, or anything else but the name of
a good divorce attorney.  That's quite understandable -- and often those questions do come to mind,
months afterwards, as both parties are trying to pick up the shards of their lives and figure out where
they went wrong.  For the dudes who turned to a pro, it's often the GFE that lures them in.  And it
would be instructive for some wives to understand just what the GFE is, and why it has such a potent
attraction.  And, perhaps, how you can put that into context of your own sex life.

The Girl Friend Experience is just that: where a man pays a prostitute to act and behave the same way
a new girlfriend does in the early-and-horny stage of infatuation.  After the financial arrangement has
been satisfied, then for the duration of the appointment the professional showers the client with
physical affection -- hugging, kissing, holding hands, praising him, asking him about himself, and
acting utterly fascinated by everything that falls out of their client's mouths -- no matter how banal.
 She is not just selling her body, here, she's selling her sexual interest in him.

The core of the GFE is the sex act, of course -- but often this is limited to a long blowjob or even a
lengthy handjob.  Sometimes there's penetrative sex later in an appointment, but the highlight of the
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experience is the way the woman leads her temporary boyfriend over to the couch, undresses him,
and then crawls between his legs for an extended period of pure and unadulterated penis worship.

Now, this is the part that freaks some wives out: why would a dude pay up to $300 for a handjob,
something he could ostensibly do himself, or even get at home?  Or shit, even a blowjob?  For $300 a
woman would expect a full day at the spa, lunch AND sex, not an intense 90 minute session in a
sleazy hotel room.

What they don't understand is that the draw is not the orgasm . . . it's the acceptance and emotional
affirmation provided on the way to the orgasm.

A good GFE is't just a blowjob, it's all the bells and whistles leading up to it.  It's about the attention.
 The attitude. The admiration.  The interest.  The respect.  And the desire to want to please you.  All
of those things are part-and-parcel of the infatuation stage of a relationship as it culminates with sex.
 It shocks these poor wives to learn that their husbands were paying good money for stuff they didn't
really mind doing at home -- and they can't understand why.

So why does a man crave this bit of intimacy -- even with a stranger -- so badly he will sometimes
risk everything to enjoy it?  You can blame pure lust, but that misses the mark.  What the client is
seeking here is acceptance.  The fact that a woman is willing to tend to his sexual needs in a way
that flatters his masculinity and sense of self so much that many men experience an
unadulterated surge of Alpha testosterone.  It's no secret why "sudden renewed interest in sex" is
often listed as a sign your husband might be having an affair: a good GFE is like Popeye eating a can
of spinach.  You feel like someone really thinks you're worth a damn, even if you had to pay her to
think it.  And if that gives a dude enough juice to go home and royally take his wife to Pound Town,
then if nothing else you can ascertain that something important happened during his GFE, something
sexually and psychologically empowering.

I'm not arguing for married men to seek out whores to fulfill their sense of masculinity.  Quite the
contrary.  I'm trying to explain to wives just why a man might consider doing such a thing when he
has a loving, sexually permissive wife at home.  And how wives might use the GFE as part of their
own sexual repertoire.

First, consider your husband's position:
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Once upon a time, he met a really cute girl (you), who for whatever reason laughed at his jokes and
made eyes at him and then unexpectedly did that thing in that place and it blew his freaking mind
enough so he didn't hesitate to call you.  After that, he was in a dopamine-soaked haze, dripping with
testosterone and starlight whenever the image of your face came to mind.  You might remember it
differently, but likely he thought the first sex (or maybe the third -- sometimes it takes a few to find
the memorable one) you had together was AMAZING, so amazing he started considering what it
would be like to spend the rest of his life with that naughty vixen.

Sure, he was in the throes of infatuation -- likely you were too.  But while you were picking out
names for your future children, he was picking out colors for future slutty underwear and crazy places
you could get away with "doing it".  Even if he was thinking about you as his future wife, that was
only after a long and torrid period as his hot, sexy, adventurous girlfriend.  The kind of girl that
inspires a dude to get in fights with bikers or take cross-country to see the world or consider shaving
his pubes.  At the basis of that attitude was sex -- a very specific kind of sex -- the kind of sex that
changes a man's life.  Sex with you. 

His girlfriend.

Fast forward, ten years, post-wedding: your husband now has a Wife.  He's married.  And even if he's
relatively happily married, a part of him will always long for and lust for his hot, sexy girlfriend.

From a female perspective it's easy to see why being a man's wife means so much more than being a
mere girlfriend.  Being a Wife is a lifelong (hopefully) commitment.  Being a Wife means more than
being a girlfriend -- would your girlfriend know your Social Security number?  Your issues with your
mother?  How you can't handle spicy foods?  Of course not -- she just thought you were a bad boy
with a big dick who knew how to use it, and that was sufficient.  From a female perspective, being a
Wife is a huge, huge responsibility, with sex being just one of many important facets to cover.
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Sure, it might not be as frequent as it was -- but hell, you aren't 19 anymore, are you?  (Either is he).
 And how could it be that frequent with all you have to do?  Especially with jobs and kids?  It's
amazing you're in the mood at all, and then the stars have to line up for it to happen.  And when it
does happen, it's good, solid responsible married-people sex, two positions max, no oral, see you in a
fortnight.  The kind Husbands and Wives have.  Sure, it's nice when it happens, but the way he mopes
around about it, and then gets frustrated, well, you're his Wife, not his damn sex slave.  He can just
wait.  What kind of woman does he think you are, anyway?

(His girlfriend.)

You see, your husband never stopped thinking about you as his girlfriend, first and foremost.  Long
after trading in your engagement ring for a wedding band, he still thought about you as "my girlfriend
I'm going to marry" in his subconscious.  Even after he walked down the aisle and had hot crazy
monkey sex on his honeymoon, he was seeing it as the culmination of the Girl Friend Experience, not
its death throes.

And that's what a lot of wives don't understand.  Your husband does want to have sex, and he does
want to have sex with you, and yes, he wants it to be an intimate, deep, emotional, soul-fulfilling
experience.  Sometimes.  That's the kind of sex that keeps your marriage stable, reminds you of why
you put up with each others' shit, and makes you appreciate the wonders of marital sex.

But then there's the deep, burning desire within the heart of every man to have the GFE . . . often an
experience that wives feel they have grown beyond with maturity and matrimony.  He knows how
you feel about him, after all -- you married him, didn't you?  You still fuck him, don't you?  What's
the problem?  Why can't he be satisfied with what you have to offer?
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Because you're offering him the opportunity to make love with his Wife.  And sometimes a dude just
needs his girlfriend to tell him how wonderful he is, suck his dick, and then leave him alone for a
while. It's amazing what a panacea that is to the vast majority of men.  The GFE is powerful magic.
 It sustains us, recharges, us, makes us feel loved and appreciated the way nothing else can.  They
want it from you, of course -- you're (still) their girlfriend, after all.

But more than likely, that's just not a priority.  Why suck or stroke when you can just go the whole
way?

Because it's not just about the sex.  It's about the affirmation and desire for him.  It's about someone
admiring him, admiring his penis with oohs! and ahhhs! and telling him how big it is and other lies.
 They want someone to spend some quality time with it, not rush through it while you think about the
PTA canned food drive and how you're going to fire that asshole at work -- we can feel that shit
running through your heads when you do that, sometimes.  For the real GFE, the look of utter
devotion and intense joy you display about being fortunate enough to be the lucky girl who gets to
play with his cock is like running on premium fuel.  Regular single working-class dudes will save for
months for one night of pure GFE bliss.  Men crave it so much that they're willing to pay a stranger
for it.

Here's the thing about bringing the GFE into your marriage.  He can't ask for it, any more than you
can ask for a dozen red roses or jewelry, or it doesn't count.  The Marital GFE has to be given out
of pure grace, because you, his girlfriend see that he, your boyfriend, is in need and you want to
do something for him out of the goodness of his heart.  And while making a super-duper pancake
breakfast might seem compassionate enough . . . nothing beats the GFE.
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Second, it has to be a surprise.  You must initiate it, and figure out when the best time to pounce is.
 Yes, that requires recourse to calendars and schedules and such.  But you can't mutually plan a GFE,
nor may he initiate it.  It's up to you.  If he knows its coming, it's just more marital sex, no mater how
inspired.

Third, you have to make an attempt to be alluring.  That can be anything from $300 lingerie to that
halter top you know he likes to that hooker costume from halloween to being buck naked and
quivering in passion.  Hair and make-up, natch.  Making the effort shows you're serious, and that you
take him seriously.

Fourth, you can't talk about yourself.  At all.  No talk about work, kids, school, friends, family,
symptoms, your problems, your hectic schedule, your impossible workload -- once you commit to a
GFE, it's all about how much you think of him.  It's not about you (even though it's entirely about
you).  Talk about him -- how sexy he is, how much you admire and respect a man that _________
(and make sure he does _______ or it will get weird).  And touch him.  Undress him, caressing every
part that gets uncovered.  Play with his non-penile erogenous zones.  Kiss him.  Lots.  But don't talk
to him like a wife, treat him like a hot new boyfriend you really want to impress.

Fifth, since you, the woman, took the initiative, you, the woman, are in control.  The passive nature of
the GFE for the man is part of the allure of the experience.  The feeling of power, joy, and confidence
a man feel with some dainty digits wrapped around your dick is exquisite, but so is just sitting there
and allowing an expert to perform.her best effort to bring you pleasure.  It's up to you to decide how
long, how hard, how deep, and when it's time to finish him off and how.  Let him have that moment
of sublime passivity before you bring him back to reality.

Sixth, try altering your appearance a bit if you feel he might react funny to his wife
making affirmations of his studliness like a teenage girl who just thinks he's dreamy.  Consider a wig
of a highly contrasting color, for example, a departure in your choice of wardrobe, even re-arrange
the furniture in the living room to provide an air of novelty.  Lingerie is highly recommended,
anything from Demure Little Angel to Biker Slut In Heat.  A little dirty talk, an alias (I like the "Evil

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-58SuSwqh8jg/UBGtN-8IrfI/AAAAAAAABD4/nC-GRDzGzL8/s1600/dancona-woodnymph.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 257 of 1013

Twin" move), or a long, nasty story while you work his crank is ideal.  You want to engage his sexual
imagination, not merely make him cum.

Seventh, make sure you tell him over and hover how hot he makes you.  Yeah, we know it sounds
kind of lame.  Do it anyway.  It helps.  We tell you those pants don't make you look fat, don't we?
 Turnabout.

Eighth: when the inevitable explosion comes, don't grimace, make a face, or otherwise express
anything but the utmost joy of providing relief for your special dude.  It sucks to have a good GFE
experience ruined when the women jumps up screaming "OH, GROSS!" like an ex of mine did (may
she suffer an eternal yeast infection).  Even if you don't swallow, at least act happy while it spurts
everywhere.  It cleans up pretty easy, y'know.  Then kiss him and tell him how much you love him
and appreciate him, and how happy you were to do that for him.

Nine: Go away.

That sounds harsh, but like the esteemed Charlie Sheen between bouts of pornstars and Winning!,
"You don't pay hookers for sex.  You pay hookers to go away after sex."  As turned on as the GFE
might make you (and it just might), part of its allure is the utter lack of expectation in the aftermath of
the scene.  You made him cum spectacularly, and now you have to run a few errands or take a shower
or something.  DO NOT use his condition of spiritual repose as an opportunity to ask about the
direction of the relationship, how good you were (he came, didn't he?) or whether or not this means
that you can go shopping this weekend with your mother.  Just . . . go away.  Not for a long while, but
for long enough for your dude to appreciate your gift in solitude.

Now, once you return from your errands or whatever, you very well may find your dude an
affectionate and devoted dynamo able and willing to do whatever you need him to.  The GFE has the
spiritual equivalent of a 4ct. diamond ring he bought you "just because I love you".  It earns you
serious Girlfriend Points, as well as serious Wife Points.
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Because that's the goal: to get your Husband to treat you as his girlfriend temporarily, and
then segue back into "normal" routines.  The GFE is a fantasy, after all -- those whores are so much
better at being "good girlfriends" than you ever were, because that's their job.  They don't feel as
awkward as you as you're telling him how big he is (or probably giggle as much), they have mad
skills that come only from long practice on a variety of dicks, and most of them are pretty damn hot,
objectively speaking.

But only you can add the emotional component that blows the back of his skull off.  You don't want
to live between his knees every night (damn it), but when your dude is looking down at you looking
up adoringly at him, it's a hell of a way to change his perspective.

So consider it.  Surprise your dude with a custom-fitted GFE some night, particularly if he's been
bugging you about sex but you haven't felt "comfortable" enough for whatever reason.  Rock his
world like you're 19, then scamper off and let him do what he does . . . and you will have made him
among the happiest of men.  Without recourse to prostitutes.

I mean, what husband is going to spend $300 he doesn't have to on a handjob in a hotel room when
he has a hot, horny girlfriend at home (who looks just like his wife)?  You have to have Charlie-
Sheen level money to afford the high end.  And I know plenty of wives who would just as soon
whack off hubby at home for half that much.

Y'know.  Just to make it interesting.
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On The Rectification of Names
July 27, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Yesterday's post (gosh, I'm actually doing two a week?  I must be feeling better . . .) raised some
interesting comments, and led me to consider the Rectification of Names in relation to marital
relationships.

Most of you have never heard the term -- it's a translation from the Chinese, and expounds one of the
many fascinating aspects of Chinese legal customs and philosophies that underlie East Asian culture
to this day.  It arises from the days of the well-run Chinese empires, Iron Age agricultural cultures
with populations so vast that the Chinese had to develop one of the most
sophisticated bureaucracies the world has ever known to administer it effectively.  One of the guiding
principals of this bureaucracy -- "The Mandarinate" -- was the Rectification of Names.  Simply put,
the agents of the Empire had the power to examine a problem situation in a province and "fix" it by
recognizing who was actually doing the work and ensuring that they had the proper title and
resources.  That is, if the CEO was skating by on the back of his hard-working assistant, then that
assistant would be promoted to CEO.

In other words, you get the job that fits the title.  And you get the title that fits the job.  It's a Red Pill
kind of principal, acknowledging the reality of the situation and ordering your response to the world
accordingly, instead of honoring an occasionally useful fiction that's often inefficient, and will often
lead to trouble.

I bring all this up because yesterday's post clarified a few things in my mind about most marital
relationships.

As I said yesterday, you start out as boyfriend/girlfriend, with the heat of infatuation and attraction
hormones and naked lust and adventurous sex and such.  That's the good stuff, the stuff everyone
enjoys.  But there are certain basic levels of expectation about the Boyfriend/Girlfriend relationship.
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You have sex with your Girlfriend, and she has sex with you, because you like each other, find each
other hot, and want to indulge your sense of erotic adventure with each other more than anyone else
in the world.  You claim your Girlfriend with the same primal imperative as 100,000 years of your
tribal forebears did.  By fucking her passionately you are making with her a primal pact with your
loins that you will treat her nicely, bring her presents, and protect her from evil.  You chose her, you
impressed her, she honestly thinks you're a great guy -- great enough to do that thing she does that
you really like with you and not anyone else.  That's what makes her your Girlfriend.  That's the job
description.

And your Girlfriend has a sense of devotion to her Boyfriend because of all the women in the world,
he chose her, he likes her, and he treats her with special consideration.  Oh, and he pounds her rotten,
y'know, that way that makes her walk funny and giggle unexpectedly to her girlfriends, sisters, and
occasionally to her mother.  She expects that he will protect her, and claim her as his alone, and that
you'll hang out (possibly in public) where you can display your couplehood to your Matrix and
possibly dance.  Your Boyfriend has to dance with you.  It's part of the job description.

Then there is the Engagement . . . official or unofficial, when you start cohabitating or planning a
long-term relationship, perhaps with a commitment symbolized with a ring or a leased apartment or
even a shared mortgage.  But once you are living together, regardless of the official status of the
relationship, there is a new level of expectation for both sides.
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You still have sex together, of course, but now you have responsibilities as a Fiance.  Beyond being a
studmuffin in the sack and treating her special, you now have financial, household, and emotional
responsibilities that rise far above the simple Boyfriend stage.  In turn, her responsibilities go up
significantly as well, and the grueling task of figuring out who cooks, who does laundry and how,
who cleans the toilet, who pays the insurance, and who gets to talk to the creepy landlord about the
air conditioning get sorted out.  From a Boyfriend perspective, this sucks -- because your female
Fiance has all these preconceived ideas about how you have to fold laundry and put it away before
you wear it, and you pretty much have to do what she says because she has the only fully-functional
vagina in the relationship.  Thus begins Betacization.

Before you recoil in horror, this is a necessary process.  When men make the transition from the
single Puerarchy to taking the step toward full-fledged masculine adulthood, one of the vital lessons
necessary to learn is How To Successfully Live With A Woman.  For some of us it takes a few live-in
Girlfriends and maybe a failed Fiance or two to master the craft.  Some never master it.  But if you're
planning on marrying someone female, or even living with them intimately for a long time, you have
to master the beta skills implicit in being a Fiance.  How to put the toilet seat down and why.
 Checking the oil in her car because you know that even though she's capable of doing it, she just
won't.  Advanced Rodent, Reptile, Insect and Arachnid Removal.  Getting rid of salesmen and
Jehovah's Witnesses at the door.  Making sure all the doors and windows are locked at night.

Where Beta starts being bad is when it starts hitting your sex life.  Good nurturing skills and comfort-
producing nesting abilities sooth a woman you live with.  It makes your Fiance feel protected and
cared for.  It also makes her feel sexually complacent, so that after an initial isn't-it-great-we-can-
screw-in-our-own-place period of about ninety days, the novelty wears off and your frequency starts
to fall.  You conclude that it's because she's not happy with something, so you bust your ass to make
her happy by more nesting and comforting and nurturing and eventually ass-kissing . . . when all she
really needs is a good booster shot of Alpha.  As secure as she feels with you as her Fiance, the fact is
she needs the primal feeling of Alpha that only her Boyfriend could produce.
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This is particularly frustrating for men, because the whole Betacization/Fiancification process is
specifically designed to reduce and remove all of those bad-boy, panty-dampening things you did as
Boyfriend.  And in the meantime, when you've been busting your ass to make her happy and you feel
like you deserve some sexual appreciation for your efforts, she's just not feeling it as much anymore.
 Your Fiance might put out, but she won't fuck you like your Girlfriend did.  That sparks confusion
and resentment, and is a contributing factor to why many cohabitation relationships last about six
months.  That's about as long as you can put up with not having a fully-functional Girlfriend as a
dude without the strong desire to dump/cheat on her forming.

So in successful LTRs, the two people successfully integrate the Boyfriend/Girlfriend aspect back
into their lives as Fiances.  After that first nasty six month period (and this is in general -- everyone's
situation is different) they come to a meeting of the minds in which they learn to balance their new-
found responsibilities as Fiances with their vital need to see their Boyfriend/Girlfriend on occasion.

Case in point: A few years before Mrs. Ironwood and I got engaged, when we were just wearily
emerging from the worst of this transition, we hit an embarrassing sexual impasse.  We both had
desire, we both knew we wanted to have sex, but we were so overburdened by our collective
responsibilities as a couple that sex was just too complicated to negotiate.  And the fact that we even
had to negotiate it was galling.  Behind the tangle of guilt, blame, recriminations, and accusations (all
in reasonable, calm, and civilized tones, thanks to our Rules of Engagement) was the fact that I was
angry that my Girlfriend had disappeared, and she was upset that her Boyfriend had taken off
somewhere and left her this petty kitchen-obsessed tyrant.

The impasse was broken, of course.  The details are intimate and unimportant, but basically things
didn't turn around until I mentally and emotionally abandoned the title of Fiance and just fucked my
Girlfriend one day.  It took her by surprise, in light of our past arguments, but she responded by
admitting that she had been really missing her Boyfriend for months now, too.  So we kicked the pile
of stupid shit aside that had been causing us so much problems, and went out to a bar as Boyfriend
and Girlfriend.
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Or, in Red Pill terms, I accelerated my Alpha with a dominance display that led to her submissive
response, which in turn engaged my desire to protect and defend.  That restored the balance in the
relationship by reminding us that the point of it wasn't integrating our separate family Christmas list
into one convenient budget-conscious list, it was the fact that I had a primal sexual connection with
my Girlfriend that was mutually enjoyable and desired.  I was able to slide right back into a more
Beta fiance mode right afterwards, but that experience became the foundation of a number of little
rituals over the years.  And yes, we had tender, romantic, do-it-twice-before-brunch-on-Sunday
Fiance Sex too, and it was great.  But it wasn't Boyfriend/Girlfriend sex.

Oh, but it doesn't end there.  If the title of Fiance involves learning how to live together, then the big
title that comes with matrimony is vastly more sophisticated.  When it comes to obligations and
expectations, being Husband and Wife has a list an order of magnitude larger than
Boyfriend/Girlfriend.  There are whole new areas of responsibility which must be covered to have a
successful marriage: in-laws, money management, homes, children, taxes, social expectation, social
obligation, with everyone you know watching you and holding their breath to see if you're going to
make it.

Talk about pressure.
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A Husband, despite forty years of feminist attempts to erode the position, still comes with plenty of
built-in expectation.  Homeowner (or Leaseholder) usually, even still.  Medical Power of Attorney.
 Last Will and Testament.  Financial Planning.  Home Insurance.  Life Insurance.  Health Insurance.
 Inheritance.  Social Security.  The legal obligations alone should require a three-credit-hour class to
cover before they issue you a marriage license.  And within all of that you are still expected to be the
primary breadwinner, handle household repairs and maintenance, be responsible for your fleet of
vehicles, engage in a lot of childcare and housekeeping activities, hold down a job/career, and make
your wife look good in front of her friends.

As a Wife, you are now likely in charge of the social obligations and calendar for you both,
interactions with nearly all family members including your in-laws, scheduling, oversight of schools
and homework, engage in a lot of childcare and housekeeping activities, oversee the cleanliness of
the kitchen/bathroom areas for minimum feminine standards, enforce household rules about laundry
and grocery items, manage a household budget with limited resources, deal with issues of credit and
finance, provide transportation as needed, and sustain a robust enough social life so that your friends
don't think you're being secretly abused or bored to death.

And then there is the sex.  Married sex is a whole different thing than Fiance Sex, and light-years
from Boyfriend/Girlfriend sex.  Married people have sex for all sorts of reasons, but blind passion is
rarely one of them.  Marriage tacitly obligates you to have sex, after all -- it was once considered a
"marital duty" for both parties.  Having sex with your Wife is much different than having sex with
your Fiance.  By that time, usually your Betacization has hardened into a thick shell, and often you
come to see your thrice-a-month nookie as the best of bad situation, instead of a sexual cry for help.
 Married sex is comfort sex, the Mac and Cheese of the sexual world.  It might not be exciting, but it's
filling and it can get you by.

Oh, there's lots more to the Husband/Wife thing.  I'm still learning the nuances.

But here's the thing:
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YOU DON'T STOP BEING A BOYFRIEND OR GIRLFRIEND WHEN YOU GET
ENGAGED OR MARRIED, OR YOU WON'T BE MARRIED LONG.

That's the point of the Rectification of Names.  When you move in with a dude, you don't stop being
his Girlfriend.  When you put a ring on your finger, you don't stop being his Girlfriend.  When you
take his last name and become the beneficiary of his life insurance policy, you don't stop being his
Girlfriend.

Because when you stop being his Girlfriend . . . he's going to look around to find another Girlfriend.
 Oh, he probably won't replace his Fiance or his Wife, but if he can't get the jolt of manly testosterone
he gets from his Girlfriend from you, he'll resort to porn, to pouting, to argument, and to thoughts of
infidelity.

Seriously, next time you and your wife have a social obligation where you don't know many people
and it won't affect your careers, try taking off your rings for the evening and introducing her to
everyone as your Girlfriend.  (You can admit you married her, if pressed).  See how people treat you
differently, and how you treat each other differently after awhile.  When you're out with your
Girlfriend, and not your Wife or Fiance, suddenly you look at the world differently.  Where a
Husband would steadfastly refuse to acknowledge the glances from the hot blonde across the bar out
of respect for his Wife, a Boyfriend can slide her a wicked grin while placing a territorial arm around
his Girlfriend (and then try to whisper encouragement to go have sex in the bathroom).

When you have Date Night, decide in advance if you're having Married Date Night or
Boyfriend/Girlfriend Date Night.  It will make a difference in your attitude and your experience.
(Fiance Date Night is pretty much pizza and beer and a movie at home).  And don't forget to spend at
least part of your week being a good Boyfriend/Girlfriend.
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For example, a good Boyfriend:
Buys you chocolate just because he saw some and thought you'd like it.
Takes you to a rock concert and encourages you to take off your bra in the car
Tells you how sexy you look dancing at a rock concert without a bra
Escorts you to the bathroom and watches the door to fend off predators and watch your purse.
Grabs you after you get out of the bathroom and insists on making out in the back of the restaurant.
Buys you a strawberry daquari without asking you if you wanted one, because he knows you like
them but you feel too guilty to order it on your own because of the sugar.
Calls you sexually suggestive nicknames in public
Brags about what a tiger in the sack he's dating to total strangers
Doesn't take three steps with you without putting his arm protectively around you or holding your
hand.
Insists he's only with you for the hot sex.
Offers to go fuck up your boss at work if he keeps giving you a hard time.
Fully expects that you'll fuck him rotten once he kisses that spot between your ear and shoulder right
there.
Doesn't give a shit about what your sister said about him.
Unapologetically grabs your ass when no one is looking.
Unapologetically tries to cop a feel when no one is looking.
Asks you if you're having a good time . . . and cares whether or not you're having a good time.
Will get into a fight in a bar over you, if given the chance.
Turns down some skank hitting on him with a chuckle and a "Sorry, honey, I brought my own -- and
I took the upgrade!"
Doesn't hit on other girls.
Spends half an hour with his arms wrapped around you on the couch just because he wants to hold
you.
Skips out early on work or some social obligation to steal an hour alone with you.
Tells you how beautiful you are and then teases you when you blush.
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If you aren't acting like a good Boyfriend . . . by the power of the Rectification of Names, you
aren't her Boyfriend.  Boyfriends are primarily Alpha.  They act from primal lusts that spring not
from their attraction to your career prospects, but by how your ass makes that lovely figure 8 when
you bounce away.  When she proposes moving in with you or otherwise "taking it to the next level",
she doesn't realize that she's asking you to kill half of what she's attracted to in you any more than she
does -- she just wants that Boyfriend who makes her panties wet and who she brags about to her
girlfriends to to be around all the time.  Best of intentions.  

And after all, from her perspective, you just need a little fine-tuning . . .

Conversely, a good Girlfriend:

Doesn't bitch at her Boyfriend in public, and never runs you down.
Is willing to slap the bitch in the bathroom who tried to make a move on her Boyfriend.
Kisses you passionately just because you bought her some dumb chocolate.
Considers taking her bra off in the car at the concert just because you asked her to and her mother
would have a heart attack.
Willingly and passionately makes out with you in the back of the restaurant, including letting you get
away with copping a feel until that damn kid came out of the bathroom and busted you.
Blushes when you uses a sexually suggestive nickname in public.
Casually comments to total strangers what a big dick you have and what a powerful lover you are.
NEVER DIMINISHES YOUR PENIS.
Doesn't talk about boring shit when you'd rather be making out.
Offers to tear the eyes out of your ex if she gives you a shout-out on Facebook ever again.
Snuggles up to you gratefully when you put a protective arm around her.
Fucks you rotten when you've kissed that special spot . . . and had a strawberry daquari or two.
Insists she's only in it for the hot sex.
Loves the fact that you don't give a shit about what her bitch of a sister thinks.
Grabs your dick discreetly under the table and rubs it just enough to make you skip dessert.
Thanks you for what a good time she's having.
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Tries not to get her Boyfriend into bar fights he can't win.
Doesn't hit on other guys.
Keeps the bar skanks at bay from her man by hanging on you like a name tag in public.
Snuggles up into your armpit and allows her body to melt into yours for half an hour, just because
being close to you feels that good.
Drops whatever the fuck it is she's doing when she finds out her Boyfriend skipped out on work or a
social obligation for the express purpose of seeing her . . . and expresses her appreciation
accordingly.
Has the grace to thank you for telling her she's beautiful.
GFE.

If you aren't acting like a good Girlfriend, then by the Rectification of Names, you aren't his
Girlfriend.  Girlfriends are primarily Alpha -- that is, they use their sexuality to engage and entertain
their men, not their nurturing skills or ability to earn.  They act from primal lust that springs from the
dual fonts of primal sexual desire and deep evolutionarily-controlled body agenda.  Sex -- and lusty,
hot, recreational sex -- is part of the equation.  Sex without preconditions, negotiations, expectations,
political ramifications, regret, worry, or anxiety.  You fuck him because he's YOURS, and he turns
you on, and he's your Boyfriend.  You fuck him REALLY REALLY WELL because there is a sea of
horny bitches out there who want a Boyfriend more than the breath of life itself . . . and what you're
reluctant to do, they're all-too-eager.

All of that Boyfriend/Girlfriend stuff needs to be the well-established bedrock upon which the rest of
your relationship is built.  If you're prowling the Manosphere looking for help, then it's quite possible
you've forgotten how to be a good Boyfriend/Girlfriend.  Plenty of couples I know have, giving up
their favorite parts of their relationship in an effort to grow up and mature into happily married
people.  But you don't get happily married people unless you have the Boyfriend/Girlfriend skills
down.  If you can't acknowledge and celebrate the fact that your Wife has been your Girlfriend a lot
longer than she's been your Wife, you have issues.  If you can't look at your husband and see him as
your Boyfriend, with all the High School silliness it implies, then you have issues.
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Because if you stop being his Girlfriend when you become his Wife, then essentially your
husband has promised to live with his ex-Girlfriend for the rest of his life.  And you don't want to
be his Ex-Girlfriend, do you?  Not any more than you want to live with your ex-Boyfriend for the rest
of your life. That just sounds hellish.

So if you're having marital issues, go back to the fundamentals: figure out how to be
Boyfriend/Girlfriend again.  After all, that's a lot of what the MAP is, and a lot of what Athol
recommends for increasing Alpha.  But keeping your BF/GF status in mind can help bring some
wonderful clarity to your relationship, if nothing else.
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Red Pill Anniversary, Phase I: Art
July 31, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Trying to keep these short.

Tomorrow is the 21st anniversary of Mrs. Ironwood and I meeting.  The ironies of the match were
many: we grew up within miles of each other, I knew her brother from failing Spanish 2 with him
(twice) as well as Scouts, and due to a unique quirk in the social-space-time continuum, she had
actually seen naked baby pictures of me before ever laying eyes on me.

But the reason I'm particularly proud of 21, as opposed to 20, is that our 21st anniversary represents
the fact that we have concluded twenty solid years together. Petty distinction, perhaps, but from this
point forward she will have spent more of her life with me than without me, and I think that's worthy
of note and celebration.

So how do you do a good Wolf Alpha/Red Pill Anniversary?  There's an art to it.   I mean, I could
just shell out some cash for jewelry she'll never wear, couldn't I?

I'm an Ironwood.  I'm better than that.

Well, first you start a few months in advance.  You make it multi-faceted, and attempt to encompass
as many of the points of your union as you can.  You include the element of surprise and
sentimentality, and you spend a whole, whole lot of time, energy and effort to carry it off -- especially
while you're recovering from an as-yet-diagnosed-but-undoubtedly-disturbing illness.

Let's start with the art.

Not everyone is naturally talented at art -- but everyone has some talent in some type of artistic
media, whether they recognize it or not.  Hell, everyone can fingerpaint.  But if you do have a
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moderate talent at something like drawing or painting or sculpting --perhaps something you've
dabbled in, but never pursued seriously.  Consider indulging your creative side and allowing your
admittedly unpracticed hands manifest your feelings for your wife in your preferred media.  And the
element of surprise means that if it really, really sucks, candy and jewelry is always on the table.

In my case, the first part of my anniversary gift seems rather mundane: I'm getting a print we've had
hanging in our bedroom forever framed.  I've often advocated for including some tasteful erotic
artwork in your bedroom to help encourage a bountiful humpage, and a few years ago I got her a
print of Gustav Klimt's The Kiss for her for another anniversary (I forget which one).  I chose the
print for three reasons: first, it is tastefully erotic yet something I don't have to over-explain to my
children; second, it's a beautiful artistic expression of the essential emotional resonance, the
passionate culmination of pursuit and preparation for seduction; and three, the beautiful yellow color
kinda almost matches a yellow antique loveseat we have in our bedroom that is too valuable and
useful for storage, yet which goes with NOT ANOTHER GOD DAMN THING in the bedroom.

Hence, the painting.  She loved it, we hung it on the wall unframed until it got dusty and we moved
some stuff around, and for the last few months it's been languishing behind the computer desk,
unseen and unappreciated.  So I dug it out and took it to my buddy Lance to be framed.

Simple.  Elegant. Meaningful.  Cheap.  A pleasant surprise that adds to the feel of our mutual
playground and business office.  She'll feel bad, because she probably got me a card and something
silly, and here I did all this meaningful-yet-erotic-yet-romantic-and-braggable stuff.  Indeed, thanks
to her schedule, it's 50/50 that she'll even forget our anniversary, unless Google Calendar comes to
her rescue.  That might inspire some truly incredible contrition sex, and we all know just how much
fun that can be!

A mere mortal would be content to sit back and bask in the glow of his accomplishment.  A unique,
thoughtful, and practical gift laden with romantic meaning is pretty hard to beat.  And there will be
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dinner -- I'll cover that later -- and other typical anniversary fare.

But that's far from all I have planned.   I'm just
getting started.  Over the course of the next week, there will be more surprises.  More wonders.  More
excitement.  (and hopefully no more Urgent Care visits).  And when it's all said and done, if I've done
my job right, then my wife will be preternaturally devoted to me and convinced that I am the Best
Husband Ever, in the cosmic sense.  And once again I will have raised the bar on everyone else.

All part of my evil plan, Mwahahahahahaha.

UPDATE:  This is how the frame turned out . . .

That's high-quality moulding, and two different mattes, UV glass, paper backing and a museum-
quality hanger on the back.  The frame is easily worth 100 times the value of the print.  It's probably
the nicest thing in my bedroom now.  Mrs. Ironwood loved it, but reminded me that it was SHE who
originally purchased the print -- when I insisted that she choose some tasteful erotic art for our
bedroom because (and I shit you not) for a while she had two baby pictures of herself hanging over
our bed, and nothing is a boner-killer like cute baby pictures.  
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The Red Pill: Take Daily, As Directed
August 27, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I was having a discussion with a co-worker about the Red Pill the other day, and this came up:

"Why can't a husband and wife be equals most of the time, and then just have him
get dominant in the bedroom where it counts?"

Well, that's an interesting idea.  Wouldn't that, indeed, be the best of both worlds?  A feminist-
friendly co-leadership dynamic emphasizing consensus for household business and routine matters,
and then a powerfully dominant male when it was time for sex would seem to be the perfect mix of
the Red Pill and the Blue Pill.

The problem is, it doesn't work.  You can't be Beta for six and a half
days a week and then expect your wife to suddenly take you seriously as an Alpha on Saturday night
and bone you rotten.

That's what I tried to explain to my co-worker, who was a bit scandalized by the idea of men being
full-time dominant.  Declaring yourself a dominant partner at all, in any capacity, will raise an
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eyebrow or two these days if you're a man.  But it's actually women who have clued us in to this.

When women say "foreplay starts when your feet hit the floor in the morning!" (one of Mrs.
Ironwood's favorite sayings), and "women need more time to 'warm up' to sex than men", and women
generally have responsive desire, not spontaneous desire, what they are actually saying is "You have
to be Alpha enough to engage my sexual interest long before sexy time, or I am going to be
dismissive and unenthusiastic with your sudden chest-beating and display of genitalia as
inauthentic."

That's why the Red Pill is more than a PUA "trick".  It's more than a scheme or a scam or a technique.
 You have to swallow the Red Pill every day, even when you don't want to.  Because if you backslide
and start with the "I dunno, whatdoyouwannado?" even a little . . . her panties will know it.  

Consider the matter thusly: if you want to have sex with your wife more than once or twice a week,
then you have to engage her sexual interest long before you whip out Mr. Happy and want to play
doctor.  And you don't do that with Beta, you do that with Alpha.  That isn't to say you don't need to
display Beta...but Beta don't get you laid.  Alpha does.

All of my readers who are wavering about taking the Red Pill need to understand that Game isn't a
game: it's serious business.  You can't half-ass it and then expect it to work.  You must be
compliant to the program (the MAP, for newbies), you must exercise your manly discipline, you must
maintain what you've accomplished and constantly push for more or you're just fooling around.

BE Captain.  Don't PLAY Captain.  Because she -- and her panties -- will know the difference.
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That means being the leader every day.
That means being decisive in your leadership every day.
That means soliciting her opinions before you make a decision about something important, every day.
That means ensuring the health, safety, and welfare for your family every day.
That means household maintenance every day.
That means working out in some way, every day.
That means making at least three good DHV Alpha moves every day.
That means intriguing her sense of curiosity or wonder every day.
That means making her come to you, not the other way around, every day.
That means holding her to account every day.
That means plenty of kisses and a couple good hugs every day.
That means doing a little better for yourself every day.
That means keeping yourself solidly grounded to be her anchor every day.
That means having a plan, working the plan, and amending the plan as necessary every day.
That means making your nest a little better every day.
That means being proactive, not reactive, every day.
That means giving her direction as needed every day.
That means not succumbing to her shit tests every day.
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That means communicating effectively what you expect and what you desire every day.
That means screwing her hard every time (every day is probably too much to ask at first...but when
you do get there, go Caveman on her).
That means being involved and interested in her life and her day every day.
That means a thousand other little things that you have to master before you can stand up and say
"Yes, I am the Captain of this family" without guilt or blushing, un-apologetically and without your
wife's permission.

Sure, the "every day" thing gets to be hard after a while -- it's awfully tempting to slip back into the
passive-aggressive volunteer celibacy of Betaworld when things get rough or even just boring.  There
is comfort in standing around, looking dumb and waiting for your wife to tell you how to fix things to
her satisfaction.  That's probably what you've been doing most of your life with her.

But you can't.  Not without severe side-effects.  The Red Pill must be taken as directed, starting when
your alarm goes off every morning.  That means overcoming your natural inertia and getting the fuck
up when the alarm rings the first time, then jumping into action to begin your day.  You think Captain
Picard would grab his pillow and whine for "five more minutes"?  That means getting your wife up if
she's not already and proceeding with the day's business with determined leadership.

If all of this seems overwhelming, you might be one of those folks for whom a more gradual titration
of the Red Pill is in order.  Start small, with one thing, and do that thing all week.  Say, kiss your wife
for ten seconds.  Then the second week, add making the bed to your list -- not because you want to,
but because grown up responsible adults make their beds when they rise, and you are setting the stage
for later sex.  And feel free to tell your wife that when she asks.  The third week resolve to add
standing up straight to your list, and the fourth week start tracking your wife's menstrual cycle if you
don't already.

Each week it's just one extra thing, that way, and some women are so clueless as to not even observe
the change in your behavior at first.  That's a good thing.   Subtlety is an important part of the Red
Pill too, and making a few changes and "getting away with it" can lead you to making far bolder
choices in the future on the strength of your small successes.
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But you have to be disciplined about it.  If something fails and needs to be studied before re-
implementation, then do so -- don't just give up and go back to the Blue Pill.  Having discipline
means doing something even when it is inconvenient or difficult, because you know that the long-
term effect of your actions is more desirable than the alternative.  Not just getting up and going to
work, but making an active choice every day to improve yourself and your situation through the
steady, methodic application of consistent effort.

As Americans, we often shun discipline as being a "rut" we don't want to fall into.  I've heard women
say, "I was working out three times a week for a while, but then it just got to be a rut and I'm too
freespirited for that!" as a rationalization as to why they've paid nine months of gym membership
fees but haven't gone.  Working out takes discipline.  And discipline is, by definition, a "rut" to which
you return because you know it's the right thing to do.  

Discipline is hard.  We can always find excuses why we can't do something we don't really want to.
 Breaking bad habits is hard.  When you've spent the last ten years deferring to your wife, standing up
for yourself and taking yourself seriously as a leader is hard.  But you can't expect her to take you
seriously if you don't take yourself seriously.  Establishing new habits is hard.  We dislike changes to
our routine even as we crave novelty.  New habits which create friction -- and sometimes that Red
Pill goes down hard -- are even harder to establish.  When you've spent the last ten years passively
accepting what came into your life instead of actively surging ahead, that's a hard, sharp turn to make.
 You're going to make mistakes, you're going to learn from them, and you'e going to move on.  The
reward is hours and hours of decent quality pussy.  That's the Red Pill Payoff: getting laid the way
you want, as often as you want, with a willing and eager wife.
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But you have to take it every day if you want it to work.  You can't
backslide.  You can't be noncompliant with the program you yourself wrote and then complain that it
doesn't work.  The day you phone it in is the day she decides that maybe she was mistaken about the
new feelings you've inspired in her. The day you whine about your life instead of bragging about
your accomplishments can kill weeks of careful work building yourself up.  The day you break down
and emotionally abase yourself to your wife, instead of holding your shit together and steering a
steady course, you lose months of painstaking work.

But they payoff is exquisite.  Six months of the Red Pill (if your relationship survives) taken as
directed yields substantial rewards.  Presenting Alpha instead of Beta can't help but make your wife
sit up and take notice.  Speaking commandingly, with authority, is sure to have a better effect than
asking hesitantly and apologetically.  Having a plan moistens panties, displaying competency and
value makes nipples hard, standing up to her shit tests makes her breathe hard.

You've got to get up every morning with a renewed sense of purpose and
commitment to improving yourself and your marriage, or you're just trying the social equivalent of a
fad diet.  You cannot, in other words, be Beta six days a week and expect to come up Alpha on
Saturday night.  That's like a weight-conscious woman dieting one day a week and eating what she
likes the other six days.  .

It just doesn't work that way.  Not if you want to get laid and inspire the mad horniness.  You cannot
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be Beta six days a week and try to spring Alpha on her FTW.  Not if you want it to work.

Take the Red Pill . . . daily, as directed.
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50 Shades Of Game: Why Feminists Hate The Book
August 29, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Everyone seems to be running around being shocked – shocked, I say! – at the stunning popularity of
the 50 Shades of Grey e-novel, involving a virginal young woman and a dark, dominant and kinky
billionaire (of course) in a series of BDSM experiences that have panties dripping across the globe. 
It’s the latest in mommy porn, and you can expect a lot more like them in the future, if my agent is
to be believed.   There will be a movie.  The entire adult industry took a serious up-surge this year,
thanks to 50 Shades.  There is a nationwide shortage of glass Ben Wa balls at the moment.
 Mommies and middle-aged spinsters everywhere are getting a serious case of the hornies over
this book. 

 Good on them.

But what disturbs the feminists is the fact that this HIGHLY popular book is, indeed, highly
revelatory about the female sexual psyche, and those insights lead to some dangerous (to them) and
politically inconvenient truths. Among these:

a)      Women like porn.

b)      Women like porn . . . a lot.  Romance novels, soap operas and celebrity rags are a massive
industry for just this reason.
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c)       Women like their “spicy” (read: explicit) porn served up with a side of BDSM, that is,
Dominance and Submission.  And throughout all of these books, it ain’t the heroine who’s
cracking the whip.

d)     50 Shades is an admitted rip-off of the equally-awful and equally-feminist-lambasted Twilight
books, and copies the"romance" of the original along to a depressing fault. Yet this may be the
biggest thing in sex so far this century.  Only, the massive popularity reflects the above-
mentioned truths so well that a lot of men are starting to re-think their entire approach to sex with
their wives or girlfriends.  I'll be doing another post soon about what the popularity of 50 Shades
means for men, but in this one I'll cover why it's twisting the knickers of the feminist
establishment and a plethora of bloggers.  Indeed, I can sum it up in one word.

       Game.

The appallingly-formulaic nature of these stories is so brutally revealing about the truths behind
“what women want” that feminists are referring to this book as glorifying “violence towards women”
just by its male-dominant  theme.  The fact that it's porn is secondary; the objection here from the
feminists is primarily that men aren't allowed to be dominant with women.  Despite the fact that it's
clear from the sales and the hype and the millions of soaked panties that seems to be precisely what
the women of America want.

 What women want – that is, what gets them sexually excited, which is the part we dudes really care
the most about – is dominant, Alpha-presenting men.  

Strong, silent, tall, dark, handsome, rich, debonair, passionate . . . it’s the James Bond/Dark Triad
thing once again under all of that Grey.  He's the ultimate romance hero, minus the vampiric abilities.
 That is, he's a Bad Boy with a Heart of Gold who is just Misunderstood deep down inside, and who
just needs enough Magic Vagina in his life to coax him into blissful matrimony.  
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But it's the Bad Boy part that sells.  Feminists don't want to admit that Rich is sexy.  Handsome is
sexy.  Dominant is sexy.  Power is sexy.  Masculine strength is sexy.  Men who don't cater to the
whims of women are sexy.  If you take the hero Grey and make him an affable and sensitive
billionaire who just cares so darn much about the heroine that he does everything she says, and
everyone can see the eventual high-profile divorce evolving.  The Hero has to be a Bad Boy, because
panties don't get wet over Good Boys or Nice Guys.  That's why True Blood remains so popular.
 Add in the supernatural, then you get a panty-drenching combination you can take to the bank, over
and over again.

The truth is, feminists have a right to be concerned.  Not because these books advocate violence
against women, but because it very clearly lays out just what gets most women the hottest.  And if
a man knows what gets a woman hot – and let me assure you it ain’t his keen housekeeping skills –
then men are going to start . . . y’know . . . actually doing that stuff.  The dominant stuff.  Not
catering to the whims of women and being overly deferent and not asking permission to use the
bathroom and everything.  It will be a disaster for feminism!  

Think about it: millions of women just discovered that they like dominant men and BDSM-style sex.
 They fantasize about being told what to do.  They have a deep-seated sexual desire for submission in
their soul, and if the right dude shows up and knows Game, they'll go nuts.  Now think of millions of
men suddenly cluing in to the fact that their wives and girlfriends really, really want them to be more
dominant, but know if they ask them to be or tell them to be, it won't count.  That's Solomon's
Dilemma: a woman cannot ask a man to lead her, or it doesn't count.  He just has to do it and she has
to decide if he's worthy of following.  If half of the Blue Pill Beta husbands out there who busted
their feminist wives reading this book "just to see what the fuss is about" suddenly strapped
their testicles back on and stood up for themselves to their domineering wives, we'd see a sea-
change in how American culture and the SMP works.  

If the Betas/Gammas/Deltas in America learn Game, the feminists are all but done for.  If the few
"happily" married women out there suddenly stop plotting affairs and exit strategies and start
getting righteously boned by their reborn husbands, then they'll be a lot less likely to explode
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into rage over the stupid stuff feminism throws them, like Roosh's designation as a "hate
group" because his kung fu actually works.  

Personally, I think we've passed Peak Feminism awhile back.  They've been intellectually coughing
up blood since the Lewinski Affair, anyway, where they had to issue a painful excuse for their
political ally for the High Crime of Fellatio.  Since then, the American public hasn't been able to
listen to feminist pundits without remembering how they responded then, and that has undermined
their influence.  This book might be the beginning of the end.

After all, if one crappy book is enough to shed forty years of feminist theory about sex and
gender roles and the proper use of neckties for millions of women, then how strong can feminist
 intellectual arguments be?  Not stronger than the collective power of female arousal, clearly.
 That's a dilemma for feminists, because on the one hand they want to encourage sexual exploration
in women...just not for the perceived benefit of men.  So the feminist consensus says that while
that’s OK for women to read about that sort of thing, it’s JUST for women to read about.  Because if
this information fell into the wrong hands, then . . .

Well, then the Beta Boys might learn Game.  And then the feminists lose their power.

Because, Gentlemen, we are the wrong hands.

You can dissect any of these books and the same meme comes across, no matter what the hero’s
specifics.  He’s an Alpha (or Super-Alpha, depending on the ego of the writer), dominant, and he
stands up to the heroine’s bullshit.  He teases her, he’s even cruel.  He negs her.  He refuses her.  He
insults her.  He frequently calls her names.  He adores her, secretly, but shows it through a conflict-
laden dialog that often sounds more like a challenge than a seduction.  But that just “hides his
passion” for her (and only her) until he realizes it, proclaims it publicly, and takes her to her Happily
Ever After (HEA): marriage.
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No, really.  

They don’t make romance novels with married women as main characters, because in the
female sexual psyche, that’s when romance stops.  Try to find a single married heroine in the
Romance section of your bookstore.  One who ends up with her original husband at the end of the
book.  You won't find it.

That should make you think.  You have to ask yourself . . . if the wedding is the ultimate-and-
expected-conclusion of the idealized romantic standard for women in these books, then what does
that mean for us men in the aftermath?  

Well, as most of you know, it’s not pretty.  Women know instinctively how to get married.  They
apparently don’t have a clue how to BE married, usually, because the books they read never told them
about that part.  They have no married-romance standard.  They have no ideal of what a "good"
marriage should be -- although they sure know a good divorce when they see one.  Indeed, the entire
idea of marriage is anathema to the pure feminist ideology.  But American women in general, and
feminists in particular, really have little idea about how to be married, happily ever after or not.  They
have Redbook, and More magazine, for gals over 40, instead, and the Divorce section of the HuffPo
to help encourage them to flee the desolate institution for an imaginary wonderland of interesting
billionaires with big dicks and a fetish for middle-aged divorcees.  

While we're looking at porn, they have endless fantasies of masculine control and domination and
eventual matrimony that they express through romance novels and soap operas.  Even for "happily
married" women, these stories are designed to take them back to when they were single, horny, and
looking for Mr. Alpha Dick again, not to the middle-aged married pot-bellied clueless Beta husbands
they're struggling to deal with now.  That's telling about the sexual psyche of America's collective
womanhood, because right now these books are selling like they're Jenna Jameson's underwear.

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-8-OPpIkgipg/UD5c5ieM7SI/AAAAAAAABl8/KQWf4xTl5d0/s1600/tumblr_m8wd4m8y051r9j3jgo1_400.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 285 of 1013

 Don't believe me?  Go look at the Amazon Kindle stats in the Romance genre.  Some women are
buying and reading up to six books a week, now that no one can see the covers of what they're
reading. I'm curious how many of them self-identify as "feminist".

Essentially, these books are screaming out that women want to be Gamed, before marriage and
after, and no self-respecting feminist would ever admit to that.  That would imply that women had
no control of their own sexuality, their desires, their sexual destinies.  And ceding control of their
sexuality to a mere man is an unthinkable betrayal of all of their feminist forebears.  So feminists and
particularly feminist bloggers have up to now either dismissed these books as “harmless fantasy” by
whistling past the graveyard of the truth, or they form a harshly-expressed condemnation of the
poorly-written books because of their abusive nature . . . while likely hoping that they don't alienate
their own fans (who are buying these books like hotcakes) by calling them out.  Why are they so
pissed off?  Because these exercises in literary mediocrity and sexual excess are telling the Truth
About Women's Sexuality, and that has to remain a feminist state secret.

And the truth, Gentlemen, is that women’s sexual attraction is responsive, and that it responds the
best and the most with those dominant cues associated with storybook heroes: tall, rugged,
muscular, broad shoulders, commanding demeanor, decisive personality, keen wit, power,
money, celebrity – you know the drill.  They want Mr. Right.  Prince Charming.  A tiger in the
bedroom and a pussy in the rest of the house.  Independently wealthy, power, an inexplicably devoted
to their Magical Vaginas.  They want the Primal Alpha experience, the Super Alpha cock, but the
whole purpose of the romance in feminist terms is the Taming of the Primal Alpha into a female-
controlled situation, i.e. “Happily Ever After”, i.e. Marriage.
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You can see why their appalled, and are trying to discourage the popularity of these books.

Here’s a list of “anti-feminist” messages and “dangerous myths”  in 50 Shades from a feminist
website,  Her Circle Zine by Marina DelVecchio.  It’s not exhaustive, but it gives you a good place
to start.

The Virgin Vs. The Deviant1.

“Steele has to be a virgin in this book, because another experienced woman, like her roommate, Kathryn, would
never give in to BDSM willingly. And as she’s a blank slate, he can teach her a kind of sex that she had never
been aware of, a kind of sex that is deviant and submissive and offensive. But because she doesn’t know any
better—hasn’t had any other kind of sex—virtue and intrigue can be discovered in the sex that he offers her. If
deviant sex is all a woman knows—all a man knows, since Christian Grey had only been exposed to this kind of
sex himself at the age of fifteen—then that is the only kind of sex that will appeal to her until she can discover
the other.”

Apparently Steele just isn’t slutty enough to be that slutty at the end of the book unless
she was an ignorant virgin raised in a cave by the Amish at the beginning.  Because
women get very little exposure to sexuality in our culture, apparently.  And
“experienced” women apparently don’t like BDSM or dominance and submission.  

That’s going to come as a big surprise to a LOT of folks out there. 
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Plus, according to her Mf BDSM is “deviant” sex.  Lesbian sex isn’t “deviant” these days,
cheating isn’t “deviant”, divorce isn’t “deviant” to feminists…but put a man in charge
and all of a sudden you’re a deviant.  

Deviant from what?  As a sex professional, I deal with all sorts of work that would be
considered “deviant” by someone.  It seems Ms. DelVecchio wants to set your sexual
standards for you, and then tell you what you can and can’t do in your own bedroom, if
you’re a dude.  You must treat women with tenderness and deference and generally kiss
their asses to get your cherished access to the Magical Vaginas of your wives.  Show the
remotest sign of backbone, and feminist doctrine calls for a nasty reaction.  Try to
actually be dominant in your relationship?  You're one step away from being a rapist.

If you’re a woman, Ms. DelVecchio wants you to go out and screw someone -- hunky pool
boy, interesting co-worker, a soldier on leave -- just so that you can have a frame of
reference before your Magical Vagina is ever-after contracted out to a handsome
billionaire.  Or -- more likely -- the schleppy Beta husband you settled for when your
Prince Charming didn't appear.   

 
2.       A Woman’s Love Can Change Men
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“E.L. James also asks us to believe that we, as women, because we are innocent,
soft, and inherently maternal and loving, have the power to alter a man’s history,
to change him. If we show him real love—that he is worthy of love—he will
become virtuous. Christian Grey is not a villain, but he has a dark side that only
therapy will change, not a woman. “He objectifies her, don’t get me wrong,” one
educated woman said to me about this book, “but he changes, because of
Anastasia and the love she has for him.” “No one has the power to change
anyone, but this trilogy offers us the stereotype that women are virtuous and
self-sacrificing by nature, willing to give up their needs and wants in order to
appease their men.”

Um…a woman does change a man.  Not necessarily her love, mind you, but no man can come out of
a relationship with a woman unchanged.  Of course, what women (particularly feminists) mistake for
“love” is the idea that they are actually entitled to change a man in the first place – not just change
a man, but change all men into something more like . . . well, women. 

Note how Ms. DelVecchio approaches the frame: there is something wrong with the hero of the story
because he doesn’t do things the way she thinks he should.  He is damaged and flawed, and while the
Manosphere understands why the heroine is attracted to the Uber-Alpha stud, Christian Grey, she’s
blaming the heroine's deeds and decisions all on “love”.  

DelVecchio’s essentially taking issue with the Great Rationalization Hamster, the cultural hamster
that all American women listen to instead of feminist theoreticians when they want to get righteously
laid without guilt or self-loathing or concern for the Patriarchy.  True Love is for vapid idiots, seems
to be the feminist rhetoric.  

A life as a corporate spinster, on the other hand, is rich, fulfilling and full.
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American women are not listening, however.  That's because
feminism is attacking the holy concept of True Love, and woman's allegiance to True Love trumps
feminism's relatively tenuous grasp on their hearts in a big way.  True Love is the one thing that gives
single women hope of personal happiness,  instead of a future of corporate drudgery, loneliness, and
pathetic one-night-stands. True Love leads to a solid relationship, a devoted husband, and children in
most women's minds.  Feminist want to tackle that Hamsterbatory idea and replace it with Men Are
Pigs.  And the idea that "the love of a good woman" can't change a man is blasphemy to the rank-and-
file womanhood.

The Red Pill fact is that we do have the power to change other people – in fact, we cannot help but
change other people as we influence and interact with them.  But beyond that, I have to agree with
DelVecchio that women are not virtious and self-sacrificing by nature.  That’s the Hamster talking. 
In this age of entitled feminism, the woman who is willing to give up ANYTHING for a man is a
rare and precious thing.  Whereas the expectation that a man has to give up ANYTHING his
woman asks him to is foremost in her mind.  To DelVecchio and her feminist sisters, it is only
proper that Grey give up his self-crafted identity for the questionable benefit of Steele’s Magic
Vagina, and not the other way around.  He's a man.  He's not entitled to control his destiny without
the firm, guiding hand of a woman keeping his "baser nature" in check.

But this one is most telling:

3.       The Female Submissive
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“ BothTwilight‘s Bella and Fifty Shades of Grey‘s Anastasia are virgins. Both of
them find themselves overcome by the experienced and brooding heroes with
dark histories. This idea that the good girl is intoxicated by the bad boy is a motif
in movies and literature, but why is it so intoxicating? Why cannot our heroines
be strong, experienced, and not so easily overcome by bad boys and by the
darkness they embody?”
  “Feminist theory teaches that women’s bodies and place in society have been
defined by men, since we all live in patriarchal societies ruled by them.  Even
though two women have written these books, they are reinforcing the erotic
representation of women as men would portray them. Men love the sweetness
and innocence of women, but they also want to see that innocence turn to a dark
and erotic form. Both Bella and Anastasia do turn. In Twilight, we see Bella’s
sexual desire for her vampire hero, Edward. She tries to have sex with him for a
few books, but he denies her because he may hurt her in his passion. With
Anastasia, we see another virgin chained to a rack, being introduced to an anal
plug and one orgasm after another. But she loves it. They’re both innocent
“submissives” with sweet and quiet strength; and they are both turned, by the
men they love, into dark mistresses intoxicated by sex.”

Now we’re getting somewhere! 

Ms. DelVecchio recognizes the allure of the Super Alpha for women, but thinks it’s a
minor cultural thing, not a deeply-embedded biological draw.   The fact is, even
hardcore feminists can fall for the “bad boy”, if their hamsters let them, no
matter how strong and experienced and informed they are.  And while Ms.
DelVecchio expresses confusion at why this happens, I think anyone with any familiarity
with Game will recognize why. 
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And that’s what is scaring feminists about this book.

Dominance.  Women like (are sexually aroused by) dominant men.  Feminist hate
that. 

Dominant men means a lack of control for women, and
feminists can't have that.   Even though they’re just as susceptible to the dominance
cues those men produce, if feminists don't control men, who will?

(If you can, watch a confirmed feministwho isn’t a lesbian in a small mixed-gender group
situation some time.  Observe their interactions with the AMOG.  They’ll fight against a
dominant man on general principal, even as they find themselves subconsciously
responding to the dominance cues.  And the more the man refuses to “be reasonable”
and submit to her, the more turned on she gets.  Heavy breathing, dialated pupils, even
kino IOIs and hair-tossing.  It’s pretty funny to observe.)

But this demonstrates the difference between what women want – that is, what they
want from men in terms of social and interpersonal relationships – and what women
“want”, the things that arouse them sexually.  The Blue Pill is essentially mistaking the
former for the latter.  The Red Pill is essentially saying the former is predicated
on the success of the latter.  

Feminists want to deny the power of Game (the use of dominance cues to arouse sexual
attraction for use in seduction) because they want to deny that sexuality has anything
to do with how things are supposed to work in our society.  
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Game has to be bad, because it removes the control and the initiative from the
woman.  Possessing a poorly-understood sexual desire that responds to the very
behavior feminism sees as a threat is a serious Achilles heel, and they know it.  Women
are free to make their own decisions about their sexuality, they say, and Game is an
unfair and worthless attempt at re-establishing male control of women.   (Of course if
Game didn’t work, they wouldn’t be getting their panties bunched about it, would they?
 If this book didn't reveal any major truths about female sexuality, they wouldn't have
even mentioned it, would they?) Their objection to the book is  basic and pretty
revealing:  If the man controls the sexual relationship, then he’s going to want to
control the rest, isn’t he?

They’re right.  Because as I mentioned in an earlier post, you can’t be “just”
dominant in the bedroom.  You either carry it with you all day or you leave it at home,
but you can’t be Beta all day and then flip a switch and suddenly be the Alpha
she wants once the bedroom door is closed.  As I've said, you have to present Alpha
in everything you do throughout the day, or it won’t hold up.  

And if you’re dominant, then that means your wife must, by default, be submissive, and
they can’t have that because it denies female empowerment.  At the very least, under
feminism, the two partners in a relationship are nominally co-equal (with the female
holding de facto power over her male “partner” by virtue of her Magic Vagina and
threats of divorce).  Only you can’t have a “co-equal” dominance in a relationship. 
That’s a poor rationalization at best.  

One of you must lead, and one must follow, or you don’t get anywhere.  It's Solomon's
Dilemma:  She cannot respond to your mighty Alpha mojo if she gets a vote about
where and when you deploy it.  Either you are in control . . . or you aren’t.  And if you
are, then they aren’t,  that doesn’t work for them or their ideology.  So feminists have a
choice.  They can either admit that they “like” dominant men (or at least most women
“like” dominant, masculine men) and deal with us honestly about sex, society, equality,
and everything (highly unlikely) or they can get pissed off with their non-feminist sisters
and blame them for the fact that women think with their crotch a lot more than they
want to believe.  I wonder which way they will go?
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Feminism is at an impasse with femininity.  I think it’s kinda cute.

That’s where 50 Shades and the feminist outcry that followed stems from.  Women
clearly seek sexual fantasies where they are the submissives in the relationship. 
They overwhelmingly identify with characters who are dominated by their men. 
Go pull any bodice-ripper romance off of the shelf you like, and you’ll find the same type
of Uber-Alpha dude with the broad shoulders, tall build, and chiseled jaw manhandling
the same defiant, resourceful damsel over and over again.  And in the end, always,
wedding bells. No matter how strong, smart, and resourceful the heroine is, it's
inevitably her beauty and sexuality that get her out of trouble and into a wedding dress.
 She "tames" her bad boy, be he pirate, vampire, or billionaire playboy.

Weak-willed feminists and non-feminist women say it’s just harmless fantasy – and to
them, it is.  It’s a way they can stretch their sexual imaginations, they argue.  Sex isn’t
all about orgasm and sweatiness, they explain, there’s romance . . . and THAT’S what
women want. 

Which is Hamsterspeak for “yes I want to be dominated, but I don’t want you to
dominate me”.  Sex just isn’t that compelling for most women.  They don’t have the
kinds of spontaneous desire men do.  They often can exercise their need for
entertainment and titillation, maybe jill-off but probably not, and count it as a sexual,
sensual experience, the end.  What it reveals about them isn’t important because it’s
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private, which means they don't have to talk about it and reveal their weaknesses...to
the men who are supposed to be in charge of pleasuring them sexually.

But for dudes sex is a different thing altogether.  It’s one of our prime motivating
factors.  When you boil down competition, money, success, acclaim, respect – it’s
all part of our innate masculine mating strategy to get laid as often as possible. 
We will do whatever it takes to get the poon.  It’s easily the most reliable thing about
men.  For men, sex is one of the top three things on our minds at any given moment. 
Women score the success of a relationship based on how secure she is before sex even
enters into it.  Men score the success of a relationship based on how much and
what kind of sex they get.  Period. 

A woman often will use this knowledge to their advantage – using sex to influence men
or get something is as old as Magic Vaginas (see how Enkidu got tricked, trapped, and
“tamed” in the Epic of Gilgamesh, over 5000 years old).  Even die-hard feminists don’t
hesitate to use this power in their personal relationships.  They see it as a legitimate
tactic in their struggle against the Patriarchy, and a reasonable one against their poor,
misguided, hapless husbands.  How much would you like to wager that the majority of
feminist marriages who end up in counseling are their because of sexual starvation of
the poor Beta/Gamma/Delta husband?  Keeping the initiative – the “edge” – in a
sexual relationship gives a feminist power over that man. 

What Game does is change that around.  

Suddenly, you understand the things that trigger an subconscious sexual
response in a woman: constantly teasing her throughout  the day, distracting her with
innuendo and flirtation, elude her attempts to shit-test you, and generally be the cocky
asshole that makes her pussy wet.  Once you learn Game and have hand, the sexual
initiative is yours.  If she tries to “use” sex to influence you, she knows she’s going to
have to commit to an awful lot in order to get the edge back.  

Just flashing her boobs won’t mesmerize a Red Pill man the way they will a Blue Pill
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man.  Instead of stunned adoration, he claps his hands together and says “Is it that time
again already?”

Women don’t think about sex spontaneously nearly as often as men.  They think about it
responsively.  If you are constantly throwing her sexual cues, she has little choice but to
respond, and her hamster will dream up a good reason why she should.  Feminists hate
that.  They don’t want you to know about it at all.  And books like 50 Shades of Grey and
Twilight and the Sookie Stackhouse novels all scream it at you: women are sexually
attracted to dominant-presenting men! therefore, in feminism, they're all bad.  At
least, when anyone is watching.  

If American wives start to be sexually and otherwise satisfied with their lives and their
husbands, they might stop trying to hate men.  Feminism's success is predicated on
American women being uniformly dissatisfied with their sex lives.  No husband is going
to be as good as a handsome stranger.  No sated wife is going to be tempting the
Divorce Gods with a girls-night-out gone awry.  If Beta husbands and Gamma LT
boyfriends start leading and acting all Alpha, in the bedroom and out, then feminism
might lose some of its most passionate adherents, divorced women.

Please note that nowhere in the above post did I condone abuse in any way.  Abuse is
wrong, every time, all the time.  But what a feminist says constitutes “abuse” often
includes things like a lack of attentiveness in her future ex-husband, a lack of motivation
and drive (success), and a lack of respect for women, not just physical and sexual abuse.

(Oh, and let’s not forget the double standard of emotional abuse.  If a husband is
emotionally abusive (that means he does something his wife doesn’t like and makes her
feel bad) then he’s a criminal under feminism.  If a woman is emotionally abusive, she’s
“empowered”.)
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Even as they are buying it and reading 50 Shades and ending up with damp panties and
sticky fingers, the feminists  protest: they don’t want you Gentlemen to really know what
makes panties damp, because they know they are virtually powerless to stop
it. Knowledge of Game is no defense against Game.  If a dude comes on full-Alpha,
and he knows Game, then unless you're a confirmed lesbian, he's got a chance to get
into your panties.  At the moment, that chance is restricted to exciting and dangerous
Bad Boy Alphas.  Not even feminists are immune to their magnetic charm (and innate
Game).

I watched this happen recently:  A feminist friend (and yes, I have dozens)and career
professional recently got a new boyfriend – a “bad boy” six years her junior who rode a
motorcycle.  He was a young Bull Alpha working his way through his harem, picking up
some MILF on the side, but she thought it was True Love (partially because he refused
to say “I Love You” and she admitted she didn’t feel right dumping him until he did,
 Apparently boy has Game.) 

When her shocked friends asked her about it, she didn't give a line of feminist theory. 
She looked like a miserably horny 14 year old with her first crush as she said,
sheepishly, “I can’t help it!  He just . . . does something to me that I need!”  No talk of
Patriarchy, no discussion of his responsibility to the united sisterhood, no plans to have
him spayed and neutered, she was getting humped rotten by an Alpha Bad Boy
who represented everything she was fighting against and she was loving it.  The
part she loved most was the “forbidden” nature of her bad boy.  He was too young, too
butch, too mean, too hot, too . . . manly for her friends, and she avoided them and the
judgement of the Matrix for a few weeks of horny infatuation and properly enthusiastic
sex.   Her hamster insisted she was just exercising her right to sexuality, even as she
ducked meetings to see him and let him do nasty things to her that no feminist should
ever let a man do.She was clearly powerless against the Alpha Cock, and that upset her
friends.
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She didn’t get upset until her boy-toy dumped her, hard, because he interpreted her
invitation to move in together as being “overly clingy”.  Plus it was clear that he wasn’t
thrilled with the sexual relationship, and resented my friend’s attempt to “teach” him
the “right” way to make love to a woman (the only public fight they had in my presence –
she started talking to her friends about aspects of their relationship that he wasn’t
comfortable with.  He made several attempts to subtly dissuade her, but she ignored
him.  He finally stood up, said “when you’re done telling your girlfriends what a lousy
fuck I am, you’ll find me at the bar talking to that babe.”  Hamster Nuked.  This dude
has a future.)

My friend was an utterly devastated by his dumping.  Partially because she had never
been dumped before, but mostly because he just ended it, without dramatics, tears, or
apparent regrets.  (At least he did it in person, and not on Facebook.)  He was done with
her.   

Of course she mentioned being “in love” several times, as she told everyone – and I
mean EVERYone – in her life about her sad tale of woe – but she couldn’t stop talking
about the sex or the animal passion he’d shown her, either.  She wanted to pursue
couple’s counseling, a communication workshop, and was even willing to negotiate some
concessions if she could just keep getting the Alpha Cock. him in her life. Only Bad Boy
apparently doesn’t negotiate.  He rudely told her that if he wanted a wife,
he wouldn't have fucked her in the first place.  Two weeks later she was still in tears
over it, he was dating a much younger and prettier chick. 
. 
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The Male Social Matrix: Back To The Sandbox
August 30, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

There's been a lot of talk around the Manosphere lately about the differences between how men and
women relate to each other, socially.  They all dovetail nicely to my Female Social Matrix/Male
Social Matrix theory nicely, so I'm going to cover them and expound upon them because I do that sort
of thing.  Let's talk about the Sandbox, and what happens when a girl gets in...and why.

First, from the venerable Badger Hut, where Badger made the astute observation in his post Being
An Emotional Man Does Not Equal “Talking About Your Feelings”:

Note where the only female has been stationed...
Male social dynamics have two major parts: the first in which men are tested for their
fitness for membership, and the second in which having passed the test they are
accepted into the group almost wholesale. I don’t see this in female social groups (in
fact I see the opposite – immediate superficial acceptance, followed by an
undercurrent of obfuscated and passive-aggressive challenges from the inside).
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Cool, huh?  The next day, Athol did a piece about Why The Wannabe Other Man Tests You First, in
which he recounts a tale of a man whose masculinity was repeatedly challenged in front of a group of
friends, including his wife, and how it was handled.

Both posts bear examination, and both touch on a very sensitive subject that we don't discuss often
enough.  How we socialize as men has a great deal to do with how we act and react around
women, and vice versa.

As Badger says, you don't get included in the "Man Club" -- the Male Social Matrix -- just by having
a penis.  If you recall my other posts about the subject, you know that men test each other at the
outset of meeting each other in order to establish a dominance hierarchy.  It may be a high-order
hierarchy, like a corporation or an army, or it may be a low-order hierarchy, like four guys on a
fishing trip, but regardless of the situation you can't get into the sandbox until you've proven your
value to everyone.

That can take many forms, depending on the men and the situation -- but once you pass the test then
you get into the sandbox and follow the leader of the pack like the other boys, and everyone has a
good time.  If you play particularly well, your status goes up.  If you're kind of an asshole, your status
goes down -- but you aren't tossed from the group.  You just become the group's Asshole.  That role
comes with certain expectations, but we'll get into that another time.

In the case of Athol's story, the social interloper made several
very public, very nasty emasculating marks that were clearly a challenge to the other man, an overt
play to intimidate him and impress his wife.  The man dealt with it with a subtle threat of physical
violence, which countered the interloper's threat nicely.  It was followed up with yet another

confrontation with a third party who reiterated the threat.  Because, y'know, sometimes someone just
needs to hear that they will get their ass righteously kicked if they continue interloping with
designs on another man's woman.  As it should be.

The aspect I want to address is the test-and-bonding ritual, and the role that Alpha and Beta play in
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the Male Social Matrix.  In essence, the interloper violated the tacit rules of the Sandbox by
dickishly emasculating the married man, and severe consequences resulted.  He was attempting
to be a Bull Alpha and make a move -- or at least test the waters -- on a woman who was
clearly already claimed by another man.  Worse, he chose emasculation in a public venue to make his
challenge, an arena where an overt display of confrontation would have been problematic due to the
mixed nature of the event.

You see, had the party been men-only, then the dynamic would have changed dramatically.  If you
attempt to verbally emasculate another man in a group of men, then it's either teasing banter between
old friends or a direct challenge to be handled directly -- and knowing the difference between the two
is an exclusion criteria for most groups of men.

But if a dude is that much of an asshole as to call you "girly" in front of a bunch of other guys,
then direct confrontation is required to counter the Asshole's play for dominance.  Since it was
done in mixed company, the husband had to consider the ramifications of his actions not just on the
Sandbox, but what it would have meant to his wife over on the Swing-set.  Women don't like direct
confrontations, they like nice, pleasant little gatherings where gossip can flourish and they can stab
each other in the back like civilized women.

This Social Testing for admission to the Sandbox can take many forms, of course, but there's always
an implied challenge, response, and resolution.  Think of it as the "Prison Yard Play", where a
demand on a new inmate by an old inmate has to be met with violence, or you're going to be
someone's bitch by evening.  If someone calls you out in front of a bunch of dudes, then either a
demand for a retraction or a confrontation is in order.  And even if the Asshole in question is much,
much bigger than you, and you do have a high chance of getting your ass kicked, the Alpha thing to
do is to go ahead and get your ass kicked.  Because if you don't, then you tacitly admit his
(admittedly assholish) emasculation of you and accept the consequences.

There's good news, though: if you do take on the Asshole and lose, you haven't really lost.  Losing
to the AMOG may not be great, but it doesn't send you to the bottom of the pyramid.  Your challenge
made you a "contender" for AMOG, even if the odds were long.  The reward you get is the respect
from the other men in the Matrix, who have witnessed your response to the challenge and your
bravery for taking it on, and who don't count your loss against you.  You might get your ass kicked,
but no one else is going to say shit about you, knowing that you're willing to defend your
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territory.  Bull Alpha bullies depend on dudes backing down when they make a dominance play, and
when that doesn't happen, more often than not they back down themselves and find something better
to do.  That's life in the Sandbox.

Add just one woman into that mix, however, and the entire dynamic changes.

I'll shift sideways a little to illustrate my point.  I live in the Land O' Cotton, the glorious South, and I
know a lot of black people.  I'm not a racist, most of my black friends aren't racists, and 95% of the
time our cultural memes are exactly the same, even if our perspectives and presentatinos are slightly
different.

I bring this up because that other 5% can trip you up if you don't understand it.  A group of black
folks in the South will act one way when it's only black people within earshot.  Introduce a single
white face and their entire presentation subtly changes.  It's not a negative thing -- it's not like they
sneer or make negative comments or anything -- it's merely the fact that a white person is present
changes the rules of social dynamics among my African-American friends.  

They're just as polite to me as each other, just as ready to engage in discussion or debate, just as
likely to include me in the event . . . but there's no doubt in my mind that my presence has interrupted
or interfered in the all-black social group dynamics that was there before I arrived.  It's a subtle thing,
and most white people don't even realize it's there -- I didn't, really, until a white friend of mine
wanted to go see a step show at a local historically black college, and I discouraged him -- because,
as I told him, sometimes black folks just need the space to "be black" without any white people
around.  It's not a racist thing, it's a cultural thing.

Similarly, one woman in an all-male group radically alters the dynamic.  Some women who seem
determined to be included as "one of the guys" find it highly frustrating when despite their best
efforts they just don't make the cut.  I knew one in college who was determined to be accepted as
"one of the guys" in Tech Crew for a play, and she did everything she could to de-feminize herself
(she was straight, and I think she was after one of the other dudes, but I digress . . .) in that pursuit.
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But one night after rehearsal, the rest of the dudes went to an off-campus house to watch porn and
play videogames . . . without her.  She was heartbroken and angry, and the next practice she
demanded that they include her next time, even threatened to complain of discrimination if they
didn't.  She was unsatisfied.  They were dudes, she was a chick, and no matter how much they
respected her abilities, she still wasn't a dude.  She ended up quitting the next week, citing "an
increased academic load", but we all knew she left because she wasn't included in the Sandbox.

A single woman attempting to infiltrate the Sandbox will sometimes understand the situation well
enough to demand a male-style challenge herself.  Depending upon the males in question, they may
or may not humor her.  And if she does succeed in the challenge, she will get a little grudging respect,
and she will be "included" in the next "all-guys" night.  But "being included" often means "being
ignored", just like you'd mostly ignore a low-status Gamma or Delta.  A woman's successful
challenge to gain entry to the Sandbox usually means that she's low-status to no-status...but the
dynamic in the Sandbox shifts anyway, because she's still a chick, they're still dudes, and even if she
watches porn and plays videogames she's still a chick and they're still dudes.

Inclusion in an all-male group is rarely the prize that some women make it out to be.  The key
difference is the amount of respect given to a woman, compared to a man, when she makes the
challenge. A group of men will cede respect to the challenger, if he's male, in accordance with his
style and success.  A group of men will almost never cede their respect to a female challenger,
because they all realize the innate differences in approach and perspective between men and women,
and they understand at a basic level how allowing her to accept the challenge is a serious
compromise.  She gets just enough respect to remain in the Sandbox, but will never rise any higher in
the hierarchy than the lowest Beta.
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 Here's what Susan Walsh at the venerable HUS has observed:

It is my contention that most human social groups have a male domination hierarchy
of some sort, with the more self-confident males near the top and the less self-
confident nearer the bottom. Mind you, they don’t butt heads or beat each other up;
the more dominant ones lead the group, guide the conversation, are the ones that
others look up to, etc. The less dominant ones are followers, and in pathological
situations, are ridiculed and taken advantage of.

Exactly.  And when a woman is present, that screws up all that beautiful male conflict
resolution.  Because suddenly the dudes stop trying to impress each other and rise in the hierarchy
through achievement and start trying to impress the girl, whether they're into her or not.  They can't
help it.  That's their genetic programming.  Unless they're gay enough to warrant a fabulous pair of
designer beach sandals and matching swimsuit/swimrobe combination, you and your buds are going
to start focusing on her, not the success of the group.

Susan also helpfully points this out:

"Self-esteem theory says that we always want to maximize our self-esteem and that we
derive self-esteem from two sources: achievement and affiliations (friends, groups,
lovers). "

That is, MEN usually gain their self-esteem through achievement ("how good am I?") while
WOMEN traditionally gain their self-esteem through affiliation ("how popular am I?").  So
while the men in the Sandbox see the woman attempting to prove herself through achievement in
tackling whatever fitness challenge they've come up with, the woman is focused far more on her
inclusion than her success.  If success is the only way to gain inclusion into an exclusive group
(which is as good as money in the Female Social Matrix), then the woman will pursue success to that
end.  Men, on the other hand, will focus on the achievement and be less concerned about affiliation.
 They might join a group in order to achieve something, but the focus is almost always on the
achievement, not the affiliation.

http://www.hookingupsmart.com/2012/08/29/relationshipstrategies/hot-mean-vs-not-hot-nice-what-do-girls-want/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=feed&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+HookingUpSmart+%28Hooking+Up+Smart%29
http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-34o6wK-KCi4/UD_OayO4iWI/AAAAAAAABvc/NU-qIyvCfTk/s1600/299.1L.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 304 of 1013

I think we men understand this at a basic level.  When a girl tries to do something that usually only
boys do, the natural hesitancy on the part of men isn't -- as many women, particularly feminists,
contend -- because they don't want their social group to be exclusive.  That's a chick thing.  Men
resent women who intrude into the Sandbox because they're usually doing it as a matter of
social positioning, not because they have the same drive toward achievement that men do.  To
men, what you do matters, and why you do what you do matters a whole lot.  Not so much over at the
Swingset, where it's what you say, not what you do, that counts.

And then there's this other thing: the tendency of those first "female pioneers" in the Sandbox to
attempt to re-write the social rules after they were grudgingly included.  In most Sandboxes that
means dialing down the achievement bar to make the initiatory challenge easier . . . for other
girls.  That's because they're playing by Swingset rules, which mandate that everyone strive for
consensus and equality, and not by Sandbox rules that mandate that everyone be judged by their
individual achievements and their individual contributions to the group.  So when that first girl comes
in, after she's been around for a while and you just start to forget she's there, she'll often suggest that
next time you change the challenge criteria to make it "easier", "simpler", and "more fun and fair for
everyone".

And boys naturally resent that, because the point is that the Sandbox isn't supposed to be easy,
simple, fair or fun for everyone.  It's serious business where boys are competing against each
other, and the harder the competition the greater the respect and glory to the boy who wins.
 Setting the bar lower just means giving up an individual achievement in favor of consensus and
"fun".  And before you know it, another girl is in the Sandbox.  And that's when the trouble really
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starts.

A single woman alters the group dynamic of a previously all-male Sandbox.

TWO women destroy it utterly.

Why?  Because it only takes two women to form a node of the Female Social Matrix.  Two girls
in the Sandbox are almost always going to agree with each other over the boys, regardless of the
issue.  Women turn to each other for support and inspiration when things get tough, whereas men
tend to buckle down or fold -- by themselves.  While that sounds like a VERY GOOD THING to
those allergic to honest competition, the fact is that de-emphasizing achievement in favor of simple
affiliation is disaster for how the Sandbox works.  

Two intractable figures within the group who always agree with each other
and almost always suggest alternatives to leadership's dictates (because offering "helpful suggestions"
to the group leadership is prized on the Swingset, but despised in the Sandbox) become a serious
problem -- especially when they start using their micro-consensus as a point of leverage to change the
direction of the group. More Swingset stuff, because over there the focus isn't being the Alpha
Female and leading -- no one really wants that, because of the danger it attracts -- it's to be able to
influence the consensus of the group while avoiding personal risks to position, without
appearing to.

So when there is a two-girl FSM node in the middle of the Sandbox stubbornly insisting that the
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group listen to their direction and suggestions, not those of the designated-and-vetted AMOG, then
it's rightly seen as a challenge to their loyalty to the group, their willingness to submit to group
leadership in exchange for their respect, and their willingness to put aside their personal issues and
sense of independence in order to further the goals of the group.  And that's how the group dynamic
of the Sandbox gets screwed up.  Because with two women, it isn't an all-male Sandbox anymore, it's
a piece of the Swingset that has gotten out of control.

That is, the male/female dynamic often overwhelms the ability of the leadership to handle it.  That's
because the leadership was developed under the Sandbox rules with a mission in mind, and the
Swingset isn't mission-driven -- it's process driven.  When you start trying to promote the process
over the mission, you dilute the commitment and the determination of the entire group to achieve.
The point isn't to make sure everyone has a good time or has a fair chance -- the point is to build the
bridge, win the war, get to the top of the mountain, beat the record, win the championship, that is, to
actually achieve something.

Making the entry challenge and conditions easier might actually be "more fun and more fair", even
for the boys -- but you don't get the bridge built.  With two or more girls in the mix, you can bet that
they will make a scene about how the bridge is getting built and not let anyone get anything done
until their concerns are met, they've been listened to, their opinions have been debated and discussed,
and a decision that they approve of has been made.

That's also why men, when confronted with the invasion of all-male space by women, often retreat
and re-form their group instead of trying to contend with "equalizing" the Sandbox.  They want a
group dynamic where achievement, not consensus and affiliation, are important.  They want to get
the bridge built, not have fun -- building the bridge IS the fun.  Socializing along the way is often a
pointless indulgence of lower-status Betas and Gammas, so making things "easier and more fun"
(more feminine) is anathema to the all-male power structure. It's not that men "fear" women invading
their spaces because they want to keep them exclusive just for the sake of exclusivity -- that's a
female thing -- they want to keep them exclusive because including women into the group dynamic
often, if not always, deters the group from its stated mission.  You just can't build a sandcastle at the
Swingset, you have to do it at the Sandbox...so if you want a sandcastle, you need to follow the
Sandbox rules.
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Consider Badger's observations of how the Swingset operates: "immediate superficial acceptance,
followed by an undercurrent of obfuscated and passive-aggressive challenges from the inside".  That
is, the New Girl will be enthusiastically invited to take the last swing . . . and then be immediately
bullied by the other girls through subtle and snide comments, secrets between the original group, and
used as a pawn between the power centers of the consensus.

When you bring that obfuscatory impulse and passive-aggressive behavior into the usually straight-
forward Sandbox, Ladies, you are essentially taking a nasty dump right in the middle of everything
the boys have been working on.  It's the moral equivalent of having a man show up to an all-girl
group and start ordering everyone around.  Or inviting a boy to give you a push on the swingset, only
to have him push you off suddenly and painfully.
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Sex Nerd Update!
August 31, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Just a quickie before Labor Day...

(...and who DOESN'T want a quickie before Labor Day?!?)

Wanted to let you know that I FINALLY posted the long-promised list of recent porn
recommendations suitable for couples (that is, not strokers).  In full disclosure, I work at all the sites I
link to (NSFW) but they are 30 year old reputable firms, and you won't get any viruses or such when
you go there.

(Oh, and the one site is having a sale on video-on-demand this weekend -- all VOD titles are just
$1.95 for 48 hour access.  I feel kinda obligated to give that a shout-out, just because it's a freakin'
incredible deal.)

Y'all have a good weekend!
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The Tangled Chains On The Swing Set of Solipsism
September 19, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

       

If you aren't a Manosphere skulker, you might have missed this interesting debate about female
solipsism.  Susan at HUS scoffed at the idea, and wanted to see proof.  Vox Day at Alpha Game took
a swing, Dalrock made a good stab at it, and found some divorce stats that tend to favor the idea, but
I thought a more easily-provable aspect of female solipsism might arise from his first point, that
solipsism was proved by  "...the tendency of women to think anything being discussed is about them
personally."  He did not, however, have any solid facts for this, so he expounded on the divorce stats
instead.

But there's actually some evidence out there, if you know where to look.  No one is doing studies
looking for solipsism in women, but observation certainly suggests the presence.

According to Linda Babcock and Sara Laschever in their book Women
Don’t Ask: The High Cost of Avoiding Negotiation, “Women often worry
more than men about the impact their actions will have on their
relationships. This can prompt them to change their behavior… sometimes
by asking for things indirectly, sometimes by asking for less than they
really want, and sometimes by trying to be more deserving of what they
want (say by working harder) so that they’ll be given what they want
without asking.”
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In other words, women have a greater sense of self-importance and sensitivity to their
personal actions than men -- signs of solipsism.  Remember, solipsism isn't "selfishness",
as many Manospherans mistakenly believe; it's more akin to "self-involvement", and that
can be a positive or negative thing.  A woman can be completely giving to the people in
her life, sacrificing much, and still be utterly solipsistic.  By putting nearly every issue in
terms of "how does that effect me?" or "how do my actions effect others?", the female
solipsistically maintains a frame that has herself at the center of the picture.
 She might be "self-less"...but she still has the "self" front and center.

If possible, try this exercise sometime: when you're in a group that solicits volunteers,
say for the decorating committee or the outreach board or the weasel rescue squadron,
or whatever, listen carefully to how people volunteer themselves.  Men will have
a tendency, I think you will find, to offer their help without qualification or
explanation, and leave their participation open-ended: "What needs to be done?"

Women, on the other hand, will tend to lead with their reservations and exceptions, their
level of participation and explain in detail just what they can and cannot offer in terms of
resources.  They're perspective tends to be more "What can I do?"

It's a subtle, but extremely telling indicator of solipsism, I admit, and it's not universal.
 It's subject to the same maddening variability most female psychological issues
are, comparatively speaking.  But if you passively observe how men and women take
different approaches toward volunteering their labor and resources for the collective
effort, you can see a hint of solipsism.

Further, the constant demeaning of their own ego and accomplishments some women
demonstrate in an effort to "not hog the spotlight" or "be a bossy show-off" is actually
another sign of solipsism.  A non-solipsistic person (say, a typical dude) when asked to
report on something for a group, will usually go out, do some half-assed research, slap
together a half-assed report, and make a half-assed presentation spiked with charm and
humor.  When he's done, he sits down relieved that it's over and he can go to lunch.  He
may even forget that he even presented, as one colleague of mine did when someone
congratulated him on his report.  

His personal investment in the work is minimal, so his investment in the response is
minimal.  He's usually concerned more with the group getting ahead and distinguishing
himself in some way than he is in how people think about him.  One of the advantages of
the male-centered corporate world is clearly the "don't take it personally, it's just
business" perspective that allows men to fail, regroup, and continue on without
agonizing over their failure.  They simply aren't that personally invested in it.  The "self"
is missing.
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It's the kind of slap-dash, cocky shoot-from-the-hip attitude that corporations love to
cultivate in mid-to-upper management, because it presents a low-key, calm and cool
demeanor that seems completely capable of handling crisis situations without a fuss.
 Hence the dude who phoned it in gets the attention of upper management for his lack of
solipsism (or his demonstration of intellectual laziness, your pick).

But a female colleague prone to solipsism will behave much differently.  She may
carefully research the topic, spend days agonizing over the report's appearance and
content, and then deliver a mindfully-given oral presentation sprinkled with apologies,
acknowledgements of failure, pleas for understanding and mercy, and other subtextual
signals that all mean, in one way or another, "I am the focus, here, not the information,
not the organization, just me and whether or not I do well or not...and I've pre-supplied
plenty of reasons for the group's hamsters to reject me utterly for my poor performance
and pay me attention, or elicit sympathy from other people who might appreciate just
how hard I toiled on this."  

Afterward, if she doesn't get praise for her work, she obsesses about what people "really
thought" about her.  She assumes that they will judge the quality of her work product
based on their feelings for her, not on the ultimate utility of the work.  I've seen that
happen to even savvy businesswomen: they get bogged down in the details of personal
perception and group dynamics and they take every. little. thing. personally.  

If Bob checked his watch twice during her presentation, that was a deliberate slap
against her.  If Wanda frowned at the wrong time, it was because something she said in
the presentation that conflicted with Wanda's own plans or plots -- and that could be a
good thing or bad thing for her, she'd have to watch it.  If Elaine came over afterward
and gave her some tips, then it was a deliberate attempt to sabotage how she performed
in the future by making her needlessly self-critical.  Even a compliment on an improved
performance leads to a spiral of self-doubt, "Ohmygod, he thinks I really sucked until
now!  He must hate me!"
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In every situation, it is the woman and her performance or contribution that was
involved as the fulcrum.  Dudes don't take things personally in business.  Women take
everything personally in business.  I'm no stranger to this -- I've worked most of my life
in female-dominated careers.  I've been the only dude in an office with dozens of women.
 I've worked for female bosses and had female supervisors who, despite their success
and achievements, constantly analyzed and over-analyzed and dissected their own
performances in a way that would lead to public ridicule if demonstrated by a dude
(ridicule from other men -- women would just see him as either a workoholic freak who
can't lighten up or an anal-retentive whose self-esteem was so low he couldn't help but
obsess).  

Dudes do the job and move on.  If we get pissed off about something, we get pissed off --
we don't usually worry.  Especially not about what other people think about us in the
organization, unless we really screwed up in a big and spectacular way.  We're just not
that involved in these corporate careers the feminists envied so much.  We know, in our
masculine heart, that while we contribute to the success of the endeavor, that we,
personally, just aren't that important in the grand scheme of things.  The  tendency of
women to obsess over just that seems to lend evidence to solipsism

I'm born out by this observation by Forbes magazine recently, when their Forbeswoman
columnist, L.C. Coleman reported:

..female counterparts with equally great (or better!) ideas fell prey to
subtly career-sabotaging “nice girl” blunders like over-
explaining, apologizing unnecessarily, using minimizing words, being the
last to speak, and believing that others know more than they did, just to
name a few.

Mistrusting yourself is still self-involvement and demonstrates solipsism.
 Worrying that Jim took offense to something you said about his department during your
presentation and obsessing over everything he says or every look he gives you (when Jim
was probably just staring at your boobs and wondering what kind of underwear you
were wearing today and missed the whole perceived barb) is almost uniquely a female
response, and suggestive of solipsism.  Worrying that others perceive you as too
aggressive or too pushy, and taking steps to undercut your own performance, are
equally more feminine, and more suggestive of solipsism.

If you're looking for a source for this, look no further than the Female Social Matrix --
the Swingset.  Remember, the Matrix (a node of which is formed when any two women
communicate or work in the same proximity) is constantly seeking Consensus, and each
node is constantly attempting to influence that consensus without appearing to actually
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lead it.  

The perception among many, if not most women in the corporate world is that the
Consensus sees that pushy, self-aggrandizing, loud and borderline-incompetent behavior
is frowned upon in the business environment.  And that's true -- as far as it goes.
 When women work in an environment with other women, and the Matrix rules are in
effect, the result is that other women in higher positions within the Matrix will
use just about any excuse to keep younger, more attractive, and potentially-
smarter women from getting to the top of the crab basket.  

If that means casually "suggesting" proper demeanor and attire to a young "protege"
that will help them "get along around here", the older woman has effectively spiked any
future competition with the woman by subjecting her to her own Hamster, spinning
madly about why everyone thinks she's a bitchy slut now for wearing those shoes and
interrupting that time.  I saw this happen to a housemate, once.  She was a young
undergraduate in her senior year taking pre-medical classes at a major private
university.  She had a part-time job as a lab assistant on campus.  Within a week, three
different (female) colleagues came by her desk to "helpfully" tell her that the damn
male-oriented, male-dominated Administration unofficially frowned upon women who
used their sexuality to distract from their performance, and any "provocative" clothing
would be a sign that she wouldn't be taken seriously as a scientist.

She took the news to heart, and started to wear far more conservative clothing (she had
been pretty demure to begin with) until, when you added her lab coat, you had the
academic equivalent of a burkha.  Her boobs were safely hidden from the eyes of
professors and grad students alike, she put her gorgeous hair up all the time, and she
wore glasses instead of contacts.  She dropped her number at least two points through
selective wardrobe, hair, and make-up choices.  And yes, she was "taken more seriously"
-- while the three harpies who "helped" her made a point to flirt outrageously with every
man in the Administration. 

The higher-positioned within the Matrix have a vested interest in seeing other
women do well...but not too well, and never as well as they do.  They have spun
solipsism into a subtle art, using ostensibly friendly, sisterly overtures, or opportunities
for "woman-to-woman mentoring", to undermine and sabotage potential rivals
while publicly maintaining the illusion of a united front.  

The higher-positioned woman uses the younger woman's own solipsism against
her, encouraging her to look at herself not just as another chick trying to achieve in a
hard work environment (as her male counterparts do), but as a de
facto representative of the wider female Matrix, and therefore both responsible to it
and subject to it in the name of Consensus.  Feminism, in particular, is an insidious
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method of Consensus-building, because it has implicit within the idea that a woman who
does not participate in the Feminist Consensus is an ostracized traitor to her own
gender, not merely a cog in a corporate machine trying to make it to the top.

In other words, she uses the younger woman's solipsism to utterly undermine her
confidence and assertiveness, while scoring Matrix points for being "helpful" to a sister
in the icky old world of nasty mens.
And the natural result of this sabotage?

When it comes to determining where to spend their time and money, investors
reward confident sounding entrepreneurs the same way that supervisors and
mentors reward confident and assertive protégés.

Now, if you're still doubting, then consider this: there are a plethora of articles out there
about how a woman can survive and even thrive in a "male-dominated business world" (I
prefer the term "male designed-and-created business world", but I digress).  That is, we
have women talking to other women.  Importantly, even those these women are in the
same meta-Matrix, the reader and the author don't personally know each other, so it's
safe to think that the advice contained therein will be free from personal, solipsistically-
driven cattiness.

In 7 Ways To Excel In a Male-Dominated Workplace, author Jane Fang advises women to
speak up for themselves, as opposed to waiting patiently and quietly for their work
contribution to be acknowledged.  Good enough advice -- if you don't ask for a raise, you
probably won't get one.  But then she follows with superb demonstration of female
solipsism, as well as the FSM's perspective on how organizations should be run:

Sadly, most bosses are too busy to figure out what the most equitable project allocation is,
and it often comes down to who yapped last to them about that hot media deal or the new
partnership your company is launching. 

Emphasis mine.  The reason this is compelling is that this is a woman speaking to other
women, offering advice that must be needed or it wouldn't have been said.
 Anthropologists and historians use that standard all the time -- if a medieval monastic
order has an ordinance prohibiting carnal knowledge of goats, then you can reasonably
assume that the violation of goats was a serious enough problem to warrant a rule.
 Similarly, if the problems above didn't exist, no one would write about them and no one
would read them.  

But notice something about the bolded section: the whole way she frames the issue is

http://www.thedailymuse.com/career/7-ways-to-excel-in-a-male-dominated-workplace/
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 315 of 1013

telling: the focus isn't on individual achievement or the achieving the ultimate goals of
the company, the two areas where dudes are most likely to focus, but on whether or
not the boss was "fair" and "thoughtful" in parceling out the work.  That's a pristine
solipsistic perspective: while focusing on individual achievement is often self-centered,
it's rare that individual achievement in an organization comes at the expense of the
goals and purpose of the organization. The solipsistic nature of individual women and
women in general ("The Matrix") put the emphasis not on the ultimate goal, but how
that goal was achieved and whether or not it was fair and equitable.  

For men, the issue is the RESULT.  For women, the issue is the PROCESS.  

It doesn't matter to men how the work was parceled out: the greater the challenge, the
greater the achievement.  Tell a man to do the impossible and he's got a good chance to
do it, not because he was fair and thoughtful about who on his team deserved the best
parts of the project, but because he put everyone's egos on the back burner and focused
their attention on the goal.  

Tell a woman to do the impossible, and she accepts that you've asked her to do what
can't be done (at least by her and her team) and therefore abandons all but
nominal allegiance to the result and focuses almost entirely on ensuring a fair
distribution of the workload. She doesn't see a greater challenge as an opportunity for
greater achievement -- she sees it as a personal attack and an attempt to question both
her leadership and her ability.  SHE is at the center of the equation, and by extension
her team is.  All that matters is that everyone was treated fairly and equitably at the end
of the day, and no one can blame her if they weren't.

A result-oriented perspective on work and other issues gives men a decided advantage
in business.  They can simultaneously push for individual achievement and distinction
AND work tirelessly and selflessly toward a common goal.  Even if leadership barely
acknowledges their contribution, everyone within the Male Social Matrix (a weak and
anemic thing, compared to the FSM) knows that Jim screwed around this time while Bob
burned the midnight oil and came up with that thing that saved the company millions.
 And they'll talk about it at lunch, too, or call each other out if things get heated.

But women?  A process-oriented approach to work often decreases institutional
momentum toward a specific goal.  When the focus is on whether there are enough
shovels to go around, and who has to take turns, and not on how much dirt everyone
moved that day, the social friction created by this solipsistic perspective is a serious
drag on performance.  But even if the goal fails, women will still look on their experience
as a "victory" if the way they did it was agreeable to everyone.  By worrying about
themselves and how to ensure fair play and a level playing field for everyone else -- and
assuming that everyone else is also worrying about those things first -- women allow
their solipsistic nature to cloud their perspective in business.  
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I got called out on this once when I was early in my secretarial career.  It's instructional.
 It's also long and involved, so I'll refrain from my usual post padding with pretty
pictures of pre-feminist pin-ups and let you focus on the story.  Besides, I'm leaving for
Las Vegas in a few hours with Mrs. Ironwood, and I really can't spare the time.

But this is an observational example of the Tangled Chains On The Swing Set of
Solipsism that is implicit in the female character.  Susan, pay attention: this might be
technically anectdotal, but I'd hope you credit me with at least being able to make an
objective observation about the subject.  Note that some names have been changed,
because I couldn't remember them all.

About 18 years ago I was working in a medical office with 13 women as a temp, and we
were all destined to slave away for weeks on digitizing old records.  While we weren't
being paid based on how much we did, the fact was that there were 15,000 files to get
through, a monumental job by anyone's estimation.  I was the only dude (again!), the
rest were women ranging in age from 21 to 58.  The FSM with a Southern accent.

15,000 files among 14 people gives you about a thousand per person.  We could each do
about a hundred a week, if we worked steady.  By the end of the first week, I'd made my
quota and then some . . . but it became clear that not everyone was being as dilligent.  I
posted a list of employees along with how many completed files they had for the week,
just to show everyone where we were and how much we had ahead of us.  I thought it
was pretty innocuous -- wasn't that the point, getting the job done?

Apparently not.  Within two days my list disappeared and I was called into my
supervisor's office.  The list was on her desk.

"What exactly are you trying to accomplish here, Mr. Ironwood?" she said, reprovingly.

"Uh . . . digitizing medical files?"  I really didn't understand what the problem was.
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"Of course you're digitizing medical files!" she said, exasperated.  "And I can't help but
notice that you did more than everyone else."

"Thirty-five more," I said, proudly.  "I figure I can get another five done a day, if I press
myself."

"Stop it."

"Huh?"  WTF?  Wasn't I here to do a job?

"I said stop it, Ironwood.  Stop posting this list -- it's bad for morale.  Did you see Betty
in the break room?" Betty was in her 50s, on her third career, and was slow as January
molasses when it came to processing files.  I could get five done in the time it took her to
do one, and she hated the computers and the computer system.  She didn't even really
understand what "digitize" meant, but she made cookies and always was the center of
conversation, a kind of matronly figure for the other women.  "She was close to tears,
after she saw herself at the bottom of the list.  And you have Angie and Courtney at each
others throats, because they're running neck and neck and Angie is convinced she's
better than everyone else."

"But . . . I did more than twice what Betty did!" I protested.  This was crazy.  We had a
job to do, a quota to fill, a definite metric of progress . . . and I was getting yelled at for
paying attention.  To object to my work because I was "hurting someone's feelings"
implied that a) emotional feelings were important to getting the job done, of which I was
unconvinced, and b) I was somehow responsible for my co-workers feelings to begin
with.  Shit.  I was just grinding mindlessly at data entry.  

"That's my point!" she said with a disgusted sigh.  "You're trying to make everyone else
on the team feel bad about the job they're doing."

"Uh, shouldn't they?  I mean, you could fire Betty and let me grind through her stuff and
probably save--"

"MR. IRONWOOD!" she bellowed.  "The only one in danger of losing their job is you.  I
will not have a disruptive influence on my team.  You trying to promote yourself over
everyone else, clearly, and you're trying to sow dissension among your teammates.
 What are people supposed to do when they see this list?"

"Uh, work harder?"

"They're going to start getting competitive.  They're going to start to stress out that they
aren't keeping up.  They're going to start to blame each other for falling behind, and
then every lunch hour will turn into a big bitch fest about who isn't doing their part."
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I shrugged.  "Doesn't bother me -- I work through my lunch."

"You WHAT?"

"I work through my lunch," I said, slowly and deliberately.  "Because I've got a thousand
and change of these things to get through, and I don't want to spend the rest of my life
here doing it."

"You know you don't get paid for that!" she said, her nostrils flaring.  "I don't want to see
that on your time card!"

"Oh, no problem.  I'm just trying to get the work done."

"You're just trying to sabotage my team," she said, eyes narrowing.  "No more working
unpaid during lunch. No more posting stupid lists to start fights.  Got it?"

I answered in my best Blue Pill Beta ass-kissing tone, and then went back to work.  I was
so angry that I redoubled my efforts -- the male ability to work through problems
through work was in full bore.  I got nearly two hundred done that second week, but the
following Monday morning found me once again in my supervisor's office.  Her nostrils
were flaring already, and I knew I was in trouble.

"What the hell is this, Ironwood?" she demanded.  "I thought we had a word last week!"

"We did!" I said, confused.  "I didn't post anything.  I'm not working through my lunch.
 I'm not claiming anything extra on my time card!"

"Yet you still finished almost three times as many files as Betty did."  She said it like I
had walked up to the old biddy and slapped her.  "She was in here this morning, crying
her eyes out, because she's worried I'm going to let her go."

"And that's my fault?"

"You're creating an environment that's hostile to her," she said, falling back into
Personneleese.  "You are deliberately trying to turn her co-workers against her."

"How?" I demanded.  "All I've done is sit at my desk and enter data!"

"Oh, I think you know very well how," she said, eyes narrowing.  "And I won't put up
with it!"

"I'm still in the dark," I shrugged.  "Unless you can elaborate further.  Can I go now?"
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"One more thing," she said.  "About lunch..."

"I told you, I didn't put my lunch on my timecard.  Consider last week a gift."

"It's not that.  You're the only one who doesn't eat lunch in the employees lounge."

I shrugged again.  "So?"  Honestly, it was the last place I wanted to spend the precious
half-hour that divided my day.  I didn't eat lunch at all most days, I just went out to my
car and smoked cigarettes and read.

"So I want to remind you that company policy says that the only place where you may
eat is in the Employee Lounge."

"I'm not eating," I shrugged.  I did a lot of that on that job.  I figured that would handle
it.  It didn't -- my boss looked at me like I just spit on her.

"You don't eat?" she asked in disbelief.  Lunch was the sacred birthright of every clerical
worker.  My co-workers started discussing when lunch was, what they brought or
ordered that day, and the glories of lunches past nearly every morning like daily prayer.

"Not lunch.  Why, am I required to?"  I admit, I was a little sarcastic at that point.

"No," she said, slowly.  "But the rest of your co-workers would appreciate it if you would
join them."

"Why?" I was really confused about this -- I was getting the definite impression that my
co-workers were forming a Consensus against me.  "I don't eat, I just read.  They're too
loud to read in there."

"Nevertheless, I want you in the lounge at lunch time," she insisted.  "And I recommend
you eat something.  You're making your co-workers uncomfortable by not participating."

"In lunch?" I asked in disbelief.

"Courtney and I talked last Friday, and she mentioned that it was strange that you didn't
sit in with everyone else.  In fact, you have apparently become the topic of some
speculation, Ironwood.  You disappear for the entire lunch period, then come back and
barely say a word to anyone."

"I . . . I'm just working," I said, even more confused.  "I'm just sitting in my car reading." 

Her eyes narrowed again with suspicion.  "Are you really, Mr. Ironwood?  Because that's
not what your co-workers think."
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I waited.  I didn't say anything.  I was getting pissed.  She waited for me to defend
myself, or to give a good excuse for my behavior, or something.  But I wasn't playing.
 Even back then I recognized her baiting tone as a shit test.  And even back then I knew
how to deal with an obvious shit test.  That's one difference between men and women in
the workplace: when a dude has had it, that's it. She wanted me to ask "so what do my
co-workers think?" with some level of concern, and I wasn't biting.

"Your co-workers think you're flirting with the receptionist across the hall."  She said it
as if I'd bent the poor girl over and ravaged her.  She was attractive -- but I'd only
spoken to her twice, she was engaged, and at the most I'd smile at her through the glass
doors of her office as I went in and out of the building.

"Well, I have a girlfriend," I protested (yes, this was when Mrs. I and I were shacking up,
albeit seriously at that point, and at the time I resented the implication.).  "I'm not
flirting with anyone!  I'm reading a book in my car!"

"You aren't where they can see you," she emphasized.  "That's a problem."

I just stared at her blankly.  "Why . . . is where and how I choose to spend my lunch time
. . . of any possible concern to anyone other than myself?"  I tried to be diplomatic and
logical.

"The problem, Mr. Ironwood, is that your actions lend to the perception that you are . . ."
she trailed off, suddenly at a loss.

"That I am . . . what?  Molesting puppies?  Smoking dope?  Abusing myself?"  When
stated in those terms, she started to look silly, and she knew it.  And yes, I actually said
'abusing puppies'.  I still remember that.

"The perception that you are not a team player."  

"Yet I perform at twice the level of . . . some other co-workers," I pointed out.  "How is
that not being a 'team player'?  And how is spending lunch by myself . . . or the
perceptions of my co-workers . . . relevant to my job performance?  By every objective
metric I've been an ideal employee.  I'd be happy to review my performance with my
agency, if you'd like."  The threat was implicit -- if this kind of thing continued, I'd get
the temp agency involved.  While that wasn't the end of the world, it would call attention
to the matter, and my boss was in the same social circle as the owner of the temp
agency.  I knew that.  I might not be in the FSM, but I know how to use it.

"Just . . . conform to the company policies as they are explained to you, Mr. Ironwood.
 That is all," she dismissed. 
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While I was seriously resentful, I also needed the job.  Cushy temp work in the air-
conditioning paid a lot better than construction or waiting tables.  Beside, I was still
enough of a Puerarch to want to subvert the whole operation just to spite her.  So I
appeared to knuckle under and concede.  I started spending my lunches in the employee
lounge where I was subjected to all sorts of inane feminine chatter.  My one concession
to eating was bringing in a single, phallic banana every day, carrying it around with me
wherever I went, and then devouring it in seconds at the start of lunch.  After that . . .
well, I can't read when thirteen women are comparing their weekends and jockeying for
matrix position over microwavable pasta.  There's just too much distraction.  

But I can write.  I'm a writer, everyone knew that.  I had a book and everything.  It was
easily the most interesting thing about me.  I started bringing a notebook to lunch with
me, and I would sit over in the corner and write stuff down.  Sometimes I doodled.  No
big whup.

Enter Female Solipsism: the practice had an immediate and intriguing effect.  Suddenly,
everyone in the building was extremely interested in just what I was writing.  And it
became A Thing.

Because every woman there was convinced -- utterly convinced -- that I was writing stuff
about her.  Specifically, stuff that was unflattering to her.  She was sure of it, be she 21
or 51.

If that isn't solipsism, I don't know what is.

It only dawned on me that this had become A Thing when Courtney, mid-20s, came to
me after lunch and actually flirted with me for the first time.  Courtney was office hot,
definitely doable, but she clearly had a higher opinion of herself than I did.  Still, I was
polite, if laconic.

"So," she said, after meaningless bullshit.  "Whatcha writin' about?"

It took me by surprise.  "Oh, just character sketches and stuff.  Notes.  I'm working on a
new book."  I didn't mean anything by it at the time -- I'm a writer.  I've been "working
on a new book" since I started writing.  It's a stock answer.

Courtney, however, took it to mean (rather solipsistically) that I was writing a new book
. . . about her.  Or the someone in the group.  She asked me more probing questions, and
as I figured out what she was trying to do, my answers became more and more vague
and mysterious and she got more and more agitated.  I hadn't given her one single piece
of concrete data, yet by the end of the day 'everyone knew' that I was writing a book
about Courtney.  Or someone in the group, but Courtney was pretty sure it was about
Courtney, otherwise I wouldn't have been so mysterious.  In FSM terms, Courtney had
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used the episode to "push" herself up in position, because a dude writing a book about
you is incredible attention, the coin of the realm in the Matrix.

The next day, four women approached me before lunch with meaningless reasons, and
all four managed to mention my writing somehow.  I didn't take the bait.  My notebook
remained on the corner of my desk until lunch.  At lunch, now that I was aware of the
interest in my book, I began to take notes with more purpose.  In fact, most of the stuff I
was writing down had nothing to do with anything or anyone in the office.  But it was the
way I wrote it that perpetuated the myth.  I waited until there was a break in the
conversation, for instance, and then scribbled something down furiously while everyone
in the room watched and tried to keep from looking like they were watching. Then I'd
stop, the conversation would resume, and I'd wait for another break.

As an experiment, I decided to pace my notes based on which woman was speaking.  I
picked Margaret, one of the older women, for no real reason.  Every time Margaret
opened her mouth, I was writing.  It took a few times before she was aware of it, and
then she got uncomfortable.  Then some of the other women clued into it, and were
immediately abuzz.  Margaret started blushing, and ended up excusing herself to the
ladies' room.

I hadn't said a word.  It was fucking hysterical.  In the literal sense.

By the end of the day, everyone was certain the book was about Margaret.

The next day, I focused on Lisa, and wrote down stuff mostly after she was talking.  Lisa
got flustered, too, but instead of running and blushing, she started paying a lot more
attention to her diction and word choice.  Half-way through lunch, I switched and did
the same thing with Courtney again.  After lunch, Margaret approached me as I was
heading back to my desk.

"You know, Ian, I really don't appreciate that!" she said.

"What?" I asked, genuinely confused.  

"You writing about me in that notebook," she accused.  I almost smiled.  Instead I
affected a confused expression.

"What do you mean?  Who said I was writing things about you?"

"Everyone knows-- look, I'm just a very private person, and if you want to know anything
I would appreciate it if you would come to me, personally, and not rely on other people.
 Okay?"
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"Uh . . . okay," I agreed.  Not only had she assumed that I was writing about her, she
was absolutely convinced that I was talking to other women in the office about her.  

Every day that week I ground away at the pile of files and then amused myself with the
luncheon Solipsism Floor Show.  It became a game for me: how little could I say and do
and still inspire wild speculation about my "book"?  Just how much of a tizzy could I
through these ladies into . . . without doing a damn thing but my job?

If women weren't solipsistic, then it wouldn't have worked.  As it was, it worked
spectacularly well.  

Wednesday it was a divided room, as I wrote only after the younger women (less than
thirty) spoke, and ignored the older women.  Thursday, Janet -- who hadn't spoken two
words to me the entire time I'd been there -- started pumping me for information about
my life and my book over in the corner.  I gave her as little as possible, and gave her no
false information, and figured I was just frustrating her.  Only I didn't realize what she'd
done -- with our little private conference, she'd made it appear to the Matrix that she
had the inside scoop, and she used that leverage brutally in the free-for-all that followed.
 

That afternoon, when I was coming back from the Men's Room (the Fortress of Solitude,
I called it), I caught that old biddy Betty trying to slyly leaf through the notebook.  

"Excuse me?" I said, coming up from behind her and slamming my hand down on it.  "Is
there a problem?"

"Oh, I was just looking for some staples," she said, airily.

"There are none in my notebook.  Check the supply closet.  That's where I'd put them."
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Alpha Move: Be Hungry Like The Wolf
September 25, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I apologize in advance for all of the errors I'm going to make in this post -- I got three hours of sleep
last night between landing at the airport from a long weekend in Las Vegas and getting up this
morning to get the kids off to school.  And yes, I may very well be suffering through the tail end of a
hangover.  It's certainly within the realm of possibility.

A long weekend in Las Vegas has the potential to be life-changing if you do it right, and while that
sort of thing didn't happen this weekend, I did make several very intriguing field observations about
Game in the wild, untamed, anything-goes erotic landscape of Las Vegas.  I like Las Vegas, if you
can't tell.  It's like Disney for adults.  While they used to call it Sin City, I prefer the more accurate
term the "City of Id".  If you've got a sexual itch to scratch, Las Vegas is like a premier buffet.  

But before I expound about my Single Game in Vegas observations, I want to cover the Married
Game advantages to a weekend away in this most decadent of environments.  Some couples fear the
idea of Vegas, too insecure in their relationship to be tempted by the fleshpots of Nevada.  Me, I just
needed a vacation, and Mrs. Ironwood had a conference there, so we killed two birds and while she
was being all noble and saving the world I was getting wasted around the clock and spending my
kids' inheritance on penny slots and fruity rum drinks.

This was my third trip to the burgh, and after Mrs. I's conference was over and I was able to sober up
enough to go and be social with her, we decided to blow off the closing  session for something a little
more . . . intimate.  

"Intimate" in this case meant dirty dancing with my wife in front of a crowd of drunken
strangers.

Look, everyone wants a hot sex weekend in Vegas, and as you get older your expectations for such
events go up even as they become more infrequent.  And there was plenty of sex -- but that wasn't the
draw for either of us.  We already have plenty of sex, thanks to the Red Pill.  But what is often
missing from the lives of middle-aged married couples is that sense of excitement and intensity that
may have faded over the years as you get used to each others' personal sexual idiosyncrasies.  The
stuff that turns into hypergamy and/or infidelity if you aren't careful.  There is real danger in
relationship ennui, and as Athol points out in yesterday's insightful post, you just can't count on a
regular Date Night to keep things spicy and interesting.

But a drunken weekend in Vegas ...

We hit the buffet at Harrah's and pigged out, which did both of our stomachs good.  We were actually
planning on heading over to the Erotic Museum, which I've planned on attending each of the three
times I've been in Vegas and never quite making, and this time was no different.  We were even
headed to the taxi stand to splurge on a cab there when we walked passed the open-air Carnaval bar at

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/alpha-move-be-hungry-like-the-wolf.7817
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2012/09/alpha-move-be-hungry-like-wolf.html
http://marriedmansexlife.com/2012/09/what-to-do-when-you-dont-get-laid-on-date-night/#comments
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 325 of 1013

Harrah's and decided to stop inside for a smoke and get our bearings. We ended up staying there for
over six hours.

The reason was the band.  Now, you can find every kind of entertainment known to man in Las
Vegas, from transvestite lounge acts to comedy to acrobatics to a donkey show, if you know where to
look.  The entertainment options are truly limitless.  But the mid-Sunday-afternoon band at the bar,
an 80s tribute band called the Nancy Rayguns was free, enthusiastic, and actually quite good.  Throw
in some drink specials, a flair bartender named Flippy, and a crowd of middle-aged Gen Xers who
actually remember the songs that the band played, and you have one hell of a pink-and-teal acid-
washed party.

But I had the nascent beginnings of a plan.  The point of this exercise wasn't merely to be entertained:
it was to pay some very public attention to my wife in a way she would be reluctant to see if we
weren't in the land of the 24 hour hooker, surrounded by a sea of Asian tourists and drunken
old farts. The point was to show her that I'm still hungry.  Like the wolf.

I think that's a trap too many Blue Pill dudes fall into: once they are safely in a relationship, they
forget the need to publicly express their desire for their woman.  Mrs. Ironwood and I went into
that bar as a middle-aged husband and wife, and while that didn't change ostensibly, in actuality it
was far more like a boyfriend taking out his girlfriend to a show than a husband and wife enjoying a
quiet afternoon of entertainment.

Simply put, the moment I heard the first rockabilly strains of "Goody Two-Shoes", it was like it was
1987 all over again.  Sure, there was an element of nostalgia for my lost youth -- but it was far more a
reminder of how far I've come in my life.  In 1987 I was overweight, underconfident, and mired in
Blue Pill ideology that saw me get my heart handed to me by a series of women.  Hearing that band
brought me back to my youth, sure.  Only this time I knew what the hell I was doing when it came to
girls.  And I had conveniently packed my own.

So it was SHOWTIME for Ian.

Back when all of these songs came out, I had been stunted by insecurity and brow-beaten by the Blue
Pill: it made me either a sullen wallflower or an over-the-top spaz when it came to girls.  It was the
Age of AIDS and date rape seminars, the height of the cultural purge of masculinity the feminists
waged throughout the Age of Teal.  I had been awkward, ugly, low-value, and sullenly embittered by
the unfairness of it all and the hopelessness going forward.  You know, Teen Stuff.

Now . . . . not so much.  It took that nostalgic, painful flash of teenage angst associated with that
music to make me appreciate just how far I have come.  The dude I was would never have dared to
nuzzle a chick's neck in a public place without three pieces of signed and notarized documentation
stating in advance that said neck-nuzzling was an acceptable and mutually consensual act agreed
upon before hand that in no way obligated either party to any further activity not covered herein.

But now, I brazenly nibbled and more or less felt her up in an affectionate-and-socially-acceptable
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way in front of a crowd of drunken strangers.  I knew now what all of her Indicators of Interest were,
and how I could arouse them through a combination of brazen cockiness and bold Alpha displays,
especially in the social context of fellow adults engaged in similar pursuits.

I knew that the ragged strains of Joan Jett and the smooth crooning of Boy George, not to mention the
naked , raw sexuality of Oates (sorry, Hall not so much) triggered a similar sexual nostalgia for her,
taking her back to when sex revolved around cute boys and marrying someone rich and famous, not
the titanic interpersonal struggle it evolved into as we matured.  I knew, without a shred of doubt or a
hint of insecurity that I looked good, I was out with my chick, I could exhibit my social prowess
through a series of increasingly-humorous and sexy displays, and, with a degree of certainty usually
reserved for a cash transaction, that Ian would be getting lucky in Vegas that night.

The band played "Lets Get Physical" and I cavorted around Mrs. Ironwood's chair like a drunken
teen, up to and including borderline obscene pelvic thrusts.  Then we had another drink and the time
of our lives.  A drink later, I hit the jackpot.  They played Duran Duran's Hungry Like A Wolf.

Now, while I really didn't know Mrs. Ironwood back in the 1980s, I've picked up enough about her
personal history to know which songs and performers elicit specific memories.  And I know for a fact
that there has always been a certain damp spot in her panties for Duran Duran.  Something to do
with a middle school crush, perhaps, I'm not sure of the details but based on memorabilia and
previous response, Duran Duran -- Simon Le Bon, Nick Rhodes, John Taylor, Andy Taylor and
Roger Taylor -- just does something to Mrs. I.  Live Duran Duran, after three rounds of fruity rum
drinks and a free pour-in-your-mouth shot courtesy of Flippy the flair bartender, and I could only
imagine what was going on in her libido.  And I knew just how to turn it up.

All the way to 11.

(It's like everyone else just goes to 10, but ...)

When Hungry Like The Wolf came on, I got up in front of everyone and started dancing with the two
drunk chicks who were celebrating their 40th birthday and reliving their own nostalgic moments on
the dance floor. Mrs. Ironwood giggled girlishly as I paid them some nasty (but tasteful) attention,
and got some solid preselection points in return.  Then I went back to the table, grabbed her by the
hand, and led her out on the dance floor.

Now, Mrs. I, as a rule, doesn't dance.  She's still recovering from breaking her heel and other foot
injuries, so the entire trip revolved on her walking as little as possible.  But three drinks drunk, with
her husband boyfriend insisting that he wanted her -- her and only her -- so much, so publicly, that he
was willing to risk looking utterly ridiculous in an effort to impress her with his manly strutting.
 But I owed it to her.

 No one puts Baby in a corner. 

So strut I did.  I pulled every 80s dance move but the Robot (even I have some pride) my tired old
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body could manage.  I put on my my my my my boogie shoes.  There was moonwalking involved.
 There was more funky pelvic thrusting . . . and drop-to-your-knees grinding in a most indecent
fashion, my face making scenic detours through her cleavage on both legs of the round trip.  There
was gyrating and spins.  There was Footloose-style white people dancing.  I even attempted a half-
split that didn't end too badly.

 I dragged Mrs. I out of her safe chair near the stage and into and out of my contortions on the dance
floor, never loosing eye-contact, never letting my full intention waver from her and her alone.  There
was macho struttery and arrogant posturing.  There was lurid movements and gratuitous crotch-
grabbing.  I was on like Donkey Kong, putting it out there, working hard for the money.

And Mrs. Ironwood ate it up like Pop-Rocks.

That's when I went to 11.  I popped my collar.  Like The Outsiders. For real. And I meant it.

You could almost hear the gush, and not just from her.  The horny birthday girls (with mommy bobs -
- sorry ladies, thank you for playing) were visibly envious.  The crowd, already watching my antics,
went wild.  The band called it to everyone's attention.  Flippy flipped out.  I'm not great-looking,
but comparatively speaking I was on the high side of the Sex Rank at that club, and I knew it.  I was
one of only a handful of guys dancing, and by far the most flamboyant and arguably the most
enthusiastic.  I worked it.  Dance-wise, I was AMOG.  

Me. Nerd Boy.  Damn.

In 1987 I never would have considered being that, in any venue.  In 1987 every glance at a woman
was plagued with Betacized doubt and cowering fear.  Dance in public?  With women?  With a
girlfriend?  Not me, man.  I'm not that dude.  I'm the nerd, over in the corner.

Now I'm the nerd at the center of attention.  I'm the nerd boldly going where I never would have
dreamt I'd go.  I was a nerd with Game, and that made me mighty.

It also made Mrs. I terribly, terribly enchanted with my display.  For one brief shining moment, the
kids, the house, the jobs, the career track, the money issues and all the responsibilities were gone, and
it was just me showing my chick how badly I wanted her in front of the whole world, without pause
or reservation (or, apparently, any sense of propriety).  Just me demonstrating how badly I wanted to
do wicked things to her body and delight her soul.  How I was hungry like the alpha wolf I was.  The
Red Pill kicked into Extended Release, and I commenced to do nasty things to her leg while I nibbled
on her ear while the crowd cheered us on. We concluded the song with a heartfelt public kiss with
tongue and my hand on her ass and everything, and we got a round of drunken applause from the
crowd that I'd never have imagined I'd be getting back when leg warmers walked the earth..

Thanks to a timely royalty check, we'd been able to do Vegas without looking at our bank balance for
once. Which meant I hemorrhaged money over four days.  I haven't even figured out
how extravagant I was yet, because I'm afraid to total up the receipts.
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But honestly, I don't care how much it cost, or how much energy I devoted to making the trip happen,
dirty dancing with your wife girlfriend in a crowd of drunken strangers and making every woman
there envy her your devotion and attention, that, Gentlemen, made it worth every fucking penny.  It
was pure, primal Game. It slashed through years of accumulated bullshit and brought us back to the
primal boy-meets-girl that got the whole thing started.  It was Game made manifest.

It's all right there in the 16 Commandments, Number 2 (Make Her Jealous), Number 6 (Keep Her
Guessing -- no one expects a popped collar . . . until it's too late), Number 9 (Connect With Her
Emotions), Number 11 (Be Irrationally Self-Confident -- I told you I went to 11), Number 12
(Maximize Your Strengths - goofiness and gratuitous displays of ego, check!) . . . and especially
Number 13.

Ah, Number 13.  Always Err On The Side Of Too Much Boldness, Not Too Little.

Too often we married dudes forget that.  There's a timidity that can arise from long acquaintance, a
mix of boredom and familiarity that needs to be regularly washed away like a bad stain on your
Members Only jacket.   Blue Pill dudes don't get it at all -- it might as well still be 1987.  But as far as
Married Game goes, this is a tricky but essential way of keeping your woman's interest high.  You
must be bold.  You must find some way to reach beyond the mundanities of middle-age and grasp
the essential testosterone-poisoned, horny-enough-to-screw-a-goat teenage libido and all the reckless
abandon it represents . . . without doing something stupid like cheating on her.

You Must Boldly Go, if you want her loins to ache for you.  Show her, in public if need be.  Fuck
propriety. Fuck mature wisdom.  Fuck middle age reserve. (And while you're at it, remember Number
14). Show her that you're still the same horny, groping teen you were back in the day.  Show her how
she makes you throb, and do it unashamedly, without reservation.  That she's sweeter than wine.  Bust
a move on her behalf.  Show her that you have that wolfy hunger that made you do awkwardly stupid
things in your adolescence . . . but now you have the wit and wisdom to boldly display every nasty
shred of Alpha in your aging body.  Show her that you're the MAN, and that she's damn lucky to have
found you, and damn special for being the center of your personal universe.

And if you do it right, you'll never have to worry about Number 16.  Because you've got Game, son.
 That's the key.  Game.  Understanding the complex interplay of heterosexual dynamics that leads to
high-quality interpersonal and physical encounters with an ever-increasing level of satisfaction, and
being able to play those emotional notes like a Moog synthesizer until she's practically begging to do
simply nasty things to you once you get back to the hotel room.  Like a virgin . . . only not so much
Madonna as whore.

The rest of the evening was eventful, but I'm going to stop the narrative here.  We made it back to the
hotel after a few adventures -- Vegas is a hell of a town.  Once we recovered sufficiently, and we
were far from prying eyes (they're watching you), I continued a display utilizing good old Number
14.  I don't need to relate the details here, for dramatic reasons.  Use your imagination.

Let's just say . . . I was hungry like the wolf.  And there are other things I've gotten much, much
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better at since 1987.

More later.  Must sleep soon.

Ian out.
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Obligatory 100th Post: Our Story So Far...
October 10, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Yep.  100.  Wow. (Actually 102, but I'm not counting two of them.)  Boy, am I tired!

I've got like six or seven posts I want to get out like yesterday, but when I cranked up the machine
and saw my next one was number 100, I felt I had an obligation to take a time out and talk about the
blog.  Which is ironic, because I often find bloggers who blog about blogging to be insufferable jerks
without any better ideas.  But this time, indulge me. After a hundred posts, I'd like to think I've
earned it.

I started the Red Pill Room as part of an experiment -- the Red Pill Experiment, which will be the
title of my next book after The Manosphere: A New Hope.  Longtime readers of the blog will
understand why both books are appropriate.  And I promise that neither book will be a simple re-hash
of my blog posts.  Only, like, maybe 40%.

In any case, the Red Pill Experiment is just what you think it is: what would happen in my life if I
jettisoned the "Blue Pill" idealistic approach to life and try a pragmatic "Red Pill"
alternative?  There's a lot more to it than that, of course, but that's why I started the blog.  I got into
the Manosphere, read Athol Kay's brilliant Married Man Sex Life, had a half-dozen epiphanies, and
plunged into the 'Sphere with revolutionary fervor and evangelical enthusiasm.
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For those of you just joining us, I work in Porn.  Big Porn.  I get paid to watch porn movies and write
about them.  And my wife is OK with that.  (For the record, her attitude is "I don't care where you
get your appetite, as long as you eat dinner at home every night".)  I watch boobies all day, interview
pornstars, talk about sex, blog about sex, and then go home, pick up the kids, make dinner, do
laundry, and handle the house because, to be frank, she sucks at that part of domestic life and I don't.
 But every day I have to go from Rated X to Rated G in fifteen minutes.  And then shift back again
after the kids are in bed.  Which can present a problem, as it does to every middle-aged couple, a
problem that can lead to troubled waters, stormy seas, and the shipwreck of divorce.  So porn helps
my marriage by keeping me randy and engaged AND paying my mortgage.  Win-win.

Now, you have to be a special kind of dude to be able to handle that, but I've been a Sex Nerd
since adolescence  and to be honest after seven years of slaving away in the porn mines, I've never
been happier.  I have a bona fide Dream Job (my third, actually -- I'm running out of them).  On my
worst day at work, I still get to look at naked boobs all day.  And the availability of thirty years of sex
marketing data was just too yummy to pass up.  But my up-close-and personal exposure to the sex
lives of millions of Americans led me, through a long and strange series of events, to end up blogging
about how much I love my wife and love to have sex with her and why  that's . . . Okay.

If that seems strange to you, it shouldn't.  Married people can love each other AND have hot sex
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and not get divorced as a matter of course and -- even -- be happy.  No, really.  It can happen,
even if you have only mediocre writers working on your script.  Mrs. Ironwood and I have had some
good ones, and we've been fortunate and wise enough to be able to dissect the things that work for us
and pass them on.  If that sounds really, really odd to you, a kind of warped Happily Ever After with
light male domination and newly-minted porn and wholesale-priced sex toys, well, it's not like we're
particularly unique in expressing a curiosity with such things.  (Lookin' at you 50 Shades of Grey).

Re: Porn

It also might interest you, if you are not an aficionado  to learn that all of the Big Porn companies
together do not account for a tithe of the "porn dollars" spent every year.  Sure, we make decent
money, but the fact of the matter is that the vast, vast majority of "degenerate pornographers" these
days are mom-and-pop operations.  Sometimes literally.  In fact, one of the most successful pornstars
I know has based her entire career around (wait for it) fucking her husband on camera.  Not the
neighbors, not fans, not passing strangers, just her hubby.  They like to have sex on camera, and she's
talented enough and good -looking enough to make it work.  They make in the low six-figures a year,
their house is paid for, and when they go to work . . . well, they get to have sex.

That's not to say my industry is not without abuses and horror stories -- I know more than anyone.
 Believe me, whatever you've heard about the porn industry, I've heard some crazier shit that's worse.
 Nor is my industry guiltless in the proliferation of sexually-charged images in the public sphere --
but no more than Cosmo or Madonna.  My industry doesn't exploit children (every boob that crosses
my desk has six pieces of paper verifying it's age at the date of production), we don't enslave women,
and we don't want to push porn under the nose of every twelve year old in the country.  Far from it.
 We have kids of our own, and no one knows better than we how over-sexualized our culture is.
 Most parents who work with some aspect of the porn industry are even more vigilant about what
their kids are exposed to in popular culture than your average suburban couple.  My daughter, for
instance, will never have a Bratz doll.
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(And before you ask . . . no, I've never performed on camera.  I've never even been unfaithful.  I
just like watching people have sex, and have a talent for objectifying women professionally.  It's an
art.)

Why I Write This Blog

My Red Pill Room blog is not about my kids, or even parenting, though.  It's not even about porn,
although that comes up from time to time.  I have another blog, The Sex Nerd, where I talk about
stuff like that.

This blog is how to forge a new, better-working heterosexual
relationship dynamic that works for the post-industrial 21st century society.  One based on
pragmatic knowledge of human evolutionary biology and (let's be daring, shall we?) human
evolutionary psychology.  It's not to re-establish the old Patriarchy, or return us to the halcyon days
where men were men, women were women, and cholera and syphilis killed them both with
depressing regularity.  It's not to promote a total male domination lifestyle, or encourage misogyny,
or teach you better ways to beat your wife.  It's not to oppress women, or encourage others to oppress
women.  Hell, I love women.

What Mrs. Ironwood and I have is, simply put, a relationship that everyone who knows us seems
to envy.  We're both busy professionals, we're both committed to raising high-quality children at
bargain basement prices, and we're both huge nerds who enjoy each others' company and, yes,
frequent sex.  Mrs. Ironwood works in relation to the Pharmaceutical Industry, where she's a well-
respected industry leader and making the world a better, healthier place, one pill at a time.  (I'm just
making the world a Happier place, one stroke at a time...).  She and the kids are the reason I'm "Ian
Ironwood", instead of using my real name.  My first duty is to protect them.  I'm not ashamed of what
I do, either in porn or here on the blog, but I'm also very aware of how judgmental people are.  Please
respect my anonymity.  If you don't, I'm likely to take offense.
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Mrs. Ironwood

I occasionally get questions about whether or not Mrs. I knows
about my blog.  She does.  She even reads it occasionally, when she doesn't have World Saving
duties.  She wants to assure you that she's not in her marriage under duress.  She's not being
oppressed, abused, or otherwise hampered by the Red Pill Experiment.  Indeed, she's never been
happier or more professionally satisfied.  She has a loving and supportive husband who is a
devoted father and a phenomenal lover (did I mention the really big penis?  NEVER DIMINISH
THE PENIS) who cooks her gourmet meals, runs her household, keeps the kids more-or-less in line
(or fills out the police reports when they aren't) who treats her with phenomenal respect, devotion,
and romantic love.  And all I ask her for is to treat me with respect, let me steer, and screw me rotten.
 (Okay, that's a simplistic list, but it covers the basics).

To those feminists who doubt that -- you're free to ask her.  Without me in the room.  And when you
do ask her if regarding her husband as her Captain is demeaning and humiliating, be prepared for the
vicious snicker that will assault your ears.  Because she's had more wildly fulfilling romance,
passion, sex, love and emotional fulfillment in the last 20 years as the entire 1990 graduating
class at Vassar, combined.

 Her mother and her sister have both been married three times.  This is our first-and-only.  And no,
she's not a brain-dead housewife -- she's at the top of one of the most intellectually challenging fields
in medicine.  She's utterly brilliant, multi-talented, hyper-competent, insanely witty, and tough as
nails.  She'd make a perfect textbook example of the fulfillment of the feminist dream of mother and
career woman, if she wasn't so allergic to the misery involved in the ideology.  She's utterly brilliant,
incredibly talented, and she had my babies.  That, alone, demonstrates her good taste.

To those in the Manosphere who don't think I'm oppressing her enough by keeping her in the kitchen
. . . dudes, if you saw her in the kitchen, you'd understand.  Utterly.  Inept.  Not unteachable, but
untalented and uninspired.  If my family relied on my wife for sustenance . . . well, my kids would
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hate me.  She also sucks at laundry.  But she has other talents.  And if you think I was trying to be
sexist there . . . good eye.

Married Game Basics

As I mentioned before, this blog will produce at least two or more books.  But I wouldn't be here if it
wasn't for one very important book: the Married Man Sex Life Primer 2011.  It's a life-changer.
 Athol Kay is probably the most important man in the Manosphere, whether he knows it or not, for
bringing the core concepts of Game into the dangerous waters of a long-term relationship and
hazardous tides of marriage.  Athol isn't perfect, he isn't all-knowing, and I'm sure he and his lovely
wife Jennifer have just as many issues as me and my wife, or you and your spouse. But the difference
is that Athol wrapped his nerdy little brain around the subject and beat it to death until it
produced MMSL, the sex education you SHOULD have gotten in high school.

No, Athol doesn't pay me to say that sort of thing.  I've never met the man in person.  At least not yet.
 But Athol and I have three things in common:  1) We love our wives 2) We want to be manly men
who command the respect of our families and our communities and 3) We both love sex and want
more of it.  Which means that Athol and I, and Aleph and AverageMarriedDad and hundreds if not
thousands of others have something in common.  Keeping our marriages not just afloat, but sailing
along, is one of the most important things in our lives, but we aren't willing to sacrifice our self-
respect and dignity and financial future to conform to our expected demasculinized role in American
society.  In our way we've Gone Our Own Way as thoroughly as Jonathan Swift at Freedom
TwentyFive or any other revalorized male, we've just chosen to get married (after carefully selecting
and vetting our brides) and reproduce.

That doesn't make us traitors to our gender, it just makes us Wolf Alphas who like to get a lot of play
and not argue with our wives.  It doesn't make us hopeless sniviling Beta manginas, it makes us
thoughtful men with a plan and an eye for the future.  It doesn't make us idiot rubes who will find our
asses in divorce court eventually, it makes us highly empowered and decisive men who are crafting a
new generation of quality kids who will likely out-compete their unfortunate peers.
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Single Game

That being said, I'm also a big proponent of Single Game.  Indeed, both Single Game and Married
Game spring from the same font, they're just variations on the same theme.  I've even written a cheap
remedial guide, a kind of proto-Game book for the socially inept: The Gentleman's Guide To
Picking Up Women.  In some ways it's hopelessly dated (hence the Bargain Rack price) but if you
just have no clue where to get started, that might offer some guidance.

But I appreciate Single Game and the PUA bloggers more than a little.  They're doing some serious
heavy-lifting, helping thousands of dudes overcome a lifetime of squalid masculinity and rise to the
challenge of pursuing a mating strategy.  Guys like Roosh and Roissy, of course, but also Vox Day,
The Private Man, Badger, and dozens of others.  While I survey the embattled landscape of the sexual
arena from the safety and comfort of my marriage, these guys are out there getting bloody.  I'm not
sure I could do what they do, but I'm glad they're doing it.

The Manosphere

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-DPvj-0aq9Ug/UHXUu6jiwII/AAAAAAAAC38/RXbDH10I9CY/s1600/001b1e68_medium.jpeg
http://www.amazon.com/Gentlemans-Guide-Picking-Women-ebook/dp/B006RJIH9E/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1349900326&sr=8-1&keywords=ian+ironwood
http://www.amazon.com/Gentlemans-Guide-Picking-Women-ebook/dp/B006RJIH9E/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1349900326&sr=8-1&keywords=ian+ironwood
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 337 of 1013

But I'm not just here to help the chronically underlaid.  I'm also here to promote a resurgent
masculinity that aggressively deals with the challenges of men in the 21st century without
recourse to the failed ideologies of the 20th.  Basically, Married Game works only when you decide
to step up and slap your dick on the table and reclaim and re-assert your masculinity in front of the
gods and everyone.  Including women.  Without concern for rejection or judgement.  Hence, I
proudly support the Manosphere, even those areas of it that make me queasy and I don't proudly
support.  I consider them all members of the Red Pill Society, fellow travelers on the testosterone-
poisoned road of manhood, refusing to stop and ask for directions.

Like many of you, I've spent most of my life pining for some adequate model of masculinity that
would be socially and culturally acceptable.  Having my father, Papa Ironwood, was great -- don't get
me wrong.  But my personal family fortune in masculine role models wasn't doing anything for
everyone else, and I searched for years for a way to navigate between the humanistic ideals of
feminism and the practical reality of intergender relations to a place where men could find some
modicum of respect again.  Failing that, I discovered the Red Pill, and decided that no one was ever
going to give me permission to lead my family, enjoy my life, and be proud of my masculinity . .
. particularly not feminists.  I still have lots of feminist friends, believe it or not, some who know of
my alter ego and some don't.  I don't hold it against them, or even try to talk them out of it (that
would ruin my specimen sample!)  But I still think feminism is one big Shit Test, and the
Manosphere is the answer.

Just being able to trade ideas and advice in a pro-masculine environment is refreshing enough -- to
have such keen insights and cogent observations, not to mention such humor, makes me proud of the
evolving Sphere.  It fulfills a much-needed role in the lives of men, the ability to go to other men for
help without a big dominance-submission dance, protected by the cloak of anonymity.  I love the
Manosphere so much I'm doing a book on it, one targeted for release on Kindle on December 9th.
 Hopefully it will make a lot of people ask a lot of difficult questions about men and women in our
society.  And hopefully it will be somewhat entertaining.  But regardless, I wanted the first "study" of
the Manosphere to be homegrown, not the result of some feminist Gender Studies grad student's
inspiration for a thesis.  It won't be exhaustive and it won't be perfect, but it will be ours.
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The Red Pill

So if Game and the Manosphere are covered, what about the Red Pill?  What
the hell is the Red Pill?  While Athol Kay has done an admirable job of explaining it, the simple
answer is that the Red Pill represents the practical and pragmatic reality of life in our society, as
opposed to the largely-imagined idealologies we were taught were supposed to apply.  The Red Pill is
a rejection of the shameful burden that feminists and others have tried to saddle mainstream
masculinity with.  It's a celebration of gender differences without regard to political correctness.  It
doesn't put fairness and equality at the top of the page as aspirational goals, it puts happiness and
fulfillment there.  It doesn't place a high priority on consensus, it does on leadership.  It doesn't seek
to oppress our daughters, but neither does it -- as feminism does -- seek to elevate our daughters by
pushing our sons down.

The Red Pill is serious medicine.  It can be bitter, it can have some odd side-effects, it can even have
serious adverse reactions for your marriage, if it isn't strong to begin with.  But it also leads to more
stability and contentment, and (most importantly) it's the closest thing to a female Viagra that I've
happened across in 25 years of searching.

The Art
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I get at least five emails a week asking about the art on the blog.  Thank you.

I spent a lot of time thinking about the artistic presentation here.  Most of it can be traced to a
videogame, specifically the post-holocaust RPG/Shooter series known as Fallout.  Think of the
Fallout universe as the Atomic Age (1945 to 1965) with all of the darling retro stereotypes bathed in
a warm radioactive, bloodthirsty glow.  Two things attracted me to the series, the music (all 1940s era
swing) and the art.

The music is grand: if you want to know how your
grandparents saw love and the primitive Sexual Marketplace, listen to the Andrews Sisters, Bing
Crosby, Perry Como and Frank Sinatra for a couple of days.  I like it because I don't have to worry
about explaining any dirty words or sexual concepts to my kids, something I've had to do with every
rock and pop song they've heard.

But the art.  Gods, I loved the art.

It started with the pin-ups.  Alberto Vargas, Gil Elvgren, Earl Moran, and Joyce Ballantine, Fritz
Willis, Arthur Sarnof,  Rafael DeSoto, KO Munson, and the others.  You just can't think "sexuality"
and "post-war" without the image of those pin-ups coming to mind.  I find them uniquely sexual yet
decently demure, considering what modern commercial art pitches at us regularly.  Besides, they
enraged the early feminists for their sexism and objectification of women.  That's just gravy.

Finding 1940s and 1950s pin-ups was pretty easy on Google Images,
and it led me to more commercial art, particularly the WWII era propaganda posters and post-war
magazine illustrations.  Especially the hand-drawn ones.
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From there I segued into romance novel covers, and from thence to the nasty underground erotic
"pulp" covers: Rudy Nappi, Robert McGinnis, Coby Whitmore, Robert Meyers, John Fernie, and
more.

So where did I find the best databases?  Here's where I got a lot, from Oldcarguy41's flickr account.  I
also found good stuff here, at Found In Mom's Basement, Vintagegal, and especially
Today's Inspiration.

If you're wondering what criteria I set, it was simple: the images had to be (more or less) in the public
domain, and they had to be prefeminist.  That is, pre-1965.  If you notice a few things about these
pieces, you'll see that all the people are happy, slender, slightly-goofy, smiling . . . and white.

That wasn't done by design, at least not by me.  But a survey of commercial art from the 1940s and
1059s reveals very few illustration of black folks or folks of another hue, and where they are
depicted, they're often racially charged by our standards.  But it kind of reinforces the irony of what is
being depicted.  And it reminds me of a conversation I had with Papa Ironwood during one of our
periodic high-brow political debates.

"Son," he told me one day, "things just aren't going in the right direction.  In the 1950s, a man could
vote the way he wanted, live as king of his own castle in his own home, and didn't have to worry
about the government taking everything of value from him.  The whole world look up to you if you
were an American, back then."

"Yeah, that's true," I agreed, reluctantly, "if you were white."
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We have come a long way since the 1950s, and if things aren't as rosy for us white folks now, I'm at
least partially consoled by the fact that things aren't nearly as horrific now if you are black.  Or
Hispanic.  Or a woman.  Yes, I'm actually for a woman's equal right to work in our society -- but I'm
also in favor of her equal right to be drafted, and until the latter is a worry I'm not going to angst
overmuch about the former.  But my basic humanistic principals tell me that we're all better off if we
play by the same set of rules to begin with.  And my basic masculine principals tell me that if women
want to compete in the workforce, then they are going to always have a hard time of it, even in
predominantly-female occupations.  Still, I support their right, and I wouldn't turn back the clock
seventy years for anything.

But going forward . . . well, all bets are off.

I've had a blast picking artwork for the blog, and it's turned into a real art history course.  For the
record I'm uncertain where to get any of these in framable print quality.  Most of them are in the
public domain, so a trip to Kinkos or other specialty printing outfit might be in order.  But note how
the men are strong and resilient and the women are undeniably feminine.  THAT'S what I was
looking for in all of these.  The last era in which it was okay for a man to be a man and a woman to
be a woman.

Well, the last era until the next one.  I'm looking forward to referring to this era as "the feminist
epoch", in the past-tense.

The Future Of The Blog
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I have no plans to stop this blog -- far from it.  But I'm also not planning on letting it become my day
job.  I have a sweet day job.  I also write under three other pseudonyms, as well as my "real" name, so
I have too much going on to pursue that, anyway.

But I do intend on having a lot of fun doing it.  And really, I can't ask for more than that.

Thanks for reading.  Stick around for the next 100 posts.  Things are just starting to get good . . .
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Is It Really A Win When The Other Team Doesn't Show?
October 15, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Two other manosphere pieces converged with something I'm currently writing for the book, and at
the risk of blowing some of the freshness out of it I thought I'd chime in.

Specifically, Badger's excellent Educated Women's Contempt For Men, in which he follows the
feminist attempt to mainstream the war on masculinity and how it's not exactly working out the way
they expected, and Dalrock's How The Destruction of Marriage Is Strangling The Feminist Welfare
State, in which he examines the demographic fallout from the smoking crater feminism created at the
center of the social state.

Why are these two articles particularly interesting, when taken together?  Well, part of it is the third
blogger Dalrock riffs on, The Social Pathologist, when he quotes this:
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The social, sexual and economic liberation of women in
the latter half of the 20th Century has meant that for the first time women were able to
compete with men in society without restriction. The result has been spectacular if not
particularly beneficial to the happiness of women. Whilst not all degrees are created equal
(men still overwhelming dominate the "hard" fields of knowledge) the fact that there are now
more degree credentialed women than men is simply astonishing. As income is broadly
correlated with economic well being,  its safe to assume that women have been able to
achieve a economic parity with men. The manosphere may not like this result but the fact is
that women have been able to effectively compete with men when the shackles of social
convention have been removed.

Emphasis mine.  I reprint the quote because it underscores my point (and the point I'm currently trying to make in the
book): that women cannot declare this a true "victory" of feminism over the patriarchy, or even women over men, or
even realistically as "economic parity", because while the fact is that women have been strongly incentivized toward
college both culturally and bureaucratically with four decades of feminist affirmative-action and aggressive anti-male
policies. The "shackles of social convention" have been transformed into the "shackles of anti-male sentiment", and the
"level playing field" is a sham, as Dalrock points out:

Feminism didn’t demolish a barrier between two seas and let the water levels
adjust;  it is a massive pumping operation.  Turn off the pumps even for a little bit
and reality will come flooding back.

That is, the economic system that allows women economic advantage (industrialism and post-
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industrialism -- which was, coincidentally, invented and developed by men) exists in a network of
social governance and a vast government bureaucracy (also, invented and developed by men) in
which the taxpayer (heretofore majority male) provides social and economic support for
the impoverished, particularly single mothers and their children (mostly female, of course) while
artificially fiddling with the "rules of the game" to favor one particular side while punishing the other
side.

That's the "level playing field" that they are "winning" on.

So what happens when one team just fails to show up?  Is that
still a "win"?

One thing that the smug little "end o' men" articles we've been seeing so many of lately love talking
about is how the fact that more women having advanced degrees than men means that women have
finally "out-competed" men in the workplace.  Now that they have declared where they are "the top"
of the social and economic structure men created and developed, they are quick to dismiss the men
who can't seem to compete successfully on the "level playing field" as losers or worse.  Badger amply
demonstrates the dripping contempt that educated women feel about their male professional peers,
much less their mates and males in general.  

Only, is it fair to judge the "success" of women competing in the workplace when the dis-incentives
provided to their male peers are so severe as to discourage competition?

One point I'm making in my book is that the "success" of women in advancing careers has to be seen
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in the context in which men who would ordinarily have been competing for those positions have
effectively "dropped out".  They didn't get on the bus to begin with.  The women "won" by default,
because the best possible person for the job never interviewed for it in the first place.  

Feminists will bridle at the suggestion, but it's true.  MGTOW
didn't precisely begin with Freedom Twenty Five; men have been walking away from societally-
prescribed ambitions for almost two decades now, in the face of penalties and disincentives relating
to their unfortunate ownership of a penis.  

There's a case I cite in the book, anecdotal, of course (I also make the point that you can't hang a
metric on the lack of someone's ambition, which is pesky from a statistical perspective) of my
neighbor, Sid.  Sid was a business-school graduate and an RN, and had spent ten years and a marriage
climbing the ruthless corporate ladder of the American pharmaceutical industry.  He was good at
what he did, and consistently out-performed his peers, male and female, and seemed to have a lock
on a solid middle-management position with stock options and bells and whistles, every MBA's
dream.  His last year was his most productive, and he logged millions of dollars worth of business for
his company (now bought out by an even bigger company -- Sid would have been loaded).  

But when Sid looked at the competition he faced, he realized he was
doomed.  Women were getting special seminars on leadership, mentoring opportunities, and other
career-advancing perks.  Sid was getting assigned diversity training courses and being set up to fail
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by being assigned a "mentor" who had a pronounced dislike of men and especially manly men like
Sid, who refused to kiss her ass just the way she wanted.  He was boxed in: he couldn't proceed
further in the company without getting this woman's approval, and he couldn't get this woman's
approval while still maintaining his Y chromosome. 

So Sid . . . dropped out.

He "Went His Own Way" long before it was called that.  Sid turned his back on his advanced degree
and his education, his ex-wife and his expensive car, and Sid found a third-shift job working in a
county hospital ER that paid him just enough to survive comfortably upon.  He turned his back on a
decade of learning one of the most intricate businesses and regulatory systems ever invented, on the
lucrative prospects that could have made him a millionaire, and he walked away.  The "level playing
field" contains a fifteen-yard penalty for having a penis, so Sid walked away from it and accepted --
for now -- a far lower status job in return for personal happiness and fulfillment.  He didn't drop out
because he couldn't hack it, he dropped out because the juice wasn't worth the squeeze.  

Now, someone got that next management spot Sid walked away
from.  Sid could have had it, had he stayed on and fought for it.  Did the person who get it (it was,
indeed, a woman) get it because she was the best qualified for the job?  Or did she get it because she
was the most qualified candidate (under the adjusted rules) who was willing to show up and
interview?  Did she get that office and that name plate and the parking space and the "Director" title
because she was superlative?  Or did she get it because the other team just didn't get off the bus?

It's been over a decade since Sid dropped out -- close to two, actually.  But in the early 1990s, when
feminism was throwing its weight around with reckless abandon, it knocked a lot of highly talented
men out of the way in its quest for a "level playing field" that ensured no real competition.
 Feminism's attempt at "fairness" in the corporate world became a hymn to mediocrity as the men
who would have competed against them decided to resign the game rather than subject themselves to
unfairness, emasculation, and professional humiliation in the name of "equality".  
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Sid wasn't the only one who left back then -- as
feminist-inspired corporate cultures sought to punish men and traditionally masculine endeavors,
plenty of dudes dropped out and pursued other interests.  Sid enjoyed the fast pace of a late-night
Emergency Room to the prison of an office, and so his vast talents and knowledge about the business
end of the pharmaceutical industry never got put back on the table.  The women at Sid's company
who survived their flight might gloat at their "victory", their high earning potential, their wealth and
power.  But they'll never be "the best" because Sid didn't come back and give them real competition.  

Sid was smart, educated, and very astute -- you don't follow nursing school with an MBA and land a
high five figure entry-level job by being cute -- and he was smart and astute enough to know that his
career options in a corporate world where Personnel regulations overcome fair competition is a losing
proposition.  No future in it.  Why bother?

This isn't just a few isolated losers, disheartened by competition in general and angry at their loss of
"male privilege  -- this is a talented group of men who have no real social or financial incentives to
pursue the societal roles that feminism desires for them.   The female insurance executive may very
well be there because she worked hard, did her job, and made money for the company.  But she may
also be there because the dude who would have been even better in her position decided that being an
insurance executive really just didn't sound like a lot of fun, after his divorce, so why stuff his wife's
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alimony check with extra dough when he can take a job at half the pay that can support a lifestyle that
suddenly doesn't include fancy suits and shoes designed to impress female insurance executives?

In a way, I almost feel sorry for these feminist "winners".  What they have won is what men in their
positions have earned in the past, earned in earnest competition against the best their industry had to
offer.  If you were the top salesman in your district, you knew that it was because all the other sharks
weren't quite as hungry as you.  Now if you're the top salesman in your district, you have to wonder if
it's because you really are the best . . . or if the competition just decided to forfeit because there were
five-foot breakers at the beach that day?

I'm not just blowing smoke rings here.  I used to work in the personnel industry (bargain-basement
headhunter and temporary placement), and I still keep in touch with some of my old colleagues.  One
of whom just had a boy graduate from a decent college . . . and demonstrate not a lick of ambition,
despite a lifetime of being primed for it.  Meanwhile, his younger sister (who was always a little
slower academically than he was) was already lining up summer internships a year in advance.  My
former colleague was despairing about his utter lack of ambition and angrily confronted her son when
he revealed he hadn't even bothered to apply to graduate schools this summer.  

He gave a litany of damned good reasons why pursuing his chosen professional career path
(including a graduate degree and another four years of student loans) was a losing proposition for
him.  Why kill yourself to get to the top of your class when your female colleagues are just going to
cut your knees out from under you with affirmative action and such?  So he can find a good ex-wife
who can bleed him dry and not let him see his kids someday?  

At 22, this young man is jaded and bitter and unambitious . . . and there's not a damn thing my friend
can say to him to dissuade him from a life spent working part time and playing Disc Golf
professionally (slightly more lucrative than playing WoW professionally) and NOT preparing for a
life as a husband and father . . . because she knows everything he is complaining about is exactly true.
 She can't deny it.  She's in Personnel, where the rules that punish male performance and push female
mediocrity are forged.  She's pushed underqualified female candidates in with overqualified male
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candidates into interviews herself -- and was fiercely proud of it . . . when her son wasn't involved.

But her son is absolutely right.  There's just no good future in it for men.  "Climbing the corporate
ladder of success" only makes sense if there's a reward at the top, not a punishing ex-wife, a battleaxe
of a feminist boss above you and a constantly-eroding sense of your own masculinity.  Better to
throw little plastic discs around and enjoy life for a decade or so in the beer-soaked bosom of the
Puerarchy, than subject yourself to that kind of punishment.

Is it a "waste" of good masculine intellectual capital?  That depends on whom you ask.  To women,
of course, these men are "losers" because they have withdrawn from the competition they cannot win.
 They have made the conscious effort to make themselves the men they want to be, not the men
women want to be, and feminists in particular can't allow that to have positive social standing.  

But there is a silver lining to this, for dudes.  As more and more women assume the tax burden
required to fund a female-oriented husband-replacing welfare state, their sensitivity to the unfairness
of such things will rise.  What happens when the 40 year old spinster has to write a tax check in the
thousands before trudging her way to the office, no hope for romance or reproduction in sight, while
watching the 20 year old single mom down the street take her three kids to the park through the
window?  What happens when men drop out to the point where it is busy, single female workers who
are left holding the bulk of the welfare bag . . . while being denied the benefits of romance and
motherhood that they are subsidizing in their sisters?
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Had Sid stayed in his career-track, he could be senior
management by now making in the high 6 or low 7 figures -- your Viagra dollar at work.  He didn't.
 He makes just over fifty grand as the senior nurse on shift at his hospital, and spends the weekends
he doesn't work hunting, fishing, or (if his neighbors don't shoot him first) zipping around the
neighborhood at 4:00 am blasting Skynnard from the radio of his vintage 1974 VW microbus.
 Instead of paying tens of thousands in taxes, he gets a refund.  Instead of working for his ex-wife, he
works for himself.  Instead of spending thousands and thousands a year on new suits and shirts and
ties, he spends a couple of hundred on scrubs he wears both on and off the job.  

Meanwhile, the woman who got the job he could have had, he tells me, is getting her second divorce,
is being sued by a competitor for unfair practices, and is miserable with her "success".  

That's what happens when the other team just doesn't show, ladies.  You end up holding a trophy
devoid of meaning.  A forfeit isn't a real win, no matter how you rationalize it.
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The Real "Happily Ever After"
October 16, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

It’s rare that I run across anything Red Pill friendly over at HuffPo, but  the other day I came across a
very telling post from a blogger, Martha Lyles.  She is essentially writing a letter to herself, from her
modern perspective as a wife and mother and grandmother to the 20 year old woman she was, who
was so excited about her Big Party.  Ironically, this was in the “Religion” section, not the “Women”,
“Weddings” or “Divorce” sections (and note there is no “Men” section...and the Democrats
wonder why more men don't vote for them...) It’s entitled “Letter To A Young Bride After 43
Years Of Marriage”, and it’s a wonderful retrospective on her marriage (as opposed to her
“wedding”).

 I’ll let you read the whole thing – it’s quite poignant – but there is one quote I want to hone in on:

“...The same goes for being a wife. You'll marvel at Dick's unswerving commitment. You'll
learn to put him first and -- believe it or not -- you'll delight in doing so. You'll see your role
as his helpmate and cheerleader. You'll pack his bags for business trips, tucking love notes
under ties. You'll view all the joys in your life as gifts from above, like the six wide-eyed,
rosy-cheeked grandkids who clamor for your cookies and your kisses. And you'll sense,
time and again, the grace conferred in your wedding Mass sustaining you as husband and
wife.”

Religious sentiment aside for a moment, consider the perspective: “You’ll learn to put him first and
– believe it or not – you’ll delight in doing so.”

This is not, as you might think, a “see, I toldya so!” about male dominance in a relationship.  This is
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a “see, I toldya so!” about how you don’t get divorced.

It's also a glimpse into the real, Red Pill reality of Happily Ever After (HEA), the romantic nirvana
that inspires romance novels, mommy porn, and soap operas.

When you want to study how to do something, the two areas you focus on are “successes” (to
establish a base-line metric) and “failures” (to determine how deviations from protocol derail
successes).  Athol spent a considerable time in marriage forums preparing for his book, and if you
have to then you can see how learning from other people's failures can be valuable for avoiding hasty
divorce.  However, if you want to know how to keep your marriage going, it's a good idea to not
just focus on the failures but spend some time looking at successes to inform your marital
toolkit.

After all, what is a “successful marriage”?  Certainly, one in
which you aren’t getting divorced has to be held as a basic standard.  That doesn’t mean that your
marriage is a success if you aren’t divorced, it just means that it’s “failing”, not “failed”.

When women in their youth begin to form their True Love inspired Happily Ever After fantasy, it
rarely includes things like packing suitcases for their husband’s business trips or struggling through
childbirth alone while your husband is on deployment.  Or the ugly reality that is early childhood
development.  For many modern young women, the idea of “having kids” is so abstract and
glamorized and sanitized for them by our culture that they don't understand the level of involvement
necessary to keep them from becoming willfully ignorant drains on society.
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To young women today, it's as if children were a
status symbol, not a new life, merely an option like a new car with leather interior, and not a life-long
personal commitment.  They are allured by the feminist ideal of “equality” and "equal opportunity",
which means that they see family and children (and eventual divorce and remarriage) as part of the
expected checklist -- and their dedication to "equality" means they expect that whatever poor
Beta chump they marry will handle all the details.  (Or, conversely, that she will marry well
enough to have servants to care for them like her favorite celebs.)  "Happily Ever After" is a gauzy 
vague cloud of ill-defined bliss that follows the Honeymoon to them, the natural and inevitable
conclusion to "True Love".

But True Love, Red Pill style implies a host of boring, mundane, petty little compromises that do
little to empower you as a woman or see you reach “your full potential” in the feminist sense.  I
recently read another screed at HuffPo (not important enough to hunt down the quote) about how
Michelle Obama shouldn’t have said “Being a Mother is my most important job”, because that put
too much pressure on everyone to reproduce and emphasize their children over their career elements.
  She offered instead “Being a Woman is my most important job”, with motherhood and relationships
and such secondary to her solipsistic “all about me” perspective.  She didn’t even mention a husband,
except as an annoyance that got in her way.  Motherhood, to feminism, is a bother, a needless
distraction away from the self-indulgent achievement-based Matrix climb for fame, cash and
prizes. 
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And the term “wife” is anathema to feminists.  When a feminist reflexively uses the term, it’s almost
apologetic.  “Husband” is often used with a proud sense of ownership, like she just got a great lease
on a car, but a feminist woman rarely describes herself as a “wife” unless she’s in trouble.  And a
feminist has very little, if any, ideological instruction on being a wife save how to end the practice.  
Feminism celebrates divorce and punishes success when it comes to marriage.

Now, if you’re a long-term carousel rider with a fat trust fund, then sure, a string of wealthy ex-
husbands while you assert your feminist privilege doesn’t hurt anyone but those poor chumps.  Such
childless, often sexless unions in the UMC have been a social bloodsport for decades.  But once you
start getting kids involved, shit gets real.  You aren’t just splitting up the CD collection when you
divorce, you’re splitting up a family with people who depend on you, and that’s got jack to do with
your self-important career goals.  The feminist approach to "family" in general is little better than
their approach to "marriage".  Gentlemen, you are warned.

But back to the successes.  As I was saying, it’s important, if you want to avoid divorce, to study
what goes right, as well as what goes wrong.  This wonderful article is by a woman with a 43 year
track record willing to impart some cosmic wisdom on you, ladies.  Listen up.  This is what Happily
Ever After looks like, not three ex-husbands and a lonely condo full of cats in Miami.

Feminists can often manage to get married . . . they can rarely manage to stay married.  And very,
very few can be said to be in "happy" marriages (marriages in which both parties can consistently say
that they are happy with the way things are going).  And part of the reason has nothing to do with
ideology -- it's because they don’t know how to be married.  In attempting to re-write the social
rules of marriage, feminism's built-in escape hatch made the effort to work on a marriage a lot harder
than ending it.  Feminists can become brides pretty easily, thanks to the power of pussy.  They can
just as easily become ex-wives, with a stroke of a pen.  They rarely become "wives" (under the
Rectification of Names).  So for all of their vaunted empowerment, it seems that feminism insists that
an empowered feminist woman can do ANYTHING . . . except be a good wife.

That, of course, fuels hypergamy and divorce and other crap, but the plain fact is that feminism has
rejected the Happily Ever After in favor of the EPL divorce, and now we have a nation of women
bellyaching that they STILL aren't happy, despite getting everything their heart desired for 40 years.
 They want their Happily Ever After, but they aren't willing to do the work required.  And
Happily Ever After requires a lot of work.  Just ask Martha Lyles.
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This woman was a wife.  She had a husband.  She
didn’t have a co-equal partner in her relationship, she had a captain of her ship to whom she was
loyal and respectful.  She did things for him that a feminist considers demeaning: packed his
suitcase, quit school, ended her career aspirations for his benefit, raised his children, cooked his
meals.  She deferred to him in important ways, and often in unimportant ways, not because the
custom or religious rite demanded it, but because that’s how successful marriages work.

She doesn't write about the sacrifices her husband may have made -- that's his story, not hers.  She
doesn't write about how hard it was and how regretful she is of her missed opportunities.  She writes
of the sacrifices of a woman in her marriage, but she also writes of the rewards.  The Happily Ever
After.  Grandchildren, a big happy family, and a great husband she adores and looks up to.  And she
doesn’t just mention he’s a “great husband”, she describes an important attribute of his greatness in
his devotion and thoroughness in helping her fight cancer.  No mere domineering chauvinist is likely
to do that.  He repaid her sacrifice and devotion with his loyalty and steadfastness, not merely
providing practical support during her struggle, but being her unwavering rock to which she clung
as she wrestled with her own mortality.

Any of your weak-willed Beta future ex- husbands going to do that, feminists?  Good luck.

The important thing to take away from this success story is simple: the author was not merely
extolling the virtues of marriage, but she was demonstrating the necessary dedication to
fulfilling Happily Ever After.
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You don’t ever plan to get cancer in Happily Ever After.  But you do get a strong and resilient Prince
Charming willing to stand over your wounded body with a sword, keeping the monsters at bay.  You
don’t imagine that you’ll get piles of diapers and bills and bad report cards and problem children in
Happily Ever After.  But you do get a strong, disciplined father to keep order and enforce policy
among your children until they can do it on their own.  You might conceivably envision
grandchildren in your Happily Ever After, sitting around rosy-cheeked and respectful of you.  But
you probably don’t understand how to get to that point – and truly appreciate it – because you have to
first raise your own brood to adulthood and steer them toward their own productive relationship
before you get rosy-cheeked grandbabies.

 For those feminists who feel they can have a “co-equal partnership” with a man, while secretly
exerting feminine privilege as a means of manipulating and controlling your husband until you lose
all respect and desire for him, you are forever denied this Happily Ever After.  Because you refuse
to do the work and be a wife to your husband.  You get the EPL version, in which you marry a
billionaire after spending your ex-husband’s money on eating, praying, and loving.  Oh, and good
luck with that billionaire – I hear there are simply scads of them around.

(Or was that cats?)

But it's not just a bust for single feminist career gals.  It works both ways.

For those men who have eschewed the possibility of marriage in the pursuit of a permanent ticket to
the Puerarchy, letting your bad experiences and fear of rejection give you a rationalization why you
shouldn’t be required to invest in a 50-50 shot at success, please believe me when I tell you sincerely
that I appreciate your willingness to Go Your Own Way.  But you, too, are exempt from this
Happily Ever After.  In truth, you may change your mind at some point, when you are older and
your perspectives change.  Our sperm is viable into our 70s, and a mid-life family has a lot of
advantages.  But if you are committed to being uncommitted to a woman, then expect a long,
slow decline with fewer friends alive every year, until you are alone, babbling incoherently to
robots in some distant future retirement community.
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Marriage is by no means for everyone.  But it is not, as some would contend, not for anyone.  It’s a
trade-off, an exchange of commitments and obligations and sacrifices and dedications and courtesies
and fears and delights and secrets and trusts and weaknesses and power and – yes – financial
considerations and sex, and if you are not prepared to indulge in that kind of personal
commitment and dedication (and few 20 year olds of this generation are) then I encourage you
to avoid the issue entirely.  Believe me, it will take the pressure off to not have to worry about
marriage and family.

So put “Happily Ever After” away in your mind not as "mythical" but merely as forever out of reach.
 Substitute some government-subsidized retirement plan at a tropical resort where you’ll expire on
the golf course or in your sleep . . . alone.  Imagine a world in which you are by yourself at age 50
and the doctor mentions cancer and you realize that since your sister died you have no one in the
world to call and talk to about it.  That’s the "swinging single" alternative to Happily Ever After.
 When you’re writing up your last will and testament, and you realize that everything you own and
collected and cared for will go to your niece in nephew who live in another state and who might pass
you in the grocery store without recognizing you, that’s what you get when you’ve lost Happily
Ever After.  The real Happily Ever After.
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Because Happily Ever After doesn’t mean a blissful paradise of
champagne and strawberries and anniversary dinners in four-star restaurants.  It doesn’t mean kinky
hotel sex and romantic walks on the beach as a matter of course.  There are few diamonds in for-real
HEA.  You want the truth?  Happily Ever After can be brutal, as anyone’s life can be brutal.  But
Happily Ever After softens the brutality with a thick protective layer of humanity, wherein the
love you pledged at the altar has grown between the two of you and expanded and transformed
until it supports a web of such love that echoes across generations. 

When you’re surrounded by your wife and your children and their spouses, all deeply concerned
about your well-being and quality of life when your body betrays you, that’s Happily Ever After.

When your sons, grown men all, and your grandsons drop everything in their busy lives to rush to
your bedside and then spring into action to build a wheelchair ramp you didn’t think you’d need,
that’s Happily Ever After.

When your daughter-in-law enlists the aid of experts and researches the furthest reaches of medical
science on your behalf, motivated by love and pure, unadulterated respect for the only father she has
left, that’s Happily Ever After.

When an entire community floods your house with calls assuring their support, based on their deep
respect for who you are and what you’ve done to touch their lives, that’s Happily Ever After.

When your wife holds your hand and cries so you won’t have to when you tell the doctor to go ahead
and take the leg, that’s Happily Ever After.
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This month, Papa Ironwood got an up close and personal look at the stark nature of Happily Ever
After . . . and compared to the alternative, he considers himself a very blessed man.  I think it made
the decades of sacrifice and effort and toil to keep his marriage and his family a going concern
worthwhile.  Whether or not you agree with him, well, let's just say that he's got the benefit of
experience to support his position.

But then, he's always been wiser than the rest of us.  He wanted Happily Ever After . . . so he built it
for his wife and kids, one hug, one kiss, one drop of sweat and one tear at a time.
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Free To Be . . . A Man.
October 18, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I can pinpoint, almost to the day, when I started chugging Blue Pills in my youth.  It was the day I
saw Free To Be You And Me in elementary school, back in the 1970s.  It was the pro-feminist
brainchild of Marlo Thomas, a project of the Ms. Foundation for Women, and it was designed to
make everyone feel it was okay to be different things: girls could be construction workers, boys could
be nurses and carry dolls, black kids and white kids could play together, etc.  The basic concept was
to encourage post-60s gender neutrality, promoting values such as individuality, tolerance, and
comfort with one's identity (as long as you were a girl or a gay guy). A major thematic message was
that anyone—whether a boy or a girl—can achieve anything.  But mostly girls.  It was notable for
catchy pop tunes and lyrics, and for having the (young and black) Michael Jackson, Mel Brooks,
Alan Alda, Diana Ross, and Rosey Grier, among other stars.  Rosey told us "it's all right to cry".  I
was cool with that.

I was also cool with the emphasis on boys looking forward to being fathers, and encouraging them to
think of child care and interaction with their future kids as positive male things (okay, "positive
things", they essentially downplayed the whole "male" idea).  But the subtext was clear: dudes will
enjoy being good fathers to their kids, and it's something that you should look forward to.  And I did.
 It made me use fatherhood as one of my prime motivating factors in searching for a bride, and I had
and continue to have a very close relationship with all of my kids, just as my Dad did with his sons.
 That's not where I take issue with the program.

I take issue with the program because it was loaded with anti-masculine imagery and took the
approach that, basically, all things patriarchal were evil and oppressive, and all things feminist were
inherently good.  It told me, in other words, that I was Free To Be pretty much anything in the world
I wanted . . . except a masculine Man.

I can see trying to move past Agricultural Age stereotypes that no longer fit the socio-economics of
the post-War period, much less the coming Post-Industrial period.  I mean, after Rosie the Riveter it
was damn hard to make a case that women were incapable of working most of the same jobs as men,
and the post-war need for expansion and industrialization almost required a doubling of the existing
pre-war workforce, just to keep the paper moving.

But Free To Be You And Me fucked me up.  Bad.  It taught me that it WAS NOT OKAY to be a
"boy", that MEN were universally overbearing and insensitive jerks whose only role was to dictate
and oppress, and that my ONLY HOPE for moral and social acceptance in this brave new plastic
world was to hand my testicles over to Marlo and forget I ever had them.

Because that's what FTBYAM represented to me: a clear choice between whether to become a feared
and hated MAN, or a gentle and caring boy who eschewed violence and oppression in favor of fat-
free yogurt and kittens.  FTBYAM probably contributed the most to my fucked-up ideas about
women and men.  Because while Marlo And Friends were singing about how you could be anything
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you wanted when you grew up, I was looking around me at the time (mid-70s) and seeing that what
most boys and girls apparently wanted to be when they grew up was DIVORCED.

FTBYAM made me ashamed of my gender, ashamed of my culture, ashamed of my history.  It made
me ashamed of my father for not deferring to my mother in all things.  It gave all the credence the
young feminist teachers in charge of me needed to castigate me for the slightest boyish infraction.  It
gave all my young feminist peers all the ammunition they needed to not just reject me, but call me
"creep" and other male-bashing tripe, and the sad fact was that if I reported them, it was I who got
sent to the Principal's office.

Any attempt at asserting any kind of "traditional" masculinity was stomped on (by the younger
teachers -- the older ones still remembered Segregation, they had other issues).  The younger
teachers, the ones with feminist fervor in their eyes, seemed to delight in correcting a boy if he said
he wanted to be a fireman or a policeman or a soldier or a race car driver, telling him instead that it
was perfectly okay to be a nurse or a daycare provider instead.  Funny, she didn't mention the
wonderful starting salaries of those perfectly okay positions, or how to raise a family on them.  The
subtext was clear: such passively Beta, overly-feminized career choices were the only ones they
were going to promote.  To boys.

The fact is, FTBYAM may have promoted "freedom", but in the process to make children who were
"unencumbered by stereotypes", FTBYAM ended up merely creating new ones: the timid Beta (and
soon to be divorced) dad, the overbearing Alpha (soon-to-be-step) dad, the successful marital
"partnership" that was about as useful a guide to actual marriage as a bicycle manual is to a carp, the
"empowered" young woman who could do anything, the "understanding" young man who was
expected and obligated to let her do anything, and absolutely no room within the feminist pantheon
for a dude who wanted to be free to be a dude.  You took the Blue Pill or you got kicked out as a
troublemaker.  Period.

I bring this up today because I read over at HuffPo a lovely little post from Marlo about bullying.

You see, bullying is what happens when one kid is mean to another kid, and it really is a bad thing.
 My son has been bullied.  My daughter has been bullied.  Both have witnessed severe bullying.  And
it's clear that, for some individuals, the emotional strain of bullying is too much.  Pointless suicides or
runaways have resulted from bullies and inattentive parents.  I have to agree with Marlo, this is a
majorly important topic to discuss with our kids.

But the irony is killing me.

Thanks to FTBYAM and its clones, adherents, and attitudes, I and thousands of boys like me were
institutionally bullied by feminists throughout our childhoods.  Our schools and our teachers were
working with the intention of removing the dangerous "masculine" characteristics that might interfere
in the feminist paradigm -- say, like getting married and wanting your wife to stay at home with the
kids, or pursuing a "typical" and "traditional" male career path that might block some enterprising
young woman from having that job.  FTBYAM epitomized feminism's subtextual message to men:
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YOU ARE USELESS AND EVIL AND IN OUR WAY.  

Not "equality", not "level playing field", regardless of their intentions the result was a generation of
self-loathing boys who resented girls and women for their perceived privileges  even as we felt
powerless and at the mercy of the whims of the adult women in our lives.  Moms who didn't give a
damn what you thought about your new step-dad after a hypergamous divorce.  Teachers who -- no
lie -- told my six-year-old brother Lester in kindergarten that "it doesn't matter if your mommy and
daddy love each other, they're just going to end up divorced".  (That fucked Lester up for
decades.) Neighborhood ladies, mostly divorced themselves, who kept trying to give my mother good
reasons to leave my dad even though they admired his fathering skills (he was the only intact father
in the neighborhood) and discouraged her from getting us boys involved with Scouting because it was
"sexist".

And then there was school.  Female, feminist teachers who "lost" my applications for special
programs, or failed to recommend me or other male students for honors in favor of girls.  If it hadn't
been for my History teacher, bless her heart, I never would have won my first essay contest.  My
English teacher was a feminist who told me, to my face, that despite the fact that my essay was
chosen blindly (no names or other identifying characteristics) that the school didn't feel comfortable
submitting so many boys and not enough girls.  So out of the five boys and two girls who were
selected locally, one boy and two girls were recommended by her.  But my History teacher didn't like
her, she did like me, and she recognized talent.  She submitted me on her own and I won.

And then there was the feminist guidance counselor in high school who desperately tried to use my
boyish teenaged angst as leverage to get me to go to a small private liberal arts college instead of the
local, internationally-known public research university nearby I favored because (as I found out later)
her gender-based numbers were off: she had too many boys were going to big State and technical
universities, while too many girls were going into the small liberal arts colleges and "traditionally
female" schools.  She went so far as to call my folks and try to persuade them that I'd be "better off"
someplace less challenging.  Of course, if that meant that another woman could take up my spot at
the university, that was just gravy, but . . .

The upshot is that between my third grade year, when we had a school-wide assembly featuring
FTBYAM, and my first year of college, I and my brothers were subjected to what can only be
described as pervasive, gender-based institutional bullying.  And we did tell our parents.  And they
did complain.  And no one cared one bit, because we were merely male.

FTBYAM was followed up with Free To Be A Family, which took the anti-masculine bias of
FTBYAM and mixed it with some massive rationalizations about how much fun it was to be a kid
from a divorced household.  In Marlo's own words, "I also wanted to dispel the idea that there is such
a thing as a "broken" family. A family is a place that you come home to where people love you and
support you and miss you and can’t wait to find out what you did today."

Well, that's great . . . except it was directly counter to the experiences we were having in the 1980s,
when she was promoting the Murphy Brown, UMC Professional divorcee ideal of family and we
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were seeing kids our age becoming alcoholics because of the stress divorce, hypegamy, infidelity,
and all the other wonderful hallmarks of feminism brought us.  Oh, what bounty!  My friend Marty
shot himself at 17 because his mother had refused to let him even lay eyes on his father in three
years.  My friend Chris had four step-dads in five years and eventually got into heroin.  My friends
Mark and Tony were exiled to the shed in the back yard so their new stepsisters could each have their
own room (in defense, it was a very nice shed).  Their sisters went to college, their mom and step-dad
paying for it all.  Tony went to one semester of community college his grandmother paid for, and
then joined the Army, and Mark ended up working retail for decades because their step-dad didn't
want to pay for some other man's kids' college . . . and didn't think his wife should either (she felt it
was more important to give the girls a head-start, since life was "against them" just because they were
women).

Families in the 1980s were a post-apocalyptic disaster, and worrying about whether or not a kid felt
"accepted" by his peers for his family life was laughable.  We were all just trying to survive the
feminist-inspired wave of "I'm not HAAAApppy!" divorces, or the mid-life crises-inspired cheating
that wrecked our families.  Kids in general, to the Baby Boomers who fueled the idealistic
and unrealistic FTBYAM and FTBAF, were accessories and status symbols, mere points of
contention in a divorce settlement and a useless and ungrateful waste of child-support money --
believe me, we knew that.  We got told that by our culture every day.

Especially if you were a boy, the consensus opinion of the women in your life (and in popular
culture) was that you were either effeminate and ineffectual to the point of terminal Betatude (which
they despised but accepted) or that you were an angry, violent male chauvinist intent on perpetuating
the oppressive nature of the Patriarchy and therefore merited their disgust.  And if you tried to claim
to be the former, they did everything but demand you castrate yourself before they'd admit it.

FTBYAM and FTBAF taught two generations of boys to loathe themselves and hate their own
gender.  It taught us that that women were smarter than men, women were better than men, that
women had better promise and better sense than men, and -- most importantly -- women were just
more important than men . . . and particularly young men who weren't even cute boys anymore.
 Yech.

By the time my generation hit our teenage years, crawling into a popular culture of disaffected youth
and wailing androgyny was all we could do to survive this pervasive, intentional attack on
masculinity.  The institutional bullying by "tough, smart, independent women" in our public and
private institutions, not to mention the culture at large, taught us to fear women, not trust them in the
slightest, and it didn't do a damn thing to make us less resentful.  It just showed us that, for men,
feminism was about revenge and suffering, not about equality and fair play.  We could take a look
around at the social carnage of divorce and hum a few bars of one of the songs with tragic irony and
KNOW that it was bullshit . . . but bullshit that was Industry Standard.  The families we saw were
chaotic messes who mostly just argued, drank, fought, and went to counseling until it was time for a
divorce.  Few of the kids I knew ever had a place that you come home to where people love you and
support you and miss you and can’t wait to find out what you did today."  That was a sick fantasy,
compared to what was actually happening to "family" in America in the 1980s.  Mostly their parents
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yelled at them about homework, asked them pointless questions and didn't wait to hear the answer,
and then went off on their own little head-trips about their own failing relationships.

Of course there's been a lot of water under the bridge since then.  We've had two generations of
catastrophic hypergamic divorce to look back on, two generations of weekend-or-absent dads, two
generations where men didn't feel comfortable trying to talk to their sons at all, lest they be accused
of "spreading sexism".  The original children of divorce have overcome the stigma enough to rack up
three or four divorces and step-families of their own, now.  The Patriarchy has well and truly fallen,
and now only the Puerarcy remains.  Two generation of anti-social Betas too battered by feminist
combat dating and no firm social rules has had an effect someplace other than the Glass Ceiling.  I
have seen Scout troops filled with boys from single-mom homes, and gosh, they didn't look nearly as
happy, secure and fulfilled as those from two-parent households.

Because almost thirty years after Free To Be, we can measure its results, and those results are mixed
at best.  While it's true that you have empowered, intelligent, highly-motivated young women willing
to devote a decade and a half of their best reproductive years to climbing the corporate ladder, at the
end of that climb they discover that their reproductive options (what we use to call "husbands") don't
want a thing to do with them.  Feminists may make decent bosses and great co-workers, but they
make cruddy wives and mediocre mothers, with a few notable exceptions.

You can chalk up at least a bit of the "marriage gap" (the age at which couples get married for the
first time -- it was about 19 in 1960, it's 28 and rising here and now) to women focusing more on
career interests . . . but you can explain a lot more of it if you consider that the dudes out there just
don't want to get married at all, anymore, and particularly not to women who are more concerned
with corporate bonuses than childcare.  Dads (and potential dads) are, indeed, a lot more involved and
sensitive to their reproductive issues today (thanks, feminism!), and because of that those men who
do put thought and effort into their fatherhood, including good wife selection, wouldn't marry a
feminist on a bet.  The likelihood of catastrophic failure is just too high, especially when there are
plenty of better options out there.  Foreign brides, "traditional" girls, or women who see themselves
as mothers and (gasp!) wives rather than employees or competitors are all better bets than your
average feminist, for the men of America.

(Free To Be . . . A Spinster!)

As for me, I'm going to take Marlo's advice: I'm going to be Free.  To be.  Free to be . . . a Man.  A
big, hairy, thoughtful, considerate Patriarch far more concerned about my children's emotional
welfare than whether or not my daughter can make partner before she's 30.  A Man, unafraid of
women and disdainful of feminist shaming rhetoric.  A Man who understands that violence, power,
money, and ingenuity are all tools at my disposal, not reasons to loathe who I am.  A Man who feels
no shame at looking and lusting at women for fear of offending their "rights" not to feel afraid of me.

I was afraid of women for thirty years.  Female fear is just not a high priority for me.

But, thanks to Marlo, I'm Free.  Free to Be.
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I'm free to be a Man who takes a wife (who knows and understands that "wife" doesn't mean "equal
and temporary domestic partner", but WIFE) and raises his kids without fearing Marlo's ire.  A Man
who feels no pity at the struggle of young women trying to find a job in this economy because there
was damn little pity demonstrated to me during the last economic recession    I'm free to be a Man
who can stick his tongue out at the gigantic shit test that is feminism and ignore it, because it just isn't
working for me anymore (and, I see, it never really was).  I'm free to be a Man who doesn't feel
compelled to sacrifice the futures of my sons in order to elevate my daughter's.  Sure, they're free to
be whatever the hell they want . . . but they also understand that that freedom is dependent, partially,
on their accepting my guidance, or they'll be free to slug it out on their own. I'm free to be a Man who
delights in the sight of naked boobs and the hum of precision machinery, who doesn't consider the
expression of my sexuality an attack on femininity, who demands respect -- yes, demands it -- or I
won't play anymore.

And that's where Marlo And Friends really went wrong for half of the audience they were shooting
for.  They managed to inject the idea of gender-free economic and social empowerment, but they did
so in such a way that promoted the active and willful disrespect of masculinity and male authority.
 And while that would make any real feminist cream her jeans just hearing about, the sad, Red Pill
fact is that when you promote disrespect for masculinity in a culture, you do not automatically
increase respect for femininity.  You just get a lot of sullen, pissed-off, uninvested men who can't
wait until the feminists are out of the room so that they can tell that joke.

And a lot of strong, independent, empowered women who can't get two dates in a row with the same
dude, much less a commitment, a ring, or a family.  Women who traded in their reproductive future
and betrayed their genetic destiny for the promise of a respect that never was fulfilled.  Those poor
women, thanks to feminism, are Free To Be single for the rest of their lives and die alone, childless,
and unloved by men.  They get to stamp their feet in rage as the dudes they once dated and tried for
years to get to commit end up getting married to much younger women (often in a matter of months)
from the Philippines or Korea or Brazil or Siberia and start popping out kids like it's double coupon
day.  These strong, independent women who were told there would be PLENTY of dudes waiting for
them when they were done Being Free To Be are now realizing, to their horror, that they've been sold
a bill of goods.  They're Free To Be a corporate drone with a vagina that's increasingly losing the
attention she craves and increasingly getting frustrated at all of the guys who are just not real damn
impressed with how well they've done.

But that's okay, Ladies.  Because it's all right to cry.  We should know.  We've been doing it behind
your backs since 1974.
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Pumpkin Cheesecake
October 31, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Y'all may have noticed I haven't been posting like clockwork lately.  This is due to several things:
work deadlines, Papa Ironwood's amputation, building a deck/ramp for his house, and me grinding
away at the Manosphere book to try to make my self-imposed deadlines.  It's not that I've not been
writing, you see, just that I'm saving it up for the big Happy Ending in the form of a book.

But Hallowe'en (Samhain, pronounced "saw-win", not "sam-hane") is a big deal for My People.
 Most American Neo-Pagan households (Conservative Christians may begin scowling disapprovingly
now) celebrate the day as one of the high holy days of the all-important religious calendar, second
only to the fertility festival, Beltaine.  It's a day devoted to honoring the spirits of our departed
ancestors, all of those who went before us to contribute to our current family gene pool.  It's the time
of year when the Veil between the worlds is thinnest, according to Celtic tradition.  Kind of like "Dia
de los Muertos" without the accordion music.  Plus, my kids being thoroughly invested in the Great
Candy Give-away, there will be trick-or-treating aplenty, as well.
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This isn't a stern and disapproving lecture on how Christianity usurped our holiday, or how drunken
costume parties and candy corn are ruin the real spirit of Hallowe'en, or even me railing against
unfair religious stereotypes.  The fact is, Hallowe'en has been adopted by much of adult America as a
time to dress up sexy and explore role-playing fantasies and/or anonymous sexual hookups.  At this
point, just about everyone has a sexy Hallowe'en story, or at least a fantasy.

But this isn't entirely a recent phenomenon.  The roots of it go back at least sixty or seventy years,
when the Sexy Witch was a staple of the month of October for pin-up cheesecake calendars, and
crazy fun costumes are always a sexy hoot.  So to celebrate the season, here's some Pumpkin
Cheesecake . . . with plenty of perky pumpkins and maybe even a patch or two.
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Of Objectification, Solipsism, and Glass Slippers
November 5, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I’m breaking my self-imposed blogging exile because a) I need a break and b) I got a bug up my
butt.  I was following some interesting links around the Manosphere and got trapped in a site called
Mommyish (now isn’t THAT a strong sign of commitment to the maternal instinct) in which a single
mom who got married to a good man was sick and tired of people telling her how lucky she was. 

I wasn’t the only Manospheran following that link, and as is often the case, the Flying Monkeys were
hammering the poster on the comments pretty badly.  Badly enough so that the comments became
blogfodder.  That led to a whole bloggity post by another married formerly single mom about how
everyone was being unfair to single moms who were sick and tired of being told how lucky they were
for finding dudes to marry them and be fathers to their children, and that led to me revealing I work
in porn which, as everyone knows, objectifies women.  And men.  But the women are, apparently,
more important since they get paid more than the men.

ANYWAY, this led to a long internal examination of the typical objection to objectification in porn
and the underlying psychological basis for that objection.  Could it be, I wondered, that there was a
lurking psychological issue beyond the overt political issue?

Consider for a moment the whole idea of objectification.

We are objectified all the time.  Our employers and our insurers objectify us by turning us into
statistics.  So does the Federal, State and Local government of your choice.  Our lives on Facebook
and Google and all of their permutations across the internets objectify every keystroke and
mouseclick we make.  Our lives are filled to the brim with objectification.  Celebrities are objectified
as cultic objects to help establish a woman’s position within the Matrix, or sports celebrities are
objectified through their stats and numbers until people are mere functions of a larger equation.  The
glorification of winning and glamour by our respective genders objectifies the generators of that
glory to the point where they cease being real people.

We are objectified in school from our first day of kindergarten.  Our performance is measured by
arcane metrics of education upon which our teachers’ performance is judged.  Our hard-earned grades
and personal effort become mere numbers on a grade sheet, then marks on our folder, then bits within
the school system’s database, then statistics at the national level.  Our tastes and purchasing decisions
are objectified by the vendors we use, and despite every attempt at friendly and personal corporate
customer service, in the final analysis you’re still just a number to Food Lion.

So we’re objectified by our environment on a daily basis.  We've come to accept that as the price we
pay to live within the sophisticated civilization we've developed, and it mostly doesn’t bother us
because the entities involved are themselves objectified by law and composition.  It’s Google, Inc.
who is spying on what kinds of kinky sex toys you’re buying, not Joe Google of Battle Creek,
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Michigan who’s leering at that ten-inch faux phallus that you just had delivered discreetly to your
door.  That would be creepy.

But in the realm of dating and mating and love and sex, feminist object to female objectification in
porn.  Of women.  Objectification is wrong, they say, as it deprives the performer of her
personhood and dehumanizes her somehow.  In doing so, they themselves objectify pornstars into
their preconceived notions about how pornstars must feel about the subject, despite frequent and
vocal expressions of those performers’ personal, individual (and mostly positive) feelings on the
subject.  In decrying objectification of women in porn, feminism objectifies the very performers
they allegedly want to protect.

But that’s not why feminism really goes after porn.  (I’m excluding the “sex-positive feminists” here,
and focusing on the anti-porn forces of the Third Wave and the intellectual stain they left on
feminism – and even the sex-pos fems often object to “objectification”, usually meaning any porn
they themselves don’t like.  But I digress)

Feminism goes after porn because it represents a threat to the sexual power women were able to
gain for themselves in the Sexual Revolution.  That is, the freedom for women to have sex outside
of wedlock . . . and the freedom for women within marriage to use sex as leverage in their
interpersonal relationships with their soon-to-be ex-husbands. 

Porn threatens that power, because (as women discovered in the 1980s) if a dude has easy access to
porn and the freedom to whack off, her ability to use sex as leverage in a marriage is damaged. 
In those days a wife confronted with hubby’s collection of tapes in the basement saw them as the first
sign of infidelity, a signal that her husband was dissatisfied with her, and a sneaking suspicion that
she had somehow married a secret pervert.  Worse, it raised sexual expectations – women who were
used to starfishing once-a-week as a reward for a well-mowed lawn or other Beta excitements were
confronted by dudes who were suddenly using terms like “doggie” and “cowgirl” and “anal” in
disturbingly enthusiastic ways. 

That challenged the power of the married feminist.  A man was supposed to be faithful to a woman
until she got tired of him, doting on her and supporting her in return for her grudging gift of sex. 
These pretty, young, and thin pornstars were a direct challenge to that power, like having “the other
woman” living in their house, tempting their docile hubbies into feminist-prohibited, female-
degrading and demeaning sex like anal, male domination, or fellatio.  At the beginning of the porn
revolution, in the VHS days, viewing porn could and was used as primary a basis for pursuing a
divorce.  While that got to be less common as porn became ubiquitous, the official feminist “disgust”
with the industry as a force of patriarchal evil corrupting the minds of the innocent and ruining the
pursuit of a truly equal society hardened into stone. 

But feminists can’t wage a war against porn based on the loss of sexual leverage in a marriage.  That
would be obviously un-equal, after all, from the female side – feminists views of marriage in general
supported a female-led but ostensibly “equal pursuit of mutual pleasure” which usually mean equally-
disappointing sex for both parties.   So feminism used the “objectification” meme against men
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watching bare boobies because you fellas just didn’t get to know those boobies as a person before
you got to see them.  And those boobies were exploited and you should feel ashamed about any
positive feelings you might harbor for them.  Objectification is WRONG when it comes to women.

The problem is, objectification is a vital and essential part of male sexuality.  Of all sexuality,
actually, but since men are more visual creatures, it’s easier to point to porn and scream
“objectification!” than it is to point to the stereotype of the young, handsome billionaire romantic
lead with a tragically misunderstood past.  Sex objects are a lot easier to identify than “success
objects”, and anyway, it’s not like women actually masturbate to the thought of a handsome
billionaire with a huge dick.  Not to pictures.  Not of actual billionaires.  So it’s OK. 

But for dudes, we need a certain amount objectification in order to be fully-formed, sexually-mature
men.  Unless we can objectively make decisions about our mating options, we lose the ability to
select the highest-quality mates within the pool.  And that’s very poor mating strategy.  Since men
value beauty and sexual adventure in their mates (usually – I don’t judge) then beautiful and
sexually-adventurous women tend to – objectively speaking – be more attractive to them.  

The ability to objectify is utterly necessary for us to determine whether or not a woman is a better bet
for casual non-reproductive sex or better for the development of high-quality offspring or –
preferably – both.  Women have the same need for objectification, otherwise there wouldn’t be the
flurry of pre-date internet investigation about every dude women meet to determine – objectively –
whether or not he’s worth pursuing.

(Of course, they rationalize away this in-depth invasion of privacy as a “safety measure” – after all,
they don’t want to get involved in a pre-conviction axe murderer [post-conviction axe-murderers are
exciting and exotic, on the other hand, and deserving of huge amounts of attention].  But what a
man’s credit rating, his socio-economic status and his resume have to do with his desire to hack a
woman to pieces after an unsuccessful date is beyond me.  Are Audi owners more prone to
decapitation, I wonder?  But I digress.)

Now, let’s also set-aside the intellectual dishonesty that allows feminists on the one hand to object to
professional women being paid an exceptional wage for a demanding career naked and having sex on
camera, yet support that same woman’s right to exhibit herself on camera with her lover at home as a
fundamental sexual freedom.  Because, as most feminist don’t want you to know, the vast majority
of porn on the internet is amateur fare made by consenting partners for their own enjoyment. 
And yes, for a large number of such folks, sharing their videos is a major part of that enjoyment.  But
women who get paid for it are being “exploited”, while Molly and Harry Sugarsack of Hackensack,
NJ are just getting their feminist-approved vanilla kicks.  Let’s forget that for a moment, because
there’s a deeper issue here.

That issue is the psychological foundation of feminist objection to objectification (of women) itself. 
You see, objectification is the polar opposite of solipsism, and that’s where feminists fall off the
swingset.
Female solipsism, as we have discussed and explored, is the observed tendency of a woman to put
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herself as the focus of the situation regardless of whether or not she belongs there.  It’s the “what
about me?” or “how does this affect me?” meme.  That is, in any given case a woman is more likely
to consider the entire situation based on how it will personally affect her life before she looks at it
from any other perspective.  This isn’t an absolute, this isn’t a universal, there are plenty of
exceptions to the rule, but in aggregate female solipsism is an observable trait that seems embedded
in the feminine psyche.

It’s also understandable, from an evolutionary perspective.  As the guardians of genetic purity,
women have a vested interest in ensuring their personal survival and the survival of their offspring. 
Therefore, what happens to her, personally, is of great importance to the genetic cargo she’s
carrying.  Putting “women and children first”, and herself at the head of the line, might seem selfish,
but it’s just her body and her subconscious trying to maximize her sexual capital into the best deal
she can get. 

Men, on the other hand, use objectification for much the same purpose, evolutionarily speaking. 
Since men are the guardians of genetic diversity, then their interest lies in selecting the best possible
future mothers of their children.  That has nothing to do with True Love or Fate or Kismet or Karma
or anything else other than what makes their dicks hard.  And, generally speaking, that’s not a great
personality or good earning potential, it’s big juicy boobs, a pretty face, a sexy smile and a bouncy
booty you’d follow for blocks.  While he might have more in common with a woman on an
intellectual and emotional level, his evolutionarily-proscribed task is not to bond with a single
woman, it’s to spread his seed to maximize the genetic diversity he’s guarding to as many places
as possible.

Solipsism puts the individual woman first, and all women ahead of everything else.  Or, more
accurately, solipsism puts the woman’s perspective first in consideration.  It demands taking a
“personal approach” to every problem.  And when you put that proposition into play in the dating-
and-mating world, that means that it’s in a woman’s best interest to dissuade a dude from sowing
wild oats in other fields and supporting her, because she’s a special little snowflake whose genetic
material, exemplified in her warm personality and not her cottage-cheese thighs, which is just
naturally better and more attractive than—HEY!  QUIT STARING AT HER BOOBS!

Feminists object to objectification NOT because they’re concerned with how they and their fellow
women are perceived by men (and each other) at large, but because objectification denies
solipsism.  When women are objectified, they lose the ability to place themselves at the center of
their universe, and must concede that they are merely one snowflake in a snowbank.  That’s a painful
admission for feminists who have been raised on the red meat of grrl empowerment.  It’s also painful
for the non-feminist or not-particularly-feminist woman to acknowledge that they are not quite as
special as they’d been led to believe by their self-esteem-inducing curriculum.

Objectification denies the solipsism that women need in order to form a lasting relationship with a
man.  If a woman knows that the man she's selected is looking at other women, then it feels like she's
somehow failed in her genetic mission to captivate his attention . . . if he's not exclusively focused on
her as much as possible, then she feels that his willingness to commit to her, personally,
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is jeopardized   Therefore other women, real or digital, are a threat to her exclusive claim to him.
 Feminism, in its fight for imagined "equality" in the interpersonal sphere, tried to demonize male
objectification while glorifying female solipsism within the bounds of a relationship.  It was part of
the failed feminist mating strategy.  

The problem is, as stated, men need to objectify women.  It's what makes our penises work.  It's also
our greatest weapon against the ever-present rejection that even men in LTRs can feel.  When a dude
gets turned down for sex, his first instinct is to objectify and distance himself from that failure like
dropping a hot match.  That might sound unreasonable to women, but that's the biological fact.
 While we can bond to one woman for a lifetime, we cannot do so without knowing and loving all
women somewhat.  We need to know what we like and what we don't as thoroughly as any woman
does . . . our criteria are just different.  Female solipsism says that "the One" is out there for everyone
and anyone, because every snowflake has a match somewhere. In True Love, Fate will bring them
together.  In feminism, if you ride the carousel for long enough "The One" is supposed to appear,
inexorably (and inexplicably) attracted to your spunkiness, independence, and strength.  

Either way, the whole idea of "The One" is the cultural expression of female solipsism writ large.
 Under either system, the perfect man is drawn to a particular woman because of her personality, her
nature, and her unique perspective on life, with an emphasis on "fun" and "fearless".  Female
solipsism fights against the objectification of women (but not men) under the guise of feminism in
fighting against porn and under the guise of romance as snowflakiness.  Women deserve to have
great relationships under both mating strategies simply by virtue of being women.  Of course, what
actually happens is usually much more brutal.

From the male perspective, objectification of women is vital to Game as a mating strategy, especially
in a Dating 2.0 world.  Indeed, Game requires objectification of women before you do anything else -
- if you aren't willing to generalize about the observable characteristics of female mating behavior or
their mating strategies, you're just as much in a True Love fog as the ditziest romance-reading cat
lady.  Objectification requires placing all women on the same line, holding them to the same
standards, and assessing them against those standards in a cool and calculated way.  Being persuaded
away from objectifying women, such as our poor Blue Pill Beta brothers have done, denies a
woman's fungibility and by default makes her the most important element in the relationship.  They
have been forced to acknowledge that their sexuality only exists through the subjective perspective of
their wives, and are denied the ability to consider other options even in the privacy of their own
heads.

Romantic solipsistic women want to feel like Cinderella -- where Prince Charming will show himself
by having the perfectly-fitting glass slipper that is hers alone.  The relationship works ONLY because
of her unique character and individual perspective -- because it's her special little foot in the slipper.  
The problem is that there are plenty of women with her shoe size, she just doesn't want to admit that .
. . or how many shoes she's tried on while looking.  

Feminist solipsism says that the Prince Charming and his slipper will not only fit her, but because
Prince Charming is there in the first place because he's attracted to her intelligence, wisdom, and
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personality (which has nothing whatsoever to do with how she fills out a ball gown).  That slipper
will fit perfectly at first, and if it starts pinching her feet later on the feminist solipsist feels
comfortable with the idea that she can upgrade to a better quality of glass slipper because she's not
happy with them at any time in the future.  

Game says that you are Prince Charming, dude, and you started out with your own glass-slipper
design.  It isn't intended for any one girl's foot . . . but the one it fits will be the one most likely to
fulfill your criteria for a good partner.  It's not that you're looking for a particular princess,
understand . . . you just want one whose foot fits within the objective parameters you've established.
 Yet every woman who can manage to squeeze her piggies into it is absolutely certain that you are
"The One", ready to sweep her off her feet and set her up in a magical land of luxury, love, and
perpetual security and excitement, just because she can cram her toes inside.  

So consider objectification and solipsism as you plot your own mating strategies, Gents.  Understand
the role they play in sexuality, and why feminism politicized it.  It's about power, no more, no less.
 After all, if feminists were all that concerned with the plight of women in general, then why are they
continuously freaking out about the thousands of women who work in porn instead of the millions of
women who work in the textile industry, where they are regularly subjected to sub-par working
conditions and on-the-job rape just so that they can keep their low-paying jobs and continuously
supply their First World sisters with a dazzling array of stylish-yet-affordable fashions.  No,
feminism's anti-porn perspective is born far more out of a crippling desire to dominate their personal
relationships without the threat of another sexual outlet in contention, an extension of their solipsistic
tendencies to consider their own interests and issues before any other.

Your best bet?  Build a really strong "glass slipper", long before you start trying to jam some
chick's foot into it, and then don't accept any foot that can't fit into it comfortably.  Your
commitment is your prize, Gentlemen, and if you want to get the most value for that prize, then build
your slipper as smooth as silk and as strong as steel, and refuse to accept anything less before you
offer a chick your kingdom.

Okay, break over.  Back to the book.
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A Brief Red Pill Election Analysis
November 7, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I don't like to get political any more than I like to get religious on this blog, due to the fact that I'm in
the minority in the Manosphere on both counts, but of course the more I try to stay away from those
subjects, the more they seem to come up.  But as masculinity and men have both religious and
political context in our culture, it becomes unavoidable.  Below is my as-objective-as-possible
assessment of the election, minus any gloating, hand-wringing, or other overtly political crap.  I'll
also note that I've written political blogs (progressive and libertarian) before under other names, so I'd
like to think I know my ass from a hole in the ground, but that's not why I'm posting.

Considering the US Presidential election in purely Red Pill terms, the Ironwood Observation holds
true: in an electorate in which women are the majority, the male candidate with the highest
subjective and objective Sex Rank wins.  This has held true at least since the Nixon-Kennedy
election.  In every single presidential election, the dude who came across more Alpha and caused
more wet panties won.

In this case, you had exotic Barack Obama up against wholesome Mitt Romney.  Both candidates
were handsome men on the surface, with slightly exaggerated features and strong charisma.
 Objectively, both were strong Alphas in the 7-9 range.  Add preselection points for being happily
married, positive beta assessments for being visibly active fathers who put family first, and its easy to
see why the polls showed a virtual dead heat going into the race.

But the devil is in the details, and when it came down to it, Obama just had better Game than
Romney when it came to courting the female voter.  Not only is he a proponent of what are
traditionally seen as "women's issues", he presents more strongly than Romney.  That is, when a
woman's subconscious "tries on" the idea of sleeping with a choice of Romney or Obama, there's a
huge appeal to the latter and not much enthusiasm from the former.  Here's why.

First, let's handle the issue of race, because it's the most obvious and blatant factor.  While many
women fantasize about affairs with rich, powerful, handsome men -- and Romney certainly fits the
bill in all three departments -- Mitt is the kind of dude you'd hook up with at a golf course
groundskeeping supplies sales convention, drunk-and-on-the-road, a decent screw but hardly
anything to jill off to later.

Barack, on the other hand, has the exotic-sounding name ("Mitt" is just too country club) and the
chocolate skin.  That has automatic appeal to black female voters, of course, and plenty of Latina,
Asian, and white female voters.  There is of course what some have cynically called the "Mandingo
Effect", which some Republican commenters blamed on Obama's first victory in swing-states North
Carolina and Virginia, that is, the much-ballyhooed secret desire amongst white women to have
affairs with (presumably) more-alpha, sexually superior black men.  Obama's poise, oratorical skills,
and high social status permit the "Mandingo Effect" even in the subconscious of the most
conservative women, it is argued.
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Liberal women?  He had them at "hello".

Couple that with his deep, sonorous voice, and suddenly he's the tall, hot black dude with the
doctorate you meet on vacation in Martinique and bravely bring home to your parents, ala "Guess
Who's Coming To Dinner?".  Or he's the hawt black dude who helped you get your groove back.
 Either way, I contend that Obama had the race sewn up the moment he sang a few bars onstage at the
Apollo with that voice.  It was the gush heard round the world.  A fantasy experience with exotic
Barack would come complete with illicit cigarette smoke (which is enough "bad boy" for a family
man of his age to make him daring), intellectually stimulating conversations about the philosophical
underpinnings of Western Civilization in light of modern industrialization and liberalization of social
mores, slow, sensual dancing and soft, cool jazz in the background to augment the taste of your
mojito.

But lets move on to the preselection issue: both candidates are happily married.  Mitt has a good
Mormon wife who has bore him a huge litter of strong, handsome young boys doomed to follow in
their father's footsteps.  Mrs. Romney is the picture of the great Mormon mom: wholesome,
outspoken, deferent, devoted, and openly respectful to her husband.  She's an adept political wife,
perhaps not on the par of Hilary Clinton, but certainly better than Laura Bush.  Preselection is based
in part on the Sex Rank of the partner, but also on her position.  And when you put Anne Romney up
against the First Lady, Michelle comes out ahead on the Female Social Matrix.

First, she's already First Lady, which gives her automatic, nearly unassailable AFOG status.  After
all, she sleeps with the POTUS, who is already reigning AMOG.  But her personal charisma, unusual
beauty, height, and undeniable intelligence make her a personally powerful woman.  While arguably
less-feminine in presentation than Romney, thanks to her size and style of dress, Michelle's charisma
and warmth soften the amazonian image significantly, and she does have quite an engaging smile.  In
comparison, Ann Romney just doesn't have that same Alpha appeal to men, and therefore her
devotion to Mitt, while laudable, just doesn't have the same level of passion that a union of strong
Michelle and strong Barack has.

Both get points for motherhood, and in this Romney has an edge by sheer volume and wholesome
maternal devotion.  Subjectively speaking, this raises her SR amongst the country folk and westerners
who see her as embodying the American maternal ideal of devoted wife and loving mother.  Mitt gets
points for his pure virility (that's a mess o' Romneys) and his fidelity, which are a reflection of Ann's
devotion.  Further points for their mutual religious devotion -- it's easy to see why women in the
Heartland were less seduced by Obama.  They were partially put-off by Michelle's more in-your-face
relationship style, even if they were somewhat envious of her apparent passion for her man.

Michelle gets higher subjective SR from moms in suburban and urban zones, as well as massive
points for her proto-feminist, be-all-you-can-be style.  Her devotion to Barack is nearly palpable on
stage, and her utter lack of personal political ambitions makes her appear a genuinely supportive
partner, not a scheming colleague (lookin' at you, Hill).  There is no doubt in anyone's mind that
Barack and Michelle love each other and -- more importantly -- are in love with each other.  There's
observable passion, there.  Indeed, some folks get pissed off at the regularity of their PDAs.  But that
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kind of observable devotion (and presumed willful submission) of a strong woman to a strong man
gives Obama CRAZY preselection points.

(In the Gore/Bush race of 2000, I was genuinely fearful of a Bush victory . . . until Tipper and Al
made out on stage at the convention.  That brief, passionate display humanized The Tin Man more
than anything else, and gave me a little hope that he could overcome the willful machismo of C-
student GWB.)

If Ann had been more Alpha in her presentation, and had treated Mitt more like a seething tiger of
raw animal lust she could barely restrain herself from attacking at every public appearance, then it
would have raised her profile and therefore his numbers.  Treating him like the perfect husband and
father is great, politically speaking, but she failed to communicate the subtext that he's hung like a
circus pony and does her at every available opportunity.  It's clear that they're devoted to each other . .
. but you don't hear news stories about Mitt skipping majorly important events in order to quietly
celebrate an anniversary with his wife.  When you think about them as a potential first couple, you
think "Weekly, lights out, missionary position, was it good for you too, dear?", not "Give me that
manhammer harder this time, Stud, I'm going to squirt!"  

As attractive as Ann is (and she gets extra MILF points with that lightly-padded, devoted PTA soccer
mom style) she just doesn't have Michelle's charisma, despite her wholesome charm.  She's just not
an alpha-enough psychological rival for a woman to contend with -- therefore her mate isn't as high
value.  If Mitt was caught in an affair, there would be horrible scandal and prayers and Ann would be
the dutiful but indignant wife, conducting herself as Caesar's wife as she very publicly and tearfully
forgave her husband and then very publicly began marital counseling.  "The other woman" would not
even be referred to in her speech.

On the other hand, if Barack was ever caught in an affair, there's no doubt in anyone's mind that
Michelle Obama would be perfectly capable of cutting a bitch.  Unrepentantly.  She's a visible
lioness in her physical presentation, her power and devotion and willingness to mate-guard a tangible
symbol of her quality . . . and therefore Barack's worthiness.  She's a well-respected woman who
lavishes respect and praise on her man.  She shows her passion for him and for their relationship with
undisguised enthusiasm.  And it's not difficult to imagine that she's making sure he's getting laid like
linoleum to keep the Lewinski's from hiding in the closet.  You know she's rocking his world not out
of wifely duty, but because she's doing the POTUS and more importantly she's doing the POTUS that
every other woman in the country wants, and so Barack has a titanic preselection bonus to her.  She's
doing the dude that every other girl wants to do.  That puts Barack's preselection bonus in the highest
tier.

In the final analysis, Mitt just wasn't as tasty jillfodder for the mass of femininity as Barack was.  He
made a good run at it, but when it comes to selling a brand to women you have to know what they
respond to, and the Romney brand was just too . . . bland.  Obama's was still exciting and exotic, and
let's face it: that gray in his hair only makes him look hotter.  With Mitt . . . not so much.
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But there's one last point I want to make about the Red Pill and politics, and this is to the Liberals and
Progressives out there who might stumble over this blog.  One reason that Mitt did as well as he did
is that the Democratic Party made huge strides in wooing the vote of women, but toward men they
appealed only to them by ethnicity or sexual orientation.  If you were a dude and you voted for
Obama you did so either as a Liberal, a Latino, an Asian-American, a Union man or as a gay man.

Male issues and masculine interests were ignored or disparaged by the Democrats in favor of seeking
the all-important women's vote, and they continue to do so at their peril.  A lot of men voted for
Romney who would have been happy to vote for Obama, had they been reached out to and
persuaded.  When you focus a party platform so overwhelmingly on female interests and issues, you
leave men little room to join you, and the opposition, no matter how fruit-cakey, is the only place for
them to go.  I give Obama's people credit for not actively antagonizing the electorate on some
prominent male issues such as gun control and the like, but there is little allure to the Democratic
agenda in purely masculine terms.  A few pro-male initiatives, some genuine outreach and discussion
with men as men, and some visible support for masculine endeavors and the Democrats could woo a
decisive section of the all-important independent moderate swing voter. As it is, they are too enslaved
to the ideologies of feminism to make the attempt without risking their coalition.  By virtue of
ignoring the subject entirely, the Democratic party might not be actively anti-male, but there isn't
much pro-male to suggest them.

Hell, if Obama had re-legalized internet gambling, it could have gotten him another 50,000 male
votes nationwide.

Similarly, if the Republicans would tone down the religious rhetoric, stop the rampant homophobia
that is alienating wealthy gay male Republicans, admit that science is a real thing now, and appeal to
black and Latino male voters as men, and not by their ethnicities, then it's possible that the results in
Virginia and Florida would have been much different, and possibly in Ohio, too.  There's a difference
in being a place for rejected men to go when the other party disappoints and the place made enticing
because men are valued and celebrated as men, pursuing male issues above issues of race or class.
 But thanks to their anti-gay, anti-science, and anti-intellectual stance, the GOP tends to alienate that
same moderate independent male voter.

While the GOP tends to pick up some male issues like gun control and national defense, their
patented cowboy rhetoric stopped being an effective tool after Reagan -- you can blame GWB for
that.  Because while Bill Clinton's bull alpha persona won him huge Bad Boy panty-dampening status
for daring to get a hummer from a chubby intern in the Oval Office, W. suffered from being a wolf
alpha who was not the AMOG, thanks to Cheney and Rove's overt manipulations during the Iraq and
Afgan wars.  That emasculating kingmaking made W. appear as a macho tool, a useful idiot for
shrewder minds to control, which undermined his AMOG status significantly.  There's a reason that
GWB wasn't mentioned hardly at all during the race.  He's like a bad relationship everyone wants to
forget about.

But that's my assessment.  What do y'all think?
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The Manosphere: A New Hope for Masculinity cover
November 20, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Just got the rough draft of the cover design for the book and I thought I'd throw a low-res version up
here for comment.

Front cover design

It's hard to see at this rez, but the black letters in the Mars sign say "XY-XY-XY".

Tentative release date (dependent upon a number of factors including approval from Adam & Eve
editors) is set for December 9th.  Which means that when the rough is done and ready for comment,
there will only be a week or so for revisions before press date.  Of course, that date CAN be moved . .
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. but I'd love to get it out by then. Not only is it in time for Christmas, but that's both my eldest son's
and Papa Ironwood's birthday -- the two most important men in my life. This book is dedicated to
them.  Even if I won't let my 13 year old read it yet.

Here is the proposed copy for the "back cover" promotional blurb.

Welcome To The Manosphere.
Have A Cigar.

The Manosphere is a loose collection of hundreds of blogs focused on male issues and
masculine interests.  A relatively recent phenomenon, author, blogger, porn reviewer and
sex nerd Ian Ironwood introduces you to this seething section of the blogosphere where a
vitally important debate is happening between men, about men, for men, and by men as
men.  As feminist authors declare the End of Men, seeing them as the weaker sex in
today’s socioeconomic climate, the men they’ve written off are beginning to gather and
discuss the current crisis in masculinity with renewed interest in their traditional
masculine past and with their eye on the future of men in our culture.. 

It has been forty years since feminism began its assault on male interests and
masculinity, and while it has been a productive ideology for women, feminism has not, as
The Manosphere makes clear, done much positive for men, and is responsible for a lot of
negatives in our culture.  If feminism foresaw the need for a reassessment of masculine
cultural memes in the formative 1960s, this is the belated result.  But feminists are not
going to be happy.

In the Manosphere regular, ordinary men are reconsidering what it means to be male in
the 21st century and formulating a new approach to life, sex and gender that often
ignores feminism or actively sees it as an obstacle to gender relations.  Armed with the
anonymity of the internet and access to resources and open discussion with other men,
the Manosphere is linking thousands of men around core topics of masculine concern,
including women, sex, economics, religion, social justice, education, children,
marriage, family and divorce. 

Designed to be both an introduction and a survey for the man new to the dirty snowball
of the ‘Sphere, The Manosphere: A New Hope for Masculinity explores both the
blogs where men are redefining what it means to be male and the greater ailing culture
of Western masculinity attempting to redefine itself in a post-industrial, post-feminist
landscape.  The men of the new millenia are exploring the meaning of "male liberation" --
but don't expect a sudden surge of male aprons and househusbands to sprout.  Within
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the Manospere, a “liberated” man is free from the social expectations and cultural
obligations traditionally associated with the gender.  Free, in short, from the
psychological oppression of feminism as it has evolved.

Encompassing the diverse masculine groups including Pick Up Artists (PUAs), Men’s
Rights Activists (MRAs), Wise Old Men (WOMs), and Old Married Guys (OMGs), both the
overthrown Patriarchy and the snarky, rude, irreverent and openly-disrespectful-of-
women Puerarchy, the Manosphere is a common ground where all men find help in their
struggles -- particularly their struggle against a society where being male is often treated
as either a crime or a medically-treatable condition.  The Manosphere: A New Hope
for Masculinity seeks to take an androcentric look at recent history in gender relations
and the future ahead – a future where men work for their own interests, toward their own
goals, without judgment or condemnation . . . and more and more commonly without any
desire or intention to marry.  

Is this the beginning of a new social trend of self-awareness and the pursuit of
masculinity?  Just how are the men of the 21st century contending with the problems of
sex, love, relationships, mating, dating, marriage and divorce?  How are reproductive
rights viewed through a male perspective?  How has Game changed the way the Sexual
Market Place works?  How is 50 Shades of Grey indicative of a deep disturbance in the
“Force” of feminism?  Just what, exactly, is the Red Pill . . . and why is it known as the
“female Viagra”?  And what will the Manosphere mean for men of the 21st century and
the women who love them?

Join Ironwood as he takes you on a testosterone-laden journey into the mind of modern
man . . . and through the looking glass of the masculine soul as seen by The
Manosphere.

Questions, comments, insights?
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Girl Game: Why It's Not Hopeless
December 17, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I have a friend, a lady friend, who just turned 40.  Ish.

 She’s single, a single working mom with a grown son, and she is drop-dead gorgeous.  She is about
as far from the Wall as a woman can get at her age – from two feet away she can pass for 20.  Italian
features, beautiful fair skin, long curly hair with a distinguished touch of gray.  She knows how to
dress, how to present herself, and she wears her femininity unashamedly on her sleeve.

She really, really wants to meet a dude – the right dude – and get married.  But a few weeks ago, at a
mutual friend’s birthday party, we got to talking and I leveled with her about her chances – and any
40 year old woman’s chances of finding a permanent, decent dude at this stage of life – and from
what I understand she’s been hopelessly depressed since then.

Here’s the deal: the numbers are the numbers, and the numbers don’t lie.  That doesn’t mean
you are a number, however.  In fact, just by reading this you’ve improved your chances of finding
the rare and elusive Marriage-Minded-Bachelor.  Allow me to explain.
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Consider the Sexual Market Place in all of its brutal glory.  Consider the cold, hard numbers about
sexual attraction, and how a woman gets hers all at once and declines over time, and a man gets his
gradually and in increasing amounts over time.  

Consider the number of women in the SMP who are open to the idea of a long term relationship with
a man.  You’re in that pool, and it’s huge.  You may not want to think of yourself "in competition"
with other women over a mere man, but that's the Red Pill reality of the situation.  You can either
continue to fool yourself by pretending that you aren't really competing, you're just "waiting for the
right one" as you get shut out of one promising date after another by other women -
your competitors - or you can bite the bullet, be willing to be realistic, and step up your Girl Game to
the point where you're a contender.

Now consider the subset of the pool of women who want to find a husband – and are willing to make
that a life priority.  If you fall within that category, you’re already in a better position than the women
who aren’t actually consciously pursuing a long-term relationship, but are depending on the fickle
finger of Fate or Jesus to bring them a man.  Congrats!  They're idiots, you've made a decisive move.

Further, if you are one of those women who has decided that finding the right husband is a worthy
and noble goal, and are willing to put forth the effort to pursue that goal, then you have further self-
selected into a higher probability pool.  Once you have established a realistic goal and have
committed to it, you automatically improve your chances over your lackluster competitors who
are waiting for "chemistry" or "electricity" -- in other words, they're letting their pussies
decide the issue.
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Now, you know you want a husband, and you know that you’ve got to devote some time and energy
to finding him.  “True Love” says to wait for Fate or Kismet . . . but the vulture said “Fuck this
waiting around shit!  I’m going to go kill something!”  That is, sometimes you have to take proactive
action even if it's outside of your comfort zone.  The next step is figuring out just what kind of
husband you want.  That’s very important . . . but you have to be Red Pill realistic about it.  

First of all, discard all fantasies of the Christian Grey billionaire kinkazoid.  Sure, he’s out there, but
dudes like that are what we call “Bull Alphas”, that is, he’s going to get into your panties and hit
the road, or keep you spinning on the side until you realize that no, he isn’t ever going to
commit.  That whole falling-in-love-with-the-innocent-grad-student-and-living-happily-ever-after
bullshit is just this side of criminal negligence -- kind of like telling a retarded kid that he has a
realistic shot at the Presidency without having oil wealth and nepotism behind you.  Set your sights
realistically, on a real dude.  Just by opening yourself up to the possibilities, you improve your
chances.

So let's take a look at you.  This is going to sound an awful lot like “lowering your standards”, but the
cold hard reality is that if you’re over 30, your Objective Sex Rank is inevitably in decline.  No
matter how adept you are at keeping it at bay, even though you’re a hot 40 year old, the “high
ranking” guys who are really looking to settle down are looking in the 25-30 range, prime baby-
making years.  If you are desperate to get pregnant and have kids with your future husband, prepare
yourself: your chances just went down again.  But put a pin in that thought, because we’ll come
back to it.
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But consider this, as you “lower your standards” and decide that maybe just a bachelors degree will
do, when you were really hoping for a doctorate: when you are considering a man on a date, and he
can just about hear you “lowering your standards” to condescend to date him and consider him for
mating.  When a woman’s eyes play over you and you can see them wince as she thinks “y’know, if I
don’t think about it too much, he’s not bad”.  One whiff of that, and you’ve likely already blown it.
 No one wants to feel like they’re someone else’s consolation prize.

Part of the problem is that you are thinking of it as “lowering your standards”, when in fact what you
are doing is “adjusting to the reality of the situation”.  Because more than likely your original
“standards” for what Prince Charming needs were formed in your starry-eyed 20s, when you really
thought you’d be famous or rich or happily married to Mr. Perfect by now.  While your girlish
idealism may feed into your key romantic fantasies, the plain fact is that the dude you saw yourself
with when you were 25 isn’t on the menu anymore.  

But that doesn’t mean that what is on the menu isn’t just as good . . . maybe better.  

Love happens in the strangest of places, to the most diverse people, and while more often than not
that infatuation that drives love dies a natural death pretty early on, it’s also quite true that there are
times when love between unlikely pairs blossoms into something incredible and wondrous.  When
you have closed your heart to all but a narrow range of possibilities, you have artificially
reduced your chances of finding a good mate because of your own inability to envision success.  

One friend of mine left a promising relationship when she was 31 because of her boyfriend’s
apparent lack of ambition.  By the time she was 34, it was clear that a secure, decent paying gig is
actually a pretty good thing, even if it means she wouldn't get the McMansion of her dreams . . . but
by that time he’d gotten snatched up by a girl with more sense.  Then his boss died unexpectedly and
left him the business.  Leave your preconceived notions at home when you go on a date, and your
chances of finding a man improve dramatically.

After you have ditched your preconceived ideas about who your Mr. Right is, and you have opened
yourself to the possibility of a relationship, then your chances of finding a dude go back up.
 Remember, the more effective mating strategy is not to find the most handsome, richest guy you
can, despite the allure.  Indeed, a man’s Sex Rank comes far less from his looks than his context,
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and it’s more likely to go up over time than down.  If you are a solid 7, who can whip it up to an 8 or
an 8.5 in a pinch, then finding a dude who is a 9 isn’t your best bet at all.  That’s the dude who is
going to dump you for a younger model three years after you get married – if he ever commits.

If you’re a solid 7, then finding another 7 or even a 6 is a better bet.  Because in ten years, you’re
going to drop a full point and he’s going to rise a full point, and ideally you want your SR to be
slightly lower than your future husband’s.  Ditching preconceived ideas about who Mr. Right is and
considering men you ordinarily wouldn’t give a second look at increases your chances dramatically.  

That being said, you still have to find the right dude.

I’ve helped a lot of women look for love with varying degrees of success, but one of the key things I
do is have her envision her Mr. Right, down to the last detail – because sometimes those details can
be key.  

One lady in Manhattan decided to get serious about
her reproductive strategy and asked my advice.  After going over her list of must-haves and would-
be-nices, I pointed out that the kind of man she wanted (a 30-something engineer who wants kids and
has a secure job) is going to be attracted to certain kind of activities, and by placing herself in the
right place, she might just hit the right time for Mr. Right to come out of the bushes once she went
where the fish were.  In this case, a high-end auto show.  

We mapped out the six bars closest to the convention center the attendees would most likely be
drinking in, she boned up on her automotive knowledge (come to find out, her dad and a brother were
engineers . . . coincidence?) and she prepared herself for an adventure by cranking up her Sex Rank a

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-WHxg__D5S0E/UM9XMoe3OYI/AAAAAAAADN8/HUNIIkQi4-0/s1600/1b1f9f1c365983507142839ae77216c5.jpg
http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-kiGhL8xtVHk/UM9XRABgURI/AAAAAAAADO4/UGUoWgDYRyo/s1600/94724135_efd5cf65be.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 408 of 1013

point before she went.  The goal was to meet dudes.  

A lot of women forget that.  They want a husband, and a father for their children, but they have been
so focused on the intricacies of being a modern woman that they often know fuck-all about
dudes.  I regularly counsel men who are in the early stages of a relationship to be careful not to ally
themselves with women who are overly feminine, since I’ve witnessed several instances where these
unions de-evolved into high-maintenance Beta slavery the moment the honeymoon lingerie was dry.  

A woman who has no real interest in a man’s world is unlikely to make a good wife . . . so
developing some dude-related interests, or at least studying men and their ways, gives you a huge
advantage over the women who simply get their hair done, shave their legs all the way up, push the
girls into something tight and sexy, and hope that their sex appeal will be enough to attract a decent
man.  

That can work . . . but knowing a little something about what guys like and how they think actually
gets you a better chance at a mate, long-term, than going up a cup size.  No, really.  And that brings
us to your biggest advantage.  One of my favorite quotes is “To know thyself is the ultimate form of
aggression”.  Knowing your strengths and weaknesses, your desires and your goals, puts you far
more in control of your reproductive destiny than the vapid blonde at the end of the bar in the
shiny dress.  

Thing is, there are a LOT of pretty girls out there, and you have to be honest: they are your
competition.  You are both going after the same guys, even if your motives and ultimate goals differ.
 Knowing what you want gives you a big edge.  Knowing what dudes want gives you an even bigger
edge.  Having realistic expectations about the way this story ends buffs that edge even more.  

I’d like to be able to tell you, in three or four paragraphs, exactly what every dude in the world wants
in a woman, but that would be incorrect.  Men have their own agendas, goals, and preferences, and
they vary as widely as women’s.  But there are a few broad generalizations that can be made, and
while they seem a little on the remedial side, there are plenty of women out there who fuck up every
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date they’re on because they ignore some of these basics.

First – and foremost – a man is considering you as a sexual partner.  In your quest for romance
and true love, you might conveniently forget that – but none of us did for a fucking moment.  Sex is
important for men, perhaps the most important element of the relationship from our perspective.  

For women, sex is the affirmation of infatuation, the natural progression of physical intimacy after
emotional and mental intimacy has been established – else, it’s strongly responsive in the heat of the
moment.  Most dudes are hoping they can get you in the latter mood by exciting and stimulating you.
 Either way, the man you are speaking to is thinking about his chances of fucking you, no matter what
he says about your charm, wit, and taste in art.  He might consider you a pump-and-dump
opportunity, or he might consider you a long-term humpy partner, but he’s definitely not thinking
about whether or not you share a deep emotional connection or how you really feel about the fashion
industry.

He wants to fuck you.  Use that.

Not to be mean , but remember that your sexuality is the best “bait” (and I have a few feminist
readers who object to that term, but I’ll remind them that for the last 100,000 years, minus the most
recent part, men used hunting as the metaphor for most of their activities – and finding quality pussy
certainly qualifies) you have.  Not just your appearance, but your openness, your willingness to
experiment, and your general attitude toward sex are all going to be factors in how strongly he
will be attracted to you.  Showing some cleavage is nice – but it you don’t plan on putting out until
you’re engaged, you’ve put yourself into the ‘longshot’ category.  

Unfair?  You betcha.  After all, shouldn't you get to know a guy before you sleep with him?

Of course.  Mostly.  But from his perspective, every moment he spends with you is going to revolve
around that question, and if you give him the idea that the only way to get your legs open is with a
life-long commitment or too many other hoops, then he’s going to bail on you.  Because there are
a lot of pretty girls in the world, and for every one chick who wants to slow down and take her time
and evaluate the relationship for a while, there are two chicks that will blow him in the parking lot or
head back to his place to rock his world.  They might not even want him permanently, but they have
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what he wants, and if he has a choice between older pussy he has to work hard for and younger pussy
that falls into his bed, he’s much more likely to chase after the latter.

You see, your sexuality is your best attractant, but thanks to feminism, someone dumped their bait
in the water, and now sex is EVERYWHERE for a dude.  Sex without commitment, relationships or
even last names.  If you have money, you can have sex.  If you have a modicum of Game, you can
have sex.  In fact, the only thing stopping most dudes from having a lot more sex is their own
willingness to Scalzi-out and pedestalize women to the extent that they become hopeless Beta (Delta)
Orbiters.  That is, those dudes who just respect you too much to try anything . . . even if you really
want them to.

But for the rest of the guys out there, pussy is still our primary source of inspiration and
motivation.  If we think it’s immanent, we’re willing to put up with just about anything.  If we think
it’s hopeless, then we find some way to move on to someone with whom it isn’t hopeless.  So the
key is to keep him interested in you sexually until you have established whether or not he’s got a
couple of hidden dealbreakers in his pocket.

After your sexuality, your personality is going to be your next biggest asset.  That is, a warm and
giving personality is going to be more alluring to Mr. Right than a cold and distant bitch who
looks like a million bucks.  Remember, the man you are looking for is also interested in a
commitment – and as shallow as we dudes are, any man worth marrying is going to want to take a
good hard look at your personality.  

What does that mean?  Laughing at his jokes and smiling and making eye contact are all good Girl
Game, of course, but after that, what do you do to convince him that you’re good “wife material”?

Well, you might want to start thinking of yourself as such.

It’s amazing how many women think “strong and independent” is what men are looking for.  In point
of fact, we only say that because that’s what we think you want to hear, but when we’re alone “strong
and independent” usually translates to “ballbuster future ex-wife”, not “future mother of my
children/romantic companion unto the end of my days”.  It’s not that we want you to be weak . . .
we just want to see some vulnerability, some need for us in your life.  No man wants to be a
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woman’s unnecessary accessory, and unless he feels like you need him, he’s not going to be
interested in more than your vagina.  

(Mrs. Ironwood did this, I realize in retrospect, by cooking for me on our 3rd date.  She already knew
I loved to cook and was good at it, so she thought she’d honor me with a meal she cooked.  She made
a valiant effort, but by dessert I knew with certainty that any future relationship with her would mean
I would be cooking all of our meals – which was perfect.  I’d rather share my toothbrush than my
kitchen.)

Apropos to that, don’t discuss your job more than you absolutely have to.  Women who are more
engaged in their workplace social life than they are the rest of their lives rarely make ideal wives.
 We know you have a job – in fact, it’s a red flag if you don’t.  But we don’t care how much money
you make, what your title is, or what Rhonda and Carol said just last week when you complained
there weren’t any decent men around.  Unless you both work in the same field, hearing you talk about
work when you should be talking about us is another red flag.

Thanks to forty years of feminism, women have been conditioned to believe that men really do want
“strong and independent” women, women who put success ahead of other considerations in their life.
 They have spent their lives thinking of themselves as a profession or vocation, perhaps as a
girlfriend, but hardly as a wife.

So ask yourself, ladies: just what do you have to offer a man as his wife?
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That goes beyond your vagina and your high threadcount linens.  Think about what it means to be
a wife.  Think about it good and hard.  Imagine what it meant to your grandmother, your mother, and
you, and how that changed – and how it didn’t.  Remember that what you are getting is a
husband, and that’s a different animal than a live-in boyfriend.  So what can you tell a man that
will suggest that you would make a good wife?

Some hints: don’t mention how much you like to cook unless you’re willing to do all the cooking
(remember, someone has to).  Don’t mention how much you like to shop unless you do it
professionally. (It’s not that we’re anti-shopping, but I think we can all admit that the women who
consider shopping a competitive sport have been the ruin of more than one man).    Don’t appear
obsessed by celebrities, fashion, or reality television – we can appreciate your interest in them, but
unless we’re deep in the closet we really could care less.  
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Don’t mention your crazy ex(es).  No one wants to pick up a jealous stalker.  In fact, don’t mention
any exes, especially if you’re still good friends with them.  We know you’ve probably had sex, and
we’re wary of your “number”, but those kind of details can kill your chances with a guy if you’re
too free with them.  If you spent a year just slutting out, you might not want to mention that up front,
either.  Sure, he will want to know that, but that’s the sort of thing you discuss with your dude after
he’s addicted to the way you give head.

The caveat to that is if you are asked about your “number”, then tell him.  We know you’re lying
about it, we just want to hear you say it.  And if you don’t know it off the top of your head . . . red
flag.  Nor is a high number death to all hopes of a relationship.  Some dudes mind a lot more than
others, and some don’t mind at all.

Don’t talk about your pets.  Even if he asks, that isn’t a sign he’s into dressing up kitty cats like Star
Trek characters, too – it’s a test.  If you show more interest in your pets than you do him, that’s a red
flag.

DO talk about whether you want kids.  This is the biggest single dealbreaker on either side, and if
you want a baby and he doesn't, then it's not going to work out.  Cut your losses and move on, no
matter how hot he is. But the conventional wisdom that says "don't discuss children" on a date doesn't
really apply at this age.  When you're a 20 year old guy, just about the last thing you want to hear on a
date is "I want kids within the next six months!", which is just under "Y'know I'm a dude, right?" 

But a 40 year old man might also have a powerful
biological itch to be scratched.  Believe it or not, your desire to have children may actually improve
your subjective Sex Rank.  Or your decision not to have (any more) kids may be just what he's
looking for.  This is one of the few points upon which you should be honest and upfront.  Fatherhood
is a serious issue for guys, so don't play around with that.

Here's the thing: even if you don't want kids, a dude is still going to imagine what kind of mother
you'd make, and that's going to profoundly feed his attraction to you.  While few of us expect to
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be "mothered" on a daily basis by our wives, there are indeed times in every man's life when his
success or failure depends on the matronly emotional support his wife can muster.  If your wife can't
comfort you and make you feel better when you don't feel well, it's not ideal.

It comes down to this: when a man is evaluating a woman for a relationship, he’s either looking
for a) the mother of his children or b) the sex kitten of his dreams or c) All Of The Above.  They
aren’t looking for an ambitious climber with a fat 401k, a leased luxury car and her own home.  

Think of them as the traditional Manosphere “Alpha/Beta” mix: you want to demonstrate your “Beta”
skills as potential wife and mother, while simultaneously hinting at your “Alpha” skills, that is, your
sexuality and social adeptness.  And yes, a decent guy is going to want both, even if he doesn’t want
kids.  If you aren’t willing to compromise on that . . . well, don’t expect him to put a ring on it.  Or
even call you again.  “He’s just not that into you” is often code for “nice ass, but she was a bitch to
the busboy” or “she was friendly enough, but she hasn't had sex in two years and I need someone
hornier than that in my life.”

Yeah.  We're really like that.

Feminist propaganda to the contrary, men have all but given up lighthearted commitments
anymore.  It's just too expensive.  That is, don’t expect to move in with a dude after six dates, the
way you could back in the 1990s.  As men are starting to realize that they are gatekeepers of
commitment, they’re also starting to realize that their commitment has value.  If you aren’t attractive,
sexually available, and easy-to-get-along-with, then yeah, you’re going to have a hard time finding a
husband.  And that’s before he’s had a chance to even look at your baggage.

Beyond that, do you have any notion what being a “wife” entails?  It’s not just what you’re called
after the big party with the pretty dress.  Being a wife is a job description, and the best way to get
the job is to make sure you have the credentials.  The whole “co-equal partnership” ideal is crap –
husbands and wives who make their marriages work tend to be willing to compromise and watch
each others’ backs, not jealously guard their individual prerogatives.  Being a wife is more than being
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an “official girlfriend”.  There are expectations and responsibilities tied up with being a wife.  If you
aren’t willing to live up to those, then perhaps you should abandon your search.  

This is a true story: a man I know dumped an otherwise good prospect because she wasn’t willing to
change her last name to his if they got married.  I knew both parties, and I knew that this was a Very
Big Deal to the dude – he was an only child and the last of his line, and he felt that it was important
for his wife and child to share his name.  He was trying to build a family, after all.

When the woman tearfully called me a few weeks later (she had apparently exhausted the patience of
our other mutual friends) to complain, I gently pointed out that I’d known the man for a long time,
and he’d always made that a dealbreaker.  She didn't think he was being serious . . . or that she could
get him to change his mind.  She had established a career under her maiden name and didn’t wan the
inconvenience of changing her name or even adding “Mrs.” to it – she thought it was a needless
anachronistic atavism.  

He didn’t.  He thought it was a traditional sign of respect for his ancestors.  Family was important to
him, whereas to her the wedding was the important part.  She didn’t want to be a “wife”, she wanted
to be a “bride”.  She wanted the party and the attention and the feeling of success she’d get for finally
landing a man . . . she didn’t really want the husband that comes with all of it.  In fact, when I asked
her about her potential future with him, she didn’t have much to say after she told me everything
she’d imagined about the exotic honeymoon.  She wanted to get married – she didn’t want to be
married.

And when the dude and I talked about it, he pointed out that if she was unwilling to compromise on
such a fundamental issue so important to him before the wedding, then she would be even less likely
to compromise on issues important to them both after they were married.  He didn’t want a “strong
and independent co-equal partner” he had to discuss and get approval for every move he makes, he
wanted a wife.  While the latter can be a part of the former, those aren’t essential skills for a wife.

What?  You didn’t know being a wife involved a skillset?  Perhaps I’ll cover this in a future post.  
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So if you’re in the neighborhood of 40 and you find yourself single, ladies, it’s not the end of the
world.  It’s a challenge.  A big one.  Finding a decent man now is going to be hard, much harder
than when you were younger, prettier, and skinnier, but most of your Girl Game relies on what’s
going on in your head, not your bra.  If you can shake your own mind around a bit and get out of the
self-made traps that sabotage your efforts, then you have a fighting chance to dramatically improve
your odds of being Mrs. Charming some day.

It’s not a sure thing . . . but then again, what is?  The only way you can really lose is by giving up.
 Hell, even romance novels know that much.
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Alpha Move: Dress Like The Captain
December 27, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

 

I had a joyous Yule, and I hope you did, too.

Among my favorite gifts this year was this magnificent coat. 

It’s a replica of Captain Jack Harkness’ coat from the Doctor Who spin-off, Torchwood.  Captain
Jack is a 51st century bisexual (omnisexual) immortal stud who will happily bang anything that
moves.  Male, female, transgender, alien, inanimate, you name it.  He also has a delicious sense of
style.  For those of you looking to up your visual Alpha presentation without resorting to plaid flannel
hunting shirts or teardrop prison tattoos, allow me to recommend considering . . . The Captain’s Coat:
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The classic gray looks good on anyone.  The shoulders broaden you, the length makes you look
taller.  It’s a rayon/polyester blend that looks like wool (still Dry Clean Only, but so worth it).  The
classic 1940s styling (it’s modeled after a WWII-era RAF officer’s coat) screams unapologetic
masculinity while at the same time providing an imposing fashion statement.  

You feel like The Captain when you’re wearing this.

This isn’t a sporty little jacket . . . this is a Man’s Coat, double breasted, serious, adult, and dripping
with teh Sexy.  Spacious outer and inner pockets provide a haven for your valuables, gadgets, and
weaponry, while the shoulder epaulettes give you an air of authority and command presence.

And people look at you.  A ten-minute trip around the grocery store on Christmas Eve made me the
object of female attention, and I could have gotten laid at least twice if I’d had time, inclination, or
freedom to do so.  Mrs. Ironwood can’t keep her hands off me.    I can barely keep my hands off
myself.

Pair it with a gray or black scarf and gloves, or add a dashing grey fedora (wide-brimmed, high
crowned) to complete the look. My kids look at me with new respect.  People are more polite to me.
 It makes me act more Alpha when I wear it, because people treat me more Alpha.  When you say

http://fashionablygeek.com/wp-content/uploads/2011/11/jack-harkness-replica-coat.jpg?cb5e28
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 419 of 1013

something wearing this coat, you expect people to listen to you.

But damn, it’s sexy.  If you’re looking for a quick, fairly inexpensive way to up your Alpha
presentation, this is worth six months of manicures or three weeks of gym time.  You can’t help
feeling dashing in this coat.  

It’s a +1 Sex Rank on a hanger.

Just a suggestion – but for the full effect, skip the geeky t-shirt and go for a button-down shirt, no tie,
and suspenders.  

And the sunglasses.  Don’t forget the sunglasses.
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The Three Alphas
December 28, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Over the holidays the Red Pill came up more than once, in a lot of different contexts.  One intriguing
discussion revolved around my definition of a “Wolf Alpha”.

For those of you just joining us, my own variation on Vox Day’s brilliant Socio-Sexual Hierarchy
involves dividing clear masculine “Alphas” into different sub-categories, based upon their focus. 
Each one is clearly an “Alpha Male”, but they present differently, have different values and concerns,
and they express their Alpha nature very differently.

The one commonly known in the PUA community is the “Bull Alpha”.  This is
the traditional playboy, the over-sexed harem-developing dude who can commit to a hairstyle more
easily than committing to a woman.  Often driven professionally, successful, and extremely self-
confident, the Bull Alpha might love women, plural, but settling on one woman is against his nature.

The Bull Alpha is the natural PUA.  He's got Game as an innate talent.  Pussy is a sport for him,
perhaps a passion, but he's into variety, not consistency.

Then there are the Bear Alphas.  I won’t get into them much here,
considering the discussion I make of them in the book (still waiting on word).  Basically, Bear Alphas
are the kind of men who other men admire and who are often so committed to an ideal that their
family, wife, and personal lives are secondary to that ideal or passion.  Sometimes Bear Alphas are,
indeed, openly gay, but more often they are studiously non-sexual, seeing any devotion of energy to
such things as detracting from their commitment.   But Bear Alphas are their own unique kind of
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Alpha Male.

But then there are the Wolf Alphas.  Wolf Alphas, unlike Bull Alphas, are more interested in finding
an excellent wife and devoting themselves utterly to their family.  Wolves are highly social creatures,
just like humans, and the social hierarchy of the pack is an important survival function for the
species.  A Wolf Alpha is a man who has essentially made the survival and prosperity of his family,
and the members thereof, his personal responsibility. 

Bull Alphas make their personal vision or ego their personal responsibility, and see the fulfillment of
that vision as proof of their success.  That success is validated by the mad poon they can pull as their
confidence and success makes them irresistible to a lot of women.

Bear Alphas have made the ideals and vision of the non-familial group their personal responsibility,
and see the continued prosperity and success of that group as a reflection of their personal success. 
Their success is validated through social respect and the praise and acknowledgement of their
professional peers. 

Wolf Alphas have made their family their focus.  Their dedication and devotion is to their personal
social and genetic clan, in which they assume a leadership role.  This often means gently dominating
the family to ensure proper security, health, and guidance for everyone, as well as undertaking to
provide as many resources as possible for the family.  A Wolf Alpha’s dedication to his family
(including his wife) is not a betrayal of his Alpha status – it’s an expression of it. 

Bull Alphas make great lovers and poor husbands.  Bear Alphas make (often) mediocre and awkward
lovers and distant if competent husbands.  Wolf Alphas make good lovers and great husbands, if they
have done a proper job of wife selection (and most Wolf Alphas make a point of that).
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Why is this important?  Because in chasing down Alpha, women often catch a whiff and don’t
recognize the specific aroma.  A woman can find a Bull Alpha ridiculously sexy and entertaining, but
trying to build a life with him is going to be a full-time job, as you fight off both predatory women
and his own urge to stray.  A woman can invest great hope in a relationship with a Bear Alpha,
because of his great passion for a cause or an ideal – particularly if she shares that ideal or holds that
cause dear. 

But a woman who marries a Bear Alpha is in for a long and frustrating relationship . . . and more than
one Bear Alpha has been secretly bisexual, as his charisma and passion attract same-sex attention. 
Marrying a Bear Alpha might give a woman great social prestige, but its unlikely for her to find the
relationship deeply fulfilling unless she, too, places the common ideal above the needs of her
relationship and family.

Wolf Alphas are different – they are actively seeking to breed with a long-term, committed partner. 
And they frequently masquerade as high Betas or even Gammas, as they seek out that perfect Mrs.
Wolf to build a family with.  They may even masquerade as a Bull Alpha or (more rarely) a Bear
Alpha in their quest, in order to ferret out a prospective wife’s character and values.

Wolf Alphas have very high standards, but they are also ridiculously loyal and protective once they
have committed.  Their success is based almost entirely on their functioning family, and they will
make nearly any sacrifice to that end – including forgoing promotions and employment opportunities
a Bull Alpha would find irresistible, and a Bear Alpha would feel duty-bound to accept.  A Wolf

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-hV0yeviXRLs/UN3PnACGhlI/AAAAAAAADUA/cRQ5-i9wtKU/s1600/10240-01.jpg
http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-uQmPFKgYW6M/UN3PnuZQciI/AAAAAAAADUI/xAToEhvKu0o/s1600/11.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 423 of 1013

Alpha’s success is proven in raising his children to maturity and preparing them for adult life, with
the active participation of an equally-passionate mate. 

How do you spot young Wolf Alphas on the hunt?  They’ll often hang back and observe before
plunging into a social situation.  They work well in groups, and will sometimes have 2-3 other dudes
around them for cover, protection, and support.  They will frequently feign goofiness or make
outrageous statements on early acquaintance in order to gauge a woman’s reaction.  When discussing
the future, they almost always have a plan, even if they are willing to change it to suit their
circumstances.  They often know what they want to do when they grow up, and they have no qualms
about stating their desire for children and a wife – ONE wife.

That doesn’t mean that it’s easy to get them to commit – indeed, one of the telling differences
between a hard Beta and a stealthy Wolf Alpha is how easy it is to get the former to commit, and how
difficult it is to win that prize from the latter.  A Wolf might screw you rotten and make you make the
pig noise, but he isn’t going to introduce you to Mom or agree to go to your sister’s wedding until
you prove yourself worthy.

Wolf Alphas have very little tolerance for infidelity.  Or any kind of disloyalty, but infidelity is
particularly insidious to the Wolf Alpha.  It’s not just a crime against the relationship, it’s a crime
against the mutual dedication to the family that a Wolf Alpha expects – and demands – in his life.  If
a male Wolf Alpha does have an affair, he is often deeply wracked with guilt about it and considers it
a catastrophic mistake. 
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When folks in the Manosphere are throwing around the Alpha term, sometimes it’s helpful to stop
and give some thought to the variations.  Just as there are different kinds of “Beta” (High Beta, Low
Beta, Gamma, Delta, etc.) dudes, the different kinds of Alpha men who have mastered the art of
manliness enough to impose their will upon the world are variations on the same robust theme.  
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Red Pill Resolutions
December 31, 2012 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

All right.  It's New Year's Eve.  You've been reading this blog for a while, now, or blogs like it, and
you're considering taking the Red Pill.

That's a scary proposition, I understand.  The Blue Pill is so much easier . . . all you have to do is sit
back, develop a thick skin, and hope that intentions count for more than performance.  The Red Pill is
hard, hard work.  It's hard to start, it's hard to keep going, and (eventually) it's hard to stop.
 Transformative shit is like that.

Perhaps you've just been reading, thinking about it, pondering how your life would be different if you
took the Red Pill for real . . . instead of just thinking about it.

Maybe things aren't so bad for you.  Maybe you're just feeling discouraged because the missus is
more involved in her 50 Shades of Grey book than she is you.  Maybe you're staring at middle age
and are wondering if you could have done things differently . . . and realize that this might be your
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last opportunity to do anything differently.

Perhaps you've felt badgered and ordered-around and softly dominated in your marriage under the
banner of "equality", and you've just had enough and want a change . . . but not too much of a
change.

And that's the challenge of the Red Pill for the Blue Pill Beta: do you put at risk everything you have
and everything you have built for the possibility of something better . . . or the possibility of losing it
all?

I was in your shoes a little over a year ago.  That's when I started my own Red Pill experiment.  I read
Athol Kay's Married Man Sex Life and the other Manosphere blogs, and I decided that I would take
the Red Pill and plunge ahead, even though my marriage was solid and my sex life was far above
average.

It's been a year now.  Tomorrow marks the first anniversary of the first real dose of Red Pill in my
house.  How are the results?

First, the sex: married sex went from "far above average" to "plentiful"; sexual style went from
"boring married people sex" to "bells and whistles".  Strength and security of the relationship:
increased dramatically.

Second, the subsidiary effects on my household: children do chores more readily and easily, now that
they know "Daddy doesn't play".  Grades for two of my little geniuses went way up.  The third is a
work in progress, but I expect he always will be.  Think Sheldon from The Big Bang Theory, only
with a much stronger libido (for a 13 year old).

Third, the subsidiary effects on my work performance: team is above goal, personal performance
review improved, bosses generally happier with me (not that they were ever unhappy with me -- I'm
quite charming).
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Fourth, the subsidiary effects on my other interpersonal relationships: stronger bond with male
friends and relatives, less tolerance for female friends and relatives' general bullshit.  Increased
position within the Male Social Matrix, accordingly.

That's four damn good reasons to consider the Red Pill.  A year on, it's been one of the best decisions
of my adult life.

So consider it.  Buy a copy of MMSL and Athol's other book(s), memorize the key points, and start
re-inventing yourself for 2013.  Start tomorrow, with some Red Pill resolutions.  And if you've had a
hard time figuring out just what you can do to up your Alpha and break your Beta chains, here's a
jump start.  I've been asked many times to re-post this list, from a comment I made about my 50
Shades post, and I think this is the best place for it, augmented and edited.

If you want to swallow the Red Pill and inject some more Alpha into your life, here's a place to start:

Start paying far more attention to what women do than what they say.

Walk into the joint like you own it.

Work out like your life depends on it.

Start telling, stop asking.

Have at least one nice suit that you have had tailored to fit you properly.

Take charge. No one is going to give you permission to lead.

Make breakfast for everyone on a Sunday without being asked or told.  Designate who will clean up.
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Start thinking of yourself as a valuable asset, not an appendage to a woman.

Get your hair cut by a real professional stylist at least twice a year.

 

Start valuing your own desires and respecting your own sexuality.  Don't be ashamed of wanting to screw.

Forget "equality".  Focus on "equilibrium".

Buy a black fedora and rock it hard.

Demonstrate courage, even if you're scared shitless.  No one needs to know just how scared you are.

Be "the most interesting man in the world".

Cultivate a guilty pleasure or a minor vice.  Sure, it isn't good for you...but it's your decision.

Walk around like you have a broadsword on your hip.

 

Be able to listen thoughtfully, even if you think the speaker is full of shit.  Opportunity can be a
subtle thing, and if you don't recognize it before it's gone, it never existed.

Talk to strange women and don't be afraid of a little light flirting.
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Stand up straight.  Straighter.

Make your bed, every morning.  It's where you have sex, and you should respect your stage.  (I did this for two
months before Mrs. Ironwood caught on.  Now if I don't make the bed, she thinks something is wrong.)

Don't be confident -- be overconfident.  Irrationally overconfident.

Never diminish the penis.  Your junk is so big it's awe-inspiring.  Be willing to fight anyone who says differently.

Call your mother every Sunday.

Be able to change a tire or jump a car on demand.

Solemnly thank veterans for their service.

Become proficient at arms of some sort.

Test drive a sports car.

Tell your wife where you both will be dining, don't ask her where she wants to eat.

Sing loudly in the shower or car without caring who hears.

Pay more attention to what you wear, even if you're just working in the yard.

Split some wood.  When you get sweaty, take off your shirt.

Be unafraid to look at and appreciate a good-looking woman, and be able to do it without being labeled
"creepy".

Complain about the cooking when it's bad.

Praise the fellatio when it's good.

Be able to drop a compliment at an instant's notice.

Learn how to tie five new knots.
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Have a picnic date pre-prepared in the trunk of your car at all times.

Learn how to speak Italian, at least the dirty words.

Do something no one else knows about, and take satisfaction from that.

Get your shoes shined by a guy who does it for a living at least once in a while.

Overtip when the service is truly outstanding.  And mention it to the manager.

Pay an older woman a compliment and then flirt with her outrageously.

Pay a young girl a compliment and then Game her until she giggles.

Go play pool in a really sketchy dive.  

Know the appropriate occasions and weather in which to wear a tuxedo.

Take guitar lessons.

Know the proper form of address for a sitting monarch, noble, or diplomat.

Be a good loser.

Figure out your favorite manly drink and instantly ask for it at the bar.

Be succinct.  If you can't say it in one sentence, then consider if it needs to be said.

Wait for the idiot to run out of things to say before you get started on why they're wrong.

Pick something off the menu in the first three minutes and don't worry about whether or not you should have
gotten the fish.
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Be observant of human behavior enough to determine whether or not someone is
lying.  Bluffing is a great skill to have . . . and a lousy skill to lack.

Tell her she has beautiful eyes.  It's never untrue.

Know at least one sport inside and out.  Me, I got dibs on Ice Dancing.  Yes, Ice Dancing.  You fucking wanna
fight about it?

Figure out if you're a beer man or a liquor man and don't pick up a Zima even if there's a gun to your head.

Know how to identify poison oak, ivy, and sumac.

Read at least one book written in the last year.

Sit on your front porch and watch the sun set, just because you want to.

Write a letter to your wife.  In longhand.  On stationary.  Mail it to her.

Read a classic in public without shame or fear.

Stay in the game even if you've got a shitty hand, and play it like it's pocket aces.

Show respect to other men for their age, their experience, their reputation, and/or their record.  But never
mention that to them -- you don't want to look like a brown-noser.  

When you switch from cunnilingus to intercourse, do her hard for ten minutes and then go back to cunnilingus
until you're damn well good and ready to continue with screwing.  A man's gotta eat.

Make up private nicknames for her boobs.  Tell her, if you want.

Learn how to throw a punch that lands accurately and with sufficient force.
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Learn how to take a punch.

Rock a bow-tie.  But only if you know how to tie one.

Go out of your way to cross a room to tell a woman how attractive you find her, and compliment her on one
thing she clearly worked very hard on.  Then recede from view without revealing your name.  

When someone says "that's sexist!" shrug and say "I'm OK with that."

Practice your free throw.

Call your dad and ask him what he would do, even if you already know the answer.

Sew your own buttons on your shirts.  Even prisoners can do it.

 

Imagine a better way to state the problem, then make the asshole on the team see reason even if you have to
beat him to death in the men's room.

Be able to sing one song or tell one amusing anecdote in public and do it well.

When you shake hands, be the guy with the stronger grip.

Know how to drive a fucking nail without looking like an amateur.  Practice, if necessary.

When a woman tells you she's a feminist, grin broadly and say "Really? Seriously?" and then shake your head
and walk away laughing.

Play a game with a bunch of little kids.

Play cards or chess with an old dude and discover his wisdom.  But don't wager -- those old guys are vicious.

Create some art, just because you can.

Know enough about wine to converse on the subject intelligently, without pretending to know stuff
you don't.  You probably aren't a "wine dude" -- you probably can't afford to be -- but being able to
discuss a bottle with the sommalier in a restaurant is a key Alpha skill.  Feel free to finish the
conversation with "I trust your professional judgement".
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Go to a minor league baseball game and shout at the pitcher.

Tell her she's pretty and try to mean it.

Learn how to ballroom dance, even the hard ones.  The Tango, alone, is worth the expense.

Build a shed.  From scratch.

You know that dude from college you're Facebook friends with, but haven't actually
spoken to in years?  Call him on his birthday.  Find out what he's really been up to.

Stay up all night watching TED talks, and let your head spin.

Tell your kids what you expect, when you expect it, and what will happen if it doesn't happen.  Then follow
through.

Mean what you say.  Say what you mean.

Suggest anal, even if you know she's going to decline.

Take your mother-in-law out for lunch, but don't tell your wife about it.  

Talk baby-talk to a dog or cat.  They don't mind.  And chicks dig it.

Learn how to say no.  Don't apologize, don't sound evasive or regretful, just 'no'.  Or 'no, thank you'.

Use profanity only limitedly . . . but when you do use it, mean it.

Know who your great-grandparents were, where they came from, and what they did with their lives. 

Be able to build a campfire you can light with one match.  Practice, if necessary.

Know which way North is . . . all the time.

Know how to hold a baby and always be willing to pick one up without regard to how expensive or freshly-
laundered your clothing is.  Baby-spit is invisible.
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Always compliment a mother on how her baby looks, no matter how ugly the kid is. 

Write your father's eulogy.  Then write your own.  It's good practice.

Learn at least one simple magic trick you can use to entertain a crowd of 8 year-olds.

Cultivate at least three good heroes from history and know about them, exhaustively.  And no, you can't use JFK or
Lincoln.  Too easy.

Read your state's Constitution, and know how it differs from other states and the Federal constitution.  

Learn how to iron, if you don't know how.  No man should make someone else iron his shirts.

Prepare your family for the Zombie Apocalypse.  

Bargain for something, not just a new car.  Learn how to haggle like a middle-eastern spice merchant.  Sure, you're
gonna get screwed . . . at first.

Memorize the winning poker hands.

Buy your wife flowers for no reason.  It will confuse the hell out of her.  Bonus points for having them delivered to
her office.

If you're clean-shaven, grow a beard or mustache.  If you have a beard, shave it for a few months.  Change is good.

Cultivate a good manly nickname.  Note: "T-Bone" is for douchebags.

Know how to insult your best friends good-naturedly.

Make a cheesecake, from scratch, just 'cause.

Spend fifty bucks on something that can make you a hundred bucks.  Then follow through.  Repeat until you're a
millionaire.
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Open a beer bottle with a lighter, a quarter, the edge of the table, or with anything that isn't actually a bottle
opener.  If you're drinking beer with screw-caps, get a life.

Get Red Cross CPR certified.  Take a First Aid course, too.  

Practice predicting a woman's dress and boobs size.  Become proficient.

Get a friend laid.  You know you want to.

Make someone's wish come true anonymously.  It makes you feel powerful and
noble.

Learn how to give an outstanding massage.  That means more than thirty minutes and using plenty of lotion or oil.

Cultivate an "evil twin" persona for your spouse -- someone who does stuff you would never, ever do in bed.  You
know how nasty those evil twins are.

Practice your smile in front of the mirror.  Most dudes' smiles look like they're getting a rectal exam.  Know how to
smile for the camera.

Learn to unhook a bra with one hand.  Sure, it's high school level, but when was the last time you did it?

Learn how to drive a stick-shift, if you don't know already.  If you do, learn how to drive a motorcycle instead.

Call out a woman you aren't sleeping with on her bullshit.  That includes your mother or sister.  Your wife is a
different matter -- you have to call her out on her bullshit very carefully.

If another guy calls you out on your apparent "sexism", ala Hugo Schwyzer's "Dude, that's not cool!", reply with a
simple "isn't it time to change your tampon?"  Remind him that men decide for themselves what they think is cool,
they don't rely on bullshit peer-pressure from vapid deltas whose opinion they didn't respect to begin with.  If a dude
can't take your honest assessment of a situation without screeching about sexism, he's mislaid his testicles and
likely his value to you as a friend.  Calling you out like that isn't displaying courage, it's displaying disloyalty.  That
should be noted . . . and remembered.

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-vJVhn4x4O8M/UOHVMtbyWwI/AAAAAAAADZA/h4MlH6fjn7o/s1600/The_Bosss_Couch_Midwood_34-119_1968.jpg.scaled1000.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 436 of 1013

If a woman busts you checking her out, and tries to bust your balls about it in public, proclaim loudly "Sorry!  I just
thought you were the most attractive transexual I've ever seen!" and walk away before she can form a reply.

Learn how to lie convincingly.

Hug a child, and don't reprove a boy for hugging you for comfort or in happiness.  High fives are for home runs and
homework -- real achievement requires a properly-delivered manly embrace.

Have a plan when you start the day, and don't revise it unless you have a compelling reason.

Be able to recognize a compelling reason to revise your plan, and do so without regrets or recriminations.

If you don't have a mission, find one.

Make a goal of having something -- one thing -- accomplished by the end of the week that will improve your life or
the life of your family.  Make that thing happen by the deadline.

If your taxes aren't done, your car needs to be inspected, or your lawn needs to be mowed you have work to do.
 Structural stability is sexy.

Break your television for a week.  See if you really miss it.

Consider a tattoo.  

Surprise your wife for lunch.
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Know how to install a light fixture without calling anyone for help.

Grow a plant and take care of it without any help from anyone, particularly your wife.

Ensure that all of your smoke detectors work and are powered, that your doors and windows all lock securely, and
that you have a spare house key stashed somewhere where you can get to it outside.

Learn how to take harsh criticism without being offended, and be able to take an insult gracefully.

Back up your computer, and make a rescue disk.

Buy a pocket knife and learn how to sharpen it.  Carry it with you religiously, along with a flashlight and a pocket
screwdriver.

Go fishing.  Surprise your kid or take your wife, but drop everything and spend a
few hours therapeutically drowning worms.  If you catch it, clean it and eat it.  

Learn how to properly and gently correct the behavior of other people's children without inspiring a challenge to
their parenting.  This is tricky.

Learn how to lead.  It's not a natural talent, it's a learnable skill.  If you haven't learned it, you need to.  Being
bossy isn't leadership.  Being indecisive isn't leadership.  BE THE CAPTAIN, and people will just naturally start
treating you like the captain.

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-wVlNXwIk7Fs/UOHVsuJ4tfI/AAAAAAAADa8/le7soG8ENzs/s1600/tumblr_l5nvbfijGg1qcz6gno1_1280.jpg
http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-jD90l8e3bQo/UOHVWZXamgI/AAAAAAAADas/W1PGZvnyA8s/s1600/tumblr_lxsotuAhAW1qcz6gno1_1280.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 438 of 1013

That's just a few places you can start adding a little Red Pill to your daily diet.  Learn who you are as
a man, and inflict that on your personal universe without apology.  

Tomorrow is the first day of your journey . . . are you willing to risk it?

Happy New Year!
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"I, for one, will welcome our new Sexbot masters . . . "
January 14, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Vox Rox, once again, as he hits on a subject I’ve been eager to explore but, alas, I’ve hesitated to,
due to the occasional anti-nerd bias that appears from time to time in the Manosphere.  I get enough
heat over my hyperbole, and the following is going to seem like crazy sci-fi, not a rational and
reasonable prediction of the future.  But since the always-well-respected Vox Day has broached the
subject, I can get my nerdy little hands on it without looking like the geeky kid.  Here’s the thing:

The Sexbot threat to feminism is real.
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No one wants to admit it, but it’s coming.  Indeed, the only people who recognize it as such are the
radical feminists and the radical nerds, and rarely do folks take those groups at face value when they
speak.  But they both have it right, sexbots are in our future.  Indeed, they’re closer than you think,
and their capacity to seriously screw with the SMP is very, very real.

When you think “sex bot”, you’re probably thinking of the Austin Powers’ version, or perhaps just a
solid-core doll with a vibrating twat.  The reality of the situation is this: Japan, the undisputed global
leaders in male masturbation technology, are investing literally millions in research into this market.
 Why?  Because of the herbivores.

The “herbivores” are the adult males (I hesitate to call them men) in Japanese society who have opted
out of the dating-and-mating SMP entirely.  In consideration of the exhausting and complex web of
social and financial penalties involved, these men have just . . . given up on women.  When they do
look for sexual release they either masturbate or (more rarely) visit a brothel.  They do not, for the
most part, mate.

The Herbivores are considered the natural result of post-industrial society, so its within the interests
of the Manosphere to pay close attention.  They tend to range from 25-35, and they live simple lives
pursuing their hobbies and going to work and . . . that’s it.  You think American women feel entitled?
 Japanese “princesses” put them to shame.  Their demands and requirements for a husband are often
so grandiose or unrealistic that they have turned-off an entire generation of Japanese men to the very
idea of marriage, just at the point where their female contemporaries, themselves working in
corporate jobs, are starting to consider it.

"Rebecca" Model, complete cooking/cleaning
/fellatio software standard, $9,999.99 Today Only!

But when your day consists of going to work in a cube farm and playing the corporate warrior
competing with women all day, apparently it saps your desire to deal with them all night, too.
 Instead, these men have turned their backs on emotionally investing in either.  Sure, it sounds like
one of those crazy Japanese social stats,  After all, the problem can’t be that bad, can it?  How many
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of the young men between 25 and 35 have self-identified as Herbivores, and do not actively plan on
marrying?

Over 60%.

Ladies, think about that figure for a moment.  Even if you subtract a generous 5-10% for homosexual
men, that still means that only half – at most – of men in Japan’s advanced post-industrial society will
be available for marriage.  And despite Japan’s unique forms of feminism, that issue has become a
very, very big one for Japanese women.

Enter the Japanese sex companies.  Long an important part of international sex culture, the last few
decades have seen rapid advances in masturbation technology, including the disposable Tenga “egg”
stroker you can buy in a vending machine for those long lunch hours.  Japanese dudes whack it a lot,
and that’s big business.  So Japanese firms are preparing for, and feverishly developing, the Sexbot
for sale in the near future.

At this point they’re still pretty crude, so you ladies can relax for half a decade.  But by 2018, and
certainly by 2020, we’ll see animatronic Sexbots available for purchase that you will not be able to
distinguish from a human being more than ten feet away.

Every aspect of the phenomenon is being developed: realistic-feeling skin, realistic-looking eyes,
realistic-sounding voice, realistic weight and mass, realistic movements . . . the Japanese are highly
detail-oriented.  When you see what they offer in a high-end sex doll now, just imagine what they can
do when it’s actually a robot.  The Japanese LOVE robots.  When they build them, they build them
like works of art.

"Linda" Model, used, some aftermarket parts,
5 years old, $4,400.00 OBO

The current state-of-the-art is still primitive, but that’s changing rapidly.  By 2020 your Sexbot will
be able to walk, talk, see, hear, suck, fuck, give you an endless handjob, take it up her vibrating butt
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and do stuff no mortal woman can.  You will be able to order them in any style, from African to
Asian to European to Latin and beyond, any height, any weight, and you will be able to personalize
them to suit your particular fetish.  Advanced models will have changeable bust sizes and other
options.  Hair, eyes, and accent?  Standard options.

And just how much will dudes have to shell out to get a perfectly-programmed girlfriend delivered to
their door?

About the price of an economy car.  Estimates indicate that the best consumer price-point for a
Sexbot is about US$7,000.00 (2013).  Leases will likely be available.  So will financing.  But for the
average dude, shelling out that kind of cash for the perfect sexual companion is a no-brainer.

Imagine a dude getting home from work in his single apartment.  His Sexbot has been pre-
programmed to start his dinner and have it ready on demand.  She greets him at the door, asks about
his day, gets his dinner, and then spends the rest of the evening satisfying him any way he chooses.
 With a sophisticated AI (one of the major focuses of the effort) she will be able to converse with you
on nearly any topic or stay blissfully silent.  And you don’t even have to ask about how her day went.

After two years, trade her in for a newer, more advanced model.  Repeat as necessary.

It won’t be perfect . . . but it will be good enough for most men.  Our children’s generation will look
forward to a whole lot of men (if Japan is any indication, over half) depending on Sexbots for their
erotic entertainment over actual human beings.  Even whores.  Because sexbots are safer than
prostitutes by any estimation.

And just how are the feminists greeting this miracle, this great liberation of women from the sexual
expectations of evil, lusty ol’ mens?

Following the recent Ontario/Canada Roundtable on Gender Equality, the below provisions have
been proposed for the new Human-Robot Personal Relationship Act, the first draft of which is
currently being finalized.The provisions are specifically meant to target the concerns that were
expressed at the roundtable that sexbots will negatively impact the pursuit for gender equality and
may unduly emphasize the objectification of women as sexual objects.The suggested provisions fall
into the larger framework of regulating the emerging service robot industry that will be governed by
the Human-Robot Personal Relationship Act and under the direction of the Ministry of Robots and
Artificial Intelligence, to be established in Ontario and other Canadian provinces and territories at the
end of next year.

…The use of sexbots in the privacy of one’s home is prohibited, unless otherwise permitted by the
Ministry of Robots and Artificial intelligence or a relevant regulating agency as per the criteria
outlined in the Human-Robot Personal Relationship Act.
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"Jessica" Model, barely used, got as gift last year;
$6500.00, non neg.

See?  The feminists don’t want . . . competition.

Vox rightly points out the thinly-veiled, incredibly obvious motivation behind this freakish proposed
law: feminists are upset because when dudes can buy a girlfriend for less money than an engagement
ring, and then have elective temporary vasectomies to cover their bases for the few times they do end
up with a real woman, then the future looks an awful lot like a male paradise and a female hell.

What happens when you’re a woman, you want to be a mom, but not only can’t you find a husband . .
. you can’t even find decent sperm?  When in order to conceive, you have to convince a dude to
commit to providing you with semen, which he can do only AFTER he consciously gets his
vasectomy reversed?  No surprise pregnancies, no one-night-stands gone wrong, suddenly the only
way a woman can get pregnant is if she can convince a man to commit to her?  If she can even find
one who is interested?

Several feminist groups have maintained that “Control over reproduction is a basic need and a basic
right for all women.”  That is, the control of who gets to reproduce, according to feminism, belongs
exclusively in the hands of one gender, despite all the braying about “equality”.  But what happens
when that just won’t be the case?  What happens in our society when a majority of working women
can’t find husbands – or even dates, thanks to the Sexbot craze – and end up working and paying
taxes to subsidize other women’s childbearing?  What happens when a dude with superior genetics
can start a bidding war on his balls?  What happens when a woman has to ask a man – pretty please –
can we have a baby?

The Agricultural Age sex-for-security swap is obsolete – I get that.  Women can make their own
money and don’t need us for support anymore.  Great.  Knock yourselves out.  Women are in charge
of their own bodies and own reproductive health, according to international treaty, and they can have
kids anytime they want.  If they convince a dude to donate.  I’m envisioning a pretty lengthy
negotiation and paperwork session before he ever gets to the clinic.
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"Samantha" Model, replaced CPU and customized
vagina and mouth.  Speaks with Austrailian accent

but has seven alternate themes.  $8,800.00, firm.
And I’m also envisioning a whole lot of dudes suddenly asking, in very loud voice, just why the hell
they should consent to grant a woman their sperm without a dramatic re-negotiation of the socio-
sexual contract?  That’s going to happen anyway, naturally, just as it did with industrialization, the
pill, divorce, computers and porn.  The temporary vasectomy is literally just a few years away.
 Throw in Sexbots, and suddenly men have reproductive power the likes of which they’ve never
dreamed, even at the height of the Agricultural Age.  They will decide when they conceive as a
conscious choice, not as a whim of Nature.  Have a bad date with yet-another desperate woman who
only wants you for your sperm?  Kandi the Asian 19year old Sexbot will make it all better.

And that’s why feminists are trying to ban them.  Not because they “objectify” women, but because
they make women largely redundant to men.  Suddenly the allure of their genitalia will pale in
comparison to the outrageous sexual bombshells rolling off of the Kyoto assembly lines.  Indeed, by
all practical measurements, Sexbots will actually cure a plethora of social ills: STDs, AIDS,
unwanted pregnancy, sexual frustration, loneliness, heartbreak, child sexual exploitation, and more.
 Far from making men objectify women . . . it will merely make them ignore them.  Men with
Sexbots won’t treat women poorly, because more likely than not, once they have the “perfect”
programmed girlfriend at home, there really won’t be any reason to interact with women unless
you’re at work.

Indeed, Sexbots are so clearly a boon to men that feminist cannot let them be developed.  Consider
the advantages to dudes: Men get a life free from rejection or judgment, the two biggest issues for
male sexual psychology.  They can indulge themselves sexually with a Sexbot for years, if they
desire, before they decide whether or not they want children.  Male sperm is viable until you’re
around 70 (and while frozen sperm only lasts a few years, properly harvested and frozen
spermatophores, the cells that create sperm, can be frozen indefinitely), so there really is no rush on
fatherhood until you’re damn good and ready.  If ever.
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Just imagine a society where any man can get his ashes hauled at any time, in any way, without
having to ask a live woman to participate.  Just imagine a society where women can’t get
“accidentally” pregnant anymore.  Not only is the impetus to marry absolutely killed, but even the
impetus to mix with the opposite sex.  And that’s what is scaring feminists, not the potential for
objectification.

Sexbots are coming, and the above-legislation is doomed, even if it passes, to languish in court.
 Why?  Because the use of Sexbots is protected under  a number of United Nations Treaties dealing
with Reproductive and Sexual Rights:

The Cairo Programme of Action clearly spells out the concept of reproductive rights in Chapter 7
which states in part that such rights "rest on the recognition of the basic right of all couples and
individuals to decide freely and responsibly the number, spacing and timing of their children and to
have the information and means to do so, and the right to attain the highest standard of reproductive
and sexual health. It also includes the right of all to make decisions concerning reproduction free of
discrimination, coercion, and violence as expressed in human rights documents."

"Brenda" Model, Like New, some issues with house
keeping programming.  Low mileage, great starter bot.

$5,550.00
The proposed law, above, would be the state directly impinging on the sexual and reproductive
freedom of men.  Because if that law isn’t “discrimination and coercion”, I don’t know what is.
 Under UN Treaty, the rights of men and women are essentially interchangeable, so claiming special
rights for women (such as the right not to have to compete with an android supermodel who can
literally suck the chrome off of a trailer hitch for a husband) is unlikely to withstand legal review.
 Further, thanks to NAFTA and other international trade treaties, this law may actually violate Free
Trade statutes in addition to other international laws.

Just imagine the result if sex with “realistic” Sexbots is actually made illegal . . . why not just pop an
alien head on?  Or a animatronic animal head?  Or just a silvery glass sphere?  That’s the real danger
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for women when it comes to Sexbots: their ability to be customized in ways no woman would ever
consent to.  And just imagine a bunch of feminist attorneys standing up in court trying to distinguish
(legally) between a woman’s right to buy a realistic dildo (currently protected under Canada’s
generous privacy laws) and a man’s right to buy a realistic pussy . . . that just happens to be attached
to a $7000.00 human-shaped carrying case.  Like gun control laws, any regulation that seeks to stop
the trade will end up producing variations that allow it to be circumvented.

Can’t have a “realistic” full-body Sexbot?  Then just buy her from the waist down.  And then next
year spring for a separate torso and head.  You can use them separately, or together!  Cant’ have a
Sexbot that portrays a minor?  Get a really, really small model, and no one knows what happens in
your imagination.

Rarely has feminism’s hypocrisy and clear agenda been better on display: women get all the sex toys
they want, but when men have the one they want, we can’t be allowed to have it because they don’t
like it.  That’s it.  Not that it would “hurt the children”, not that it would “spread disease”, not that it
would harm . . . anyone.  Just that it would make them feel bad.  Maybe.  Or at least they think it
would, so they want to pre-emptively prohibit the technology that doesn’t even exist yet.

My industry will be fighting this type of law tooth-and-nail, because the profit potential in Sexbots is
huge – a hell of a lot better than vibrators.  And feminists will come up with more outrageously
blatant rationalizations, sent from on-high by the Great Hamster, to tell us why we can’t have them.
 But we all know why.

And it’s coming.

It can’t be stopped.

It can’t be reasoned with.
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"Connie" Model, bought for light office duty for three-man office.
Can double as a receptionist or a word processor.  Nine different
Office Fantasy Programs, standard.  We just got a "Alana", and

"Connie" just isn't as satisfying anymore.  $700.00 OBO.
All you can do is accept it.  Because the Japanese are going to build these things, and then the 30
million men in China who have no hope of marriage will buy them like hotcakes, and there’s no way
we Americans can let a sweet thing like that slip by us – that would be un-American.

So I, for one, will be welcoming our new Sexbot masters.  It’s going to tighten up the SMP worse
than gay liberation did.  And it’s going to make shallow, poor-quality women completely and utterly
undatable, and leave them little or no options to reproduce.  And the women who do reproduce will
do so only with the permission, consent and acquiescence of men.

One other consequence of the Herbivores that no one is considering?  Think about this: the next
generation of Japanese will be the product only of the “Carnivores”, the more manly, aggressive, and
sexual men in Japanese society.  The Alphas and High Betas, in other words.  That means that a lot of
low-performing mediocrity will be bred out or cultured out.  Which means the 21st century looks
pretty good for the Japanese.

Of course, you remember what happened last time things looked good for the Japanese, back in the
middle of last century . . .
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Breaking Beta: Mike Makes A Breakthrough
January 16, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

A friend of mine had a Red Pill breakthrough I’d like to share.

He’s a nice guy, and a Nice Guy, a Beta (actually, more of a Delta or Gamma, but we’ll use the
alpha/beta dichotomy in this instance) in his late 30s who has been in and out of relationships his
entire life.  He often makes poor choices when it comes to mate selection, and once he’s in a
relationship he loses Alpha at a predictable rate . . . with predictable results.

He’s got a sister, whom he’s somewhat close to, and his sister has a friend – let’s call her Candy –
who he’s not particularly close to but who has been a part of his life because she’s his sister’s BFF.
 As he explained, she’s flaky as hell and irresponsible about just about everything, can’t seem to keep
a man or a job (she’s a dog groomer), and spends her life, well, like a 30 something flaky chick
usually does.  She hasn’t hit the Wall yet, apparently, but it’s right around the corner, and she’s got
no idea.

Anyway, Candy is about a 7 on a good day, a 6 normally, and is headed for Fiveland on the evening
bus.  My friend – let’s call him Mike – is comparable, having recently completed a technical degree
and started a new job, as well as working out a bit.  Mike was attracted to Candy once, years ago, but
her personality and proximity soon made her a woman to tolerate, not to date.  Besides, as his sisters
BFF, she was hands-off.

But Mike is a Nice Guy, and over the years he’s been forced to do all sorts of shit for her out of
politeness and filial duty to his sister.  At this point, he can’t stand her much at all, but she’s still
under the impression that he’s been harboring a secret crush for all these years.

Last month, Candy apparently broke up with her boyfriend – again – lost her job – again – and had to
move out of her apartment – again.  Mike lives over an hour away, within driving distance, but his
new job makes it hard for him to go visit his sister often.  He thinks it’s a comfortable distance for
kin, but apparently not enough to make him Candy-proof.  She called him up one Saturday morning,
and he’d just read something I’d written over coffee, and he was feeling . . . rebellious.

The conversation went something like this – the texts are accurate, but I’m paraphrasing and adding
my own interpretation of the phone conversation.  But from what Mike said, this is how it went
down:

8:00 text from Candy:  need ur help today
8:05 text from Mike: ?
8:11 text from Candy: need to use ur truck. I need to move out today.

Now, Mike had plans that Saturday.  He’d just gotten his first paycheck that didn’t evaporate into
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bills, he didn’t have a girlfriend, and he was going to go knock out some errands and play disc golf
with a couple of buddies and maybe go out to dinner after.  It wasn’t anything formal, but they were
plans.

8:13 text from Mike: I have plans sorry
8:15 text from Candy: cancel them I need u!!!!!!!
8:16 text from Mike: to help u move?  WTF?
8:18 text from Candy: YES!!!!!  Need to be out by tonight.  Thank you!
8:19 text from Mike: I didn’t say id do it
8:21 text from Candy: of course you’ll do it
8:22 text from Mike: no.  good luck.

Now, y’all don’t know Mike.  That ‘no’ was right up there with the ‘no’ Caesar screams at a human
for the first time in Rise of the Planet Of The Apes (the original version, of course, although they
kept it for the modern one).  It was the first sign of defiance toward a woman I think I’ve ever
heard him say.  Ordinarily he would have cancelled his plans, raced over to be the hero, gotten two
beers and three slices of pizza and paid for a tank of gas for his trouble.

For Mike to say ‘no’ was profound.  He had a moment of clarity, he said.  He realized that she was
going to use him for his resources and send him on his way without so much as a peck on the cheek –
and for a man about to turn 40, that was suddenly . . . unacceptable to him.

8:25 text from Candy: wht do u mean???
8:26 text from Mike: I am not going to help you today.

(note he spelled it out on purpose to make his point)

8:29 text from Candy: just get over here
8:31 text from Mike: no

Around 8:40 his phone rang.  It was Candy.  He almost let it go to voicemail, but like I said, he was a
rebellious Beta, and he was making the most of it.  He wanted to speak to her personally.

“Hello?”

“What the hell is your problem?!?” she asked, angrily.

“What do you mean?”

“Why are you being so stubborn?  I need you!”

“No, you need a moving company.  Or a U-Haul.  But you don’t need me.”
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“Mike, you know I can’t afford a U-Haul or a moving company!  I need your truck! That's what
friends are for!"

"So when was the last time you helped me out with something?"

There was a long moment of silence.  Then:

"Come on, why are you being like this?”

“Being like what?  I never said I'd help you.  Shit, I didn't even know you were moving.  I have
plans.”

“Plans more important than helping me out?”

“They’re plans.  They’re my plans.  Candy . . . look, sorry if it’s a problem for you, but this is my
Saturday, and I made plans to do stuff.  This is the first I’ve heard about helping you move, using my
truck, or anything.  I don’t want to drop everything and cancel my plans at the drop of a hat.  I don’t
want to spend two hours on the road just to help you move.” He was trying to be nice.  Of course, she
was extremely understanding.

“I thought you were my friend!”

“Remember just a moment ago, when I asked you what you had ever done for me?  Crickets.  If we
had any kind of friendship, you should have been able to think of something.  Shit, why isn’t my
sister helping?”

“She is!  She said she’d get you to help!”

“You were misinformed.”

“Mike, you’re being a dick!  Just come help me!  Please?”  (At this point, he said, he was tempted to
waver.  He really was.  When a woman says ‘please’ like that, it’s hard for a Beta to say ‘no’.  I’m
proud of Mike.  He persevered.)

“Why should I help you, Candy?”

“Because we’re friends!  And friends help each other out!” she pouted.

“So when was the last time you helped me out?” he repeated.

Dead silence.  He let it hang there past the uncomfortable point.  He didn’t budge.  I’m proud.

“I don’t need this shit, Mike.  I don’t know what your problem is, but you’re being a dick and I resent
it.”
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“So you can’t think of any single thing you’ve done lately – or ever, actually – to help me out.  But
you want me to drop everything and help you move again.”

“Well you’ve got the truck!” she said, like it was obvious.

“Yes, I have the truck.  I’m still making payments on it.  Why don’t you have a truck, Candy?”

“You know I can’t afford a car payment on what I make!”

“Sounds like you should have made better career choices.”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

He thought for a moment, and then remembered something I’d said in our last pep talk.
“Candy, are you my girlfriend?”

“What?  What do you mean?  No!”

“Exactly.  And either I’m your boyfriend and I help you move, in which case you’re fucking me, or
I’m your girlfriend.  And if I’m your girlfriend, then I’m going to weasel out of helping you move
just like my sister.”

“What kind of fucked-up talk is that?”

“Look,” he said, only half-serious – he said he was joking.  “The only way I’d come and help you
move today is if you paid for gas, paid for lunch, and then fucked me rotten afterwards.  Are you
likely to do that?”

“HELL, no!”

“Then good luck in your future endeavors, Candy.  I’m going to grab a shower.”  Click.

I’m so proud!

But it doesn’t end there.  Mike took a shower, got dressed, and was puttering around, watching
television when his sister called.

Now, Mike is fairly close to his sister, but they butt heads frequently, just like every pair of siblings.
 He figured there would be some blowback.  When he picked up the phone, it was immediate.

“What the hell are you doing, asshole?”

“Hi, Sis!  What’s up!”
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“I just got off the phone with Candy.  She said you were a rude asshole to her.”

“I wasn’t.  I just didn’t do what she wanted me to do.”

“I told her you’d help her move!”

“You didn’t ask me.  I have plans.”

“You can reschedule.  Candy needs us.”

“Oh, so you’re over there helping?”

“No, I don’t have a truck,” she explained, patiently.

“My truck is going to be in use today.  Look, the most I’ll do is let you swap cars with me, but I’m
not driving all the way over to ______.  You drive over here, pick up the truck, and we can swap
back when you’re done.”

“Why are you being such an asshole about this, Mike?  She said you tried to have sex with her!”

“No, I pointed out that we weren’t having sex, she wasn’t really a friend of mine, and that I really
didn’t see any reason why I had to help.”

“Because you’re a nice guy!  Come on, everyone knows how nice you are!”

“Not anymore.”

Silence.

“What happened to you?  Is it a girl or something?”

“No.  Maybe it’s just that I’m tired of being used and even loaned out by the women in my life.
 What the hell has Candy done for me – not for you, but for me?”

“She’s my best friend!  I’m your sister!”

“So you go help her.  But a man can either be a boyfriend to a woman or a girlfriend.  If I’m her
boyfriend, she’s fucking me and I help her move.  If I’m her girlfriend, then I have plans, better
things to do, that sort of thing.”

“That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard!  You’ve known Candy for years!”

“And she’s never done jack for me.  Look, if it was you moving, I’d be there.  But it’s not, it’s her.  I
don’t even really like her.  So you deal with it, if you have to.  But don’t promise my help for your
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friends anymore.  That’s rude and disrespectful.”

“What the fuck is wrong with you?  Why are you being this way?”

“I’m tired of being used,” he repeated.  “Hey, if she wants to trade sexual favors for moving help, I’d
be open to that.  But I leave here around ten, so if she’s going to act on that, she’d better call soon.”

“You want to screw Candy?” she asked in disbelief.

“I’d consider it in return for services rendered.  Or cash.  But my time and energy are valuable, and
you need to start realizing that.”

“Valuable?  What the hell are you doing today that’s so important.”

“I didn’t say it was valuable to you.  But I’m done doing favors for Candy.  And your other friends,
too.  I’m either a boyfriend or a girlfriend, and I can only be a boyfriend to one woman at a time.”

“What the fuck happened to you?  You used to be such a nice guy!”

“I woke the fuck up.”  Click.

If you knew Mike, you’d know just how big that was.  It was the first sign of a spine he’d shown in
years.  Refusing Candy’s inconsiderate request was pretty big on its own.  Actually hanging up
angrily on his big sister was a huge move.  He’s still far from finding his Alpha, but he’s moving in
the right direction.  And he wouldn’t have done it if it hadn’t been for the Manosphere.

We’ve all known women like Candy: they’re flaky as hell.  They wait until the last minute, they don’t
plan, they don’t follow through, and when things inevitably fall apart they try their best to get other
people to clean up their messes.  And during it all not only is this kind of flake not grateful, if things
don’t go the way she wants them – even if she’s imposing on the kindness of others – she doesn’t
hesitate to throw a hissy cow over it.  She feels entitled to your help because she is just so darn
special that she deserves it.

It’s important also to realize the scope of such social entanglements of a particular man.  We talked
about this in depth, and Mike realized that he had probably a half-dozen women in this non-sexual
“antiharem” that he will run off to the moment they need help, use him, and then send him on his way
with little more than “thanks!” and “You’re such a nice guy!”.  I know for a fact all but one of these
women has rejected Mike in the past.

There are certain women (and there seem to be a lot of them) who feel compelled to fill the hours of
any man they deem “unproductive” by imposing on him for such favors.  Often they will talk a great
game about equality and fairness, and then beseech you prettily until you acquiesce to help them with
their problems.  Then, if you propose anything more personal, you get a “I just don’t like you in that
way” and “I think we should just remain really special friends”.
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Which is code for “I don’t want to fuck you”.

So the Betas who find themselves frequently in this embarrassing position need to discover the ability
within themselves to stand up and defiantly say ‘no’ to even reasonable requests for a while.  A man
doesn’t hesitate to do a friend a favor, but when the “friendship” consists of how much
work/time/energy/money a woman can wring out of you, then you’re essentially voluntarily grabbing
your ankles and asking for more on every occasion you see them.  “What have you done for me?” is a
perfectly acceptable response to the kind of “Can you help me out?” request from one of the Eternally
Flaky.

But beyond that, resist allowing your time or energy or money to be determined by the women in
your life.  Mike’s sister overstepped her bounds because Mike had been a doormat for so long that
she expected him to come running when she called.  Only in this case, she didn’t even call – she just
presumed that if Candy would ask Mike, then he would naturally help her out because  he’s such a
nice guy, her little brother, and yadda yadda yadda.  I know Mike’s sister vaguely, and she’s a lot
more put together than Candy.  But covering that fairly solid core is a thick layer of flaky, and
volunteering your little brother for moving duty for a woman who’s not even fucking him or related
to him is about the extreme limit of sisterly flakiness.

When called on it, neither woman – the flake, or the vice-flake – would take responsibility for their
actions, or even acknowledge the imposition on Mike’s time.  They made his unwillingness to pour
his time and energy into a rewardless bottomless pit his problem, as if he had somehow attacked them
. . . instead of just saying ‘no’.

He got the blowback, too.  This happened just after Thanksgiving, before the holiday season.  By
Christmas time a rumor had spread among his family that he was off his medications or he’d had a
crisis or he’d otherwise gone crazy.  But when he showed up for Christmas dinner at his mother’s
house – with a date, no less – he looked great.  New job, new place, new clothes, and even a date that
didn’t eat with her fingers (I told you he had poor selection criteria . . .)

Mike tells me that his obstinate refusal came up at Christmas dinner, too.  His sister was nasty about
it and wouldn’t leave it alone, basically trying to rally her other female relatives (and the men, but
mostly the women) into a consensus condemning Mike’s behavior.  It didn’t quite go as planned.

I’m not going to do another cute dialogue here (although I’m sure it would be entertaining) but the
long and short of it is that Mike’s mom, while initially siding with his sister, eventually decided that
her son was within his rights for refusing to help, even if she’d “brought him up better than that”.  His
aunts were ambivalent, but tended to side with his sister.

The men in his family, to a man, thought what Mike did was absolutely fine.  He didn’t even need to
apologize.  That sparked a brief argument that led to his elderly widower uncle (didn’t catch the
name) loudly proclaiming that “you don’t do crap for a woman anymore unless she’s sucking your
dick!” at the Christmas dinner table (Mike’s mom makes some killer egg nog, I know for a fact).
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Things calmed down after awhile and everyone got friendly again, but apparently it was pretty tense
along the gender line for a while.  Mike didn’t care, and he defended himself so passionately and
valiantly that he impressed his date.  Enough to get laid.  Score one for Mike.  And after dinner, his
sister sought him out and tried to apologize, sort of.

(She also wanted to see if Mike was serious about fucking Candy, because apparently Candy has
always had a crush on Mike – even though she didn’t hesitate to reject him – and his “offer” to swap
sex for help moving had intrigued her.  Hmm.  I wonder if him being a dick had anything to do with
her new-found respect?  Mike told me that while he was still attracted to Candy, physically, her
personality was such a negative that it would likely be a struggle for him to get into it, if it ever was
going to happen.  But he’s starting to get it.  He snorted scornfully when I mentioned the possibility
and said “Maybe a blowjob.  But after that conversation, I wouldn’t fuck her with a stolen dick”.)

This is what Betas, Gammas, Deltas and Omegas all need to realize: women don’t respect dudes who
kiss their ass.  Not enough to fuck them.  To most women (and I do recognize there are exceptions,
but women in aggregate) the men in their lives fall into a few distinct categories . . . and the eternally
unfuckable-but-still-useful-Beta-dude is one of their favorites.

Why?  Because by making him her bitch when it comes to doing stuff, she’s ‘proving’ that men and
women can be ‘just friends’.  She might even be proud enough about it to say it to his face.  And he
might be dickless enough to agree that, yes, it was purely the power of her personality and sweetness
of character that inspired him to sacrifice his Saturday or shell out some bucks or move heavy objects
. . . because he’s such a Nice Guy.  He might even get defensive about it.

But what is actually going on is female exploitation of the good graces of the men in their lives.  For
all of their robust talk of equality, even Equity Feminists have this nasty habit of trying to rope the
men in their lives who aren’t fucking them or related to them to do their bidding and give up their
labor for free.  When the tables are turned and suddenly these dudes need favors, these women seem
incredibly unhelpful.

Case in point: Perpetual Beta orbitor (a 6) around a fairly hot-but-shallow co-worker (different
division)/acquaintance.  He wanted in her pants super-bad.  He followed her around like a puppy and
did all sorts of things for a few weeks until he screwed up the courage to ask her out.  She gave him
the ‘we’re just good, very special friends’ speech.  He was crushed, stopped following her around so
much, and she didn’t even notice.

Then he has a work function (big holiday party for clients) that he needs to attend, and he needs a
dinner date.  It’s expected, and he doesn’t have a girlfriend.  He gets a little desperate.  He eventually
thinks of his “good, very special friend”.  He asks her, and even though she isn’t doing anything, she
“doesn’t think it would be a good idea”.

He pressed her – he needed this – and she still turns him down, forcing him to go stag to the
detriment of his career.  He hadn’t implied anything romantic, nothing sexual, just “will you show up
and be female for an evening”, no pressure expressed or implied.  But she turned him down cold
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because “we don’t want anyone to get the wrong idea”.

That’s code for “I find you utterly unfuckable and only good enough to serve me.”

And that’s what “good, very special friends” means to most women when they say it to a dude: you
are my bitch.
The question of whether or not men and women can be friends is an interesting one.  It’s been
discussed throughout the Manosphere, and while the extremes both make valid arguments, I tend to
fall someplace in the middle.  I do think, under the proper circumstances, men and women can be
friends.  But they are the exceptions.  The whole “When Harry Met Sally” discussion on the subject
is pretty clear that when men and women try to be friends, sex naturally intrudes no matter what else
happens.

What are the exceptions?

Well, if you think you’re a Beta and you’re single, stop doing shit for any woman that isn’t a) directly
related to you or b) screwing you without some sort of reciprocal agreement in place.  You may
develop one (1) hetero female friend who you are NOT interested in sleeping with, and who is NOT
interested in sleeping with you, for the direct purpose of helping get each other laid.  A female
wingman can be invaluable, if you know what you’re doing, and you can offer her the same service.
 A woman who understands Game is a mighty and dangerous thing . . . but if she’s in your corner, it
gives you an edge.

If you are married and you’re a Beta, then start uncoupling the assumption your wife makes that you
will do what she wants you to do for her friends without complaint or argument.  You have a filial
duty to help your unmarried sister-in-law, your mother, your mother-in-law, and your sister.   If you
are feeling especially generous, you can extend an annual favor to be used on behalf of your wife’s
BFF as well, as a special favor to her.  MAYBE a female neighbor, if her husband can’t help.  But
that’s it.

You will, of course, have to accommodate your wife’s agenda – that’s just part of marriage, and you
accept that going in – but the moment she starts volunteering you for stuff without asking your
permission, you can have this conversation:

“Honey, can you go help Linda move some stuff around?  She needs you to install a dishwasher.”

“Is she going to have sex with me afterward?”

“WHAT?  NO!”

“Oh.  Then are YOU going to have sex with me afterward?”

“(Insert offended comment along the lines of ‘not if your attitude is like that!’ – but anything other
than an enthusiastic and positive response should be responded to thus )”
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“Oh.  Then I’m not going to help Linda move some stuff around.”

Expect some blowback or explosion . . . the first time.  Maybe even the second.  But telling your wife
you aren’t hers to barter with is worth the grief you’ll get initially.  Eventually she’ll realize that
promising your attention, time, energy, or money without consultation or permission is extremely
disrespectful to you as a man and her husband, and she needs to change.

Men, married or single, really only have a few classes that they lump the women in their lives into.
 Understanding that there are widely varying individual responses to the question, most men tend to
divide their female acquaintances into these sorts of groups:

Group A: Women I’m Related To
Group B: Women I’m Fucking
Group C: Women I Want To Fuck But Haven’t Fucked Yet
Group D: Women Who I Don’t Want To Fuck
Group E: Women Who Have Made It Clear I Have No Chance Of Fucking Them.
Group F: Women I Am Institutionally Forbidden From Fucking

The “women I’m just friends with and I’m so totally comfortable with that” group is not represented
because it is statistically insignificant.

Feminism argues that men and women can and should be “just friends” without regard to gender or
sex.  It is this attitude that has allowed countless feminists to poach other women’s husbands under
the guise of “being friends”.  Or exploit the labor and resources of their poor Beta orbiters until they
are used up – and with as little reciprocation as possible.  Feminism tries to claim that if we ‘just
remove the sexual component’ then male/female friendships would regularly grow and blossom just
like male/male and female/female friendships.  But we all know what the practical result is.

The practical result is that for most Red Pill men, women should fall under the following categories:

1) Wife/LT Girlfriend
2) Mother/sister/aunt
3) Lesbian neighbor
4) Wife’s BFF
5) Co-workers and Colleagues

That’s it.

(If you can manage to acquire a lesbian neighbor, I highly recommend it. I have a few, and they have
never failed me when I’ve needed a power tool or help on a project.  I’ve been more than happy to
reciprocate when my own skillset or specialized tools were required.  The lesbians I know do NOT
try to take advantage of me or the other men in the neighborhood.  They always make a polite
inquiry, ask my permission, and express their gratitude and their willingness to reciprocate.  And I
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cannot emphasize enough how much fun it can be talking about the pitfalls of a romantic relationship
with a woman with a lesbian.    You think I’m misogynistic?  Some of the lesbians I know make
Archie Bunker look like Maud.  Lesbians are in a different class of womanhood altogether.  And your
lesbian mileage may vary.  But I digress.)

Any attempt to blur the distinction between the above categories is fraught with peril.  It usually leads
to an incremental increase in the requests for your assistance, and it is almost never in your best
interest.

So take a page from Mike’s book, Betadudes, and start standing up for yourself.  Your time IS
valuable, and it should not be wasted on stuff that isn’t going to help you, unless you’re just insanely
altruistic.  Don’t let the women in your life set your agenda – that’s YOUR job.  Until you actually
have a ring on your finger and a wife in your bed, your time and energy should be as valuable as any
professionals . . . and you shouldn’t let it be  exploited by women who have no respect for you.

Just remember: “You’re Such A Nice Guy” isn’t womanly respect, it’s a condescending pat on the
fucking head for a servant who has done as instructed.  And it’s the easiest way to kill any erotic
feelings a woman might have for you.  So just stop.  They’ll bitch, sure . . . but wait a month or two.
 That’s what Mike did.  After the Candy episode, he saw the other areas in his life where women
were setting his agenda and making promises on his behalf.  He put a stop to it, and while plenty of
them are mad, a couple of them actually got over it enough to call him and ask him out recently.

I can’t quite call Mike an Alpha now, but he’s left his Delta days behind him.  That’s a sign of hope
for the Manosphere as glorious as any rainbow.
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Girl Game: Nuke The Site From Orbit
January 24, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Red Pill Wifey, among others, have mentioned the seasonal epidemic known variously as "The
Winter Blues", "The Winter Blahs", "Janufeb", or just "Winter - Post Christmas, Pre-Valentines'
Day".  Whatever title you choose to give it, the result is the same: Stress, sickness, lack of money,
lack of patience, and blown expectations frequently turn this fallow period into a smorgasbord of
marital dysfunction.  A very good friend of mine who is a Private Investigator, and whose bread-and-
butter are divorce cases, takes every December off . . . because his phone will be ringing off the hook
in January.

This winter period can be hard to weather, especially if you
have children and other stresses on top of your marriage.  Intimacy seems fleeting as we try to get
back into our non-holiday routines.  It's a new year, new semester, new season . . . and every fracking
bill in the universe seems to be due.  Stress, stress, stress, and almost none of it from how to hide the
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huge stacks of cash you're hoarding.  Pity.

Red Pill Wifey brings a particularly poignant observation to bear: among other evils, the stress of
Janufeb can encourage a man to focus on the mission of keeping his personal trains running on
time that he often doesn't have much time even for sex.  And when the Red Pill wife who has been
getting a steadily-increasing diet of dick and loving it suddenly hits a spot where hubby just isn't
initiating, the result can be perplexing, at best.

As she says, "I guess I’m feeling his lack of initiation as a rejection."

That made me think.  For dudes, rejection is rejection, because we rarely expect our
wives to initiate sex and as Red Pill men we have come to understand that it is our role
to initiate the majority of the time.  But for women, who are largely reactive in a
sexual relationship, lack of initiation on their husband's part is often considered
a form of rejection.  That's a subtlety that Red Pill dudes need to remember, but often
don't.  But try to see it from her point of view.  You not initiating sex with her is like her
going out and spending a car payment on her hair and dress . . . and you not noticing.  

It seems hard for a guy to get through his head, that his wife actually wants him to
initiate on a regular, if not predictable, basis.  Many times we think you'd rather skip it,
considering how hard it can be to persuade you.  But it's a Red Pill fact that women
get horny, and when they are deprived of stimulation, sex, and attention they
can get downright cranky.  And that's a very, very important factor for a lot of
marriages.  

The problem is, especially this time of year, a man feels compelled to apply his nose to
the grindstone and redouble his efforts, thanks to post-holiday poverty, guilt, new year's
resolutions, and the impending tax deadlines.  With that kind of beginning-of-the-year
stress to focus your attention, as much as we'd like to think about sex all the time as per
usual, the fact is that the most responsible among us are often the ones most likely to
ignore sex . . . and just put off initiating until things are more "convenient".
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I'm particularly vulnerable to this, because my birthday is just a few weeks after the
holidays.  Usually just before people get paid a paycheck that hasn't already been spent,
and long before their tax returns are out. So my birthdays tend to be frugal affairs,
usually.  This year was no exception.  And with as much stress (trying to publish 4 books
at a time PLUS a day job, daddy duties, and Girl Scout cookies, now) as I'm bearing, as
much as I'd love to be taking Mrs. I to Pound Town by the most convenient route, the
fact is I just don't have the mental or emotional energy to initiate properly.  

So to work with our circumstances and not against them,
Mrs. Ironwood has developed a bit of Girl Game I like to call "Nuking The Site From
Orbit", after the famous line from the classic sci-fi horror movie, Aliens ("It's the only
way to be sure.").  While a good GFE or other exotic move can put pep into hubby's step,
those are targeted, surgical strikes on his libido.  There are times when the carpet-
bombing method of sexual satisfaction are actually more helpful.

The process has evolved over the years - the first one was for my 33rd birthday, so she's
had some time to refine her technique.  Simply put, on the weekend closest to my
birthday, Mrs. I arranges to get the kids out of the house for a weekend, allowing us
unlimited and uninhibited use of our home . . . and then she dedicates herself on
spending no less than twenty-four hours and no more than forty-eight to getting
busy as often as humanly possible.

I mean, you clear your calendar, lock the door, turn off the cellphones and computers,
and you just . . . scrump.  And then when you're done, you catch your breath, get a
drink, maybe do some stretches . . . and then dive right back in.  Shower as
necessary.  Wardrobe changes as desired.  

This year was no exception, and we were actually broker than usual.  A lobster tail
special at the grocery store gave us dinner, but I left the entertainment up to her, and I
wasn't disappointed.  For my birthday - I'm 45, pretty much "Peak Ian" -- Mrs. Ironwood
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did her best to exhaust me sexually.  Over and over again.  In every way that she could
think of.  Plus some new ones she came up with on the spot.  She went to it with drive
and determination, and displayed an eagerness and enthusiasm that bordered
on the frightening occasionally.  But hey, I like to live dangerously.

Mind you, this isn't the sort of thing you can do at the drop of a hat.  You need some
preparation, planning, and possibly even some training time.  You should have at least
three outfits you don't mind slipping into and out of repeatedly, and a variety of non-
standard sexual venues is highly recommended: couch, kitchen, deck, garage, living
room, bathroom, pantry, doghouse, wherever.  Get plenty of rest and hide snacks and
beverages, lube and toys at strategic spots around the house.

It's always been a big hit with me, especially the year she gave me "30 Days of Joy" (In
the spirit of Mrs. Yes at I Will Never Say No, we had sex every day for a full month.  It
was a sexual adventure that is certainly blogworthy, but deserves its own post).  This
year was no exception - indeed, while it was generally no-frills, it was lustfully executed
in a thoroughly delightful manner.

It wasn't until I read Red Pill Wifey's post about her big January chill that it suddenly
occurred to me just why Mrs. Ironwood's dedication to my birthday shagging always
seems so intense.  I realized that our nookie-filled holiday season, culminating with our
wedding anniversary, seems to lead to a two-to-three week period of low-sex . . . not
because she's not interested, but because we're both too stressed to put the time and
energy we usually do into it.  And since I'm the one initiating most of the time, if I slow
down it stands to reason that my initiations slow down, too.  And looking back at the
records, yeah, that seems to be precisely what happens.  
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What's worse is that my attention to my mission -- and away from her -- drives Mrs.
Ironwood up the wall with the hornies.  The more aloof I am about sex and our
relationship, the more she wants me.  The more I'm focused on something that isn't her
vagina, the more she feels compelled to distract me. 

Of course this is the time of year I'm thinking about mortality and legacies and death
and life insurance and other depressing shit, so I'm just not initiating spontaneously the
way I usually do.

So by the time my birthday rolls around, toward the middle of the month, we've have
usually been in a trough.  Because I'm too driven and focused and dedicated to my task
to initiate properly, she's too tired, getting out of work while it's dark is always tiring,
we're broke, the kids are headed back to school, yadda yadda yadda.  There's always a
damn good reason why skipping sex and going straight to bed sounds luxurious,
especially on a school night.  When birthday nookie rolls around, Mrs. Ironwood's
frustration about the lack of quality humpage is simmering, and heading to a boil.

In retrospect I should have seen it.  January is when she seems to be most experimental
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with hairstyles and clothing purchases, and in hindsight I can trace that to a sense of
insecurity about her appearance brought on by me not humping her leg immediately
upon getting home, as per usual.  Her darling little hamster rationalizes my
inattentiveness as a disinterest in her, sexually, not as a dedication to a bigger cause.  

She's tried to get my attention in other ways too, I see now.  Conversations about friends
(" . . . so do you think she's pretty?"), about our friends' relationships, about the hot dude
on Arrow and the mildly disturbing homoerotic discussion about Sam and Dean from
Supernatural, all of it utterly escaped my clueless ass . . . until this weekend.

What the Nuke The Site From Orbit move is, for her, is the blanket permission to
initiate at will.  With the expectation of righteous birthday sex out there, this sudden
erotic blank check felt like a real blank check.  For a change she could quit worrying
about whether or not I wanted her, sex, etc. and just do me like she wanted to.  And
when she was done, we could do it again a different way, as long as my constitution
could stand, and I just had to take it.  It was like a Sadie Hawkins dance for her naughty
bits, and I was the only boy in the room.

(As it turns out, I'm still fairly virile.  Let's just say I took seven showers in a twenty-four
hour period.  Not bad for an Old Married Guy.)

What I saw as wifely devotion and the desire of a girlfriend to really impress her dude
was (in part) actually an erotic shopping spree designed to re-assure her feminine soul
that yes, I do indeed plan on spending my declining years shagging her rotten and not
chasing 25 year old poon.  See it as Reassurance Sex at a very basic level, something
every spouse needs from time to time.  Add in the wonder and excitement she got from
feeling compelled to push her erotic envelope in the process, and the result was
spectacular.  Downright nuclear.  It was an atomically orgasmic experience for
both of us, and was well worth the physical toll and the friction burns.  
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Turns out, we might not have the stamina and energy we did in our twenties, but DAMN,
are we more creative.  The huge advantage of a long term, monogamous
relationship is that familiarity breeds comfort, even if it dulls novelty.  When the
goal is freestyle marathon sex, being comfortable enough to do that thing you did once
and totally blew her mind without making her freak out is golden.  Knowing that that
other thing you did, the one that should never be spoken of again, isn't even on the
agenda -- likewise golden.  You know each others' shapes, curves, tickle spots, favorite
positions, least favorite positions, lube viscosity, sweet nothings, favorite snacks, smells,
strengths, weaknesses, pet peeves, power spots, etc. etc. ad nauseum.  When you've
been driving that same stretch for twenty years, you know the way enough to
slow down and smell the . . . roses.

And the advantage of Nuking The Site From Orbit is the permission to initiate pretty
much any kind of wild or tame sex you ladies would like, with the understanding that
you both will keep going until one of you just can't, any more, or the kids come home.
It's an endurance contest, toward the end, all pretense of romance and tenderness gone
as you push your sexual boundaries.  

So, how do you initiate the Nuclear Option with your aloof and distracted hubby, if you
don't have a convenient birthday to exploit?

First, make sure you pick a calendar day that is free from both appointments and
expectations.  Maybe even fill the spot by making him promise to do something
annoying, that he doesn't really want to do, but feels obligated to do.  Then, when he
starts fidgeting as the supposed shopping expedition with your mother and sisters
approaches, you pounce.

Second, get his attention.  You can do this by the simple expedient of stripping
completely naked, walking into the room, grabbing his hand, and saying "change of

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-Q0u5Ycx5pbw/UQGbWMAjZ_I/AAAAAAAAD_U/ZBoOItQ-KIk/s1600/gil-elvgren-pinup_214.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 466 of 1013

plans" before dragging him away.  Or you can be a little more elaborate.  If you want to
get creative, you can try to slip in something like this:

"Honey?  You remember our shopping trip/colonoscopy/bridal show/brunch with
my aunt we had today?  Would you be terribly upset if it didn't happen?  I know
you were so looking forward to it.  Hey, let me make it up to you my sucking you
off for the next hour."

Or

"Babe?  I hate to break it to you, but our plans totally washed out.  And since the
kids are over at Mom's anyway, how about you and me get naked, split a bottle
of wine, and spend the rest of the day pulling stray hairs out of our mouths?"

Or, you can take the direct approach:

"Hon, I lied to you and I feel terrible.  Here I told you that I wanted to do ______,
but what I really want to do is spend an entire day having nasty sex with you in
ways that are illegal in this state.  That's the goal: as much sex as possible until
we can't do it anymore.  Really just clean those pipes out, make each other cum
until you're spurting sawdust and I'm walking funny, and don't answer the
phone or door unless it's an asteroid strike . . . in progress."

Or, there's the other direct approach:

Sit him down, crawl in his lap, kiss him for thirty seconds straight -- even if he's
reluctant at first.  Put his hand on your boob, grab his crotch, then shake your head
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sadly.

"This thing is just too fucking hard.  I'd better nuke the site from orbit.  It's the
only way to be sure."  Smile sweetly.  Start undressing him.  Proceed to your
favorite foreplay.

Sure, it's simple, but not only does his consent give you permission to ride him hard and
put him up wet, the additional 'compulsory' element of the marathon can be an exciting
novelty in and of itself.  Some (hope I emphasized that enough) women feel guilty
about their responsive desires, especially the ones who respond powerfully to aggressive
behavior or who have strong cultural or religious taboos about such things.  They want
to feel "forced" into what they're doing to salve their feminine conscience, but feel
horrible about it because they feel it encourages bad male behavior and devalues their
own sexuality or something like that.  

Having a set period in which the Rules of the Game are the thing that is "forcing" you
into having nasty, kinky sex with her husband allows them to escape both the guilt over
their submissive desires and the stigma of being a woman who initiates.  If things get
uncomfortable, after all, either party can declare an end to the festivities. Just make
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certain your dude understands this before you get started.  

But the big winner is Mrs. Ironwood.  She certainly notices when I'm not initiating, even
when she's in a trough herself.  It can sometimes be infuriating for a dude to hear "Oh,
I'm not interested in sex right now . . . but I'm worried about why you don't want to have
sex with me".  It's okay to her feminine sensibilities if she doesn't want sex . . . as long as
I want it with her.  It doesn't matter as much whether or not we actually have sex, but it
does matter whether or not I want to have sex.  

To have a day where she can dispense with both of our immediate desires and fall back
on our customary "institutionalized endurance screwing" for fulfillment might seem
impersonal . . . but since it falls fairly close to her ovulation date, her body could care
less.  

And you'd be amazed just how quickly your penis responds to a gentle caress and
a "Relax!  For the next 24 hours you don't have to worry about anything but chafing and
dehydration."
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Three Alpha Moves To Use On Your Wife
January 30, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I’ve been hit with a bunch more requests for new Alpha Moves since the book came out (thanks for
all of you who indulged me), as well as requests for books on Girl Game, Wife Selection, and
Reclaiming Masculinity, among other topics.  And I assure you, I’m working furiously on long,
thoughtful posts covering all of these topics as well as such diverse subjects as the Boy Scout
homosexuality decisions and the pros and cons of secretly tracking your female co-workers’
menstrual cycles in an effort to more skillfully navigate the troubled waters of a high-pressure mixed-
gender office (creepy invasion of privacy, or legitimate tool of Office Game?  Comments and
suggestions on all of the above are always welcome). 

But since I love low-hanging fruit more than the next sex nerd, I’m going to do three quick-and-dirty
Alpha Moves you can choose to incorporate into your own Red Pill regimen, or at least consider. 
Besides, I’ll be able to flesh these out more later for the second volume of the Alpha Move series, and
I am nothing if not motivated by laziness.

Alpha Move: Carry Her Books
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One of the ubiquitous signs of feminine success in the corporate world is the sight of some poor cube
slave trudging her way across the parking lot, her spine horribly bent out of shape with an over-full
backpack, purse, coat, lunch bag, umbrella, and sundry other items depending upon her profession all
dangling from one shoulder.  The book bag/laptop bag has become as much an indicator of station in
the post-industrial world as ink-stained fingers were in the industrial.

The stubborn pride on the faces of many of these women as they lug their professional lives around is
born of either a plucky determination in the best corporate feminist sense, or out of a genuine
dedication to their work and the anticipation of lunch hour.  Either way, whether they carry it on their
shoulder or tug it behind them on wheels, it’s difficult to appear gracious and feminine when you
have thirty pounds of work materials weighing down one shoulder.

Mrs. Ironwood is not exempt from this situation, thanks to her professional standing.  Of course she
came by it honestly, having been a book-lugging nerd since middle school, but as she’s become more
experienced (see how I did that, Gentlemen?) she’s learned to appreciate the benefits of an intact
spine.  Therefore bearing the burden of her book bag and assorted professional paraphernalia is a
dreaded chore in the morning.

Enter her big strong boyfriend.  If she is having a more-difficult-than-usual morning (not unusual at
Stately Ironwood Manor) and she has been a particularly good girlfriend lately, I will sometimes grab
her books, effortlessly throw them over my shoulder with my own book bag (which is much lighter –
porn DVDs weigh less than medical journals and reference manuals and crap) and haul them out to
the minivan for her.

It’s not automatic, and it’s not expected.  If I do it unsolicited, she never fails to smile sweetly and
thank me, not like we've been together twenty years but like we were in middle school and I was
helping her carry her Algebra books to class.  Some might class it as “chivalrous”, and a case could
be made for that, but like all chivalry it must come from a place of strength and grace, not expectation
and obligation. 
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But Mrs. Ironwood doesn’t hesitate, if she feels the need, to invite my chivalry.  If she knows she’s
going to have issues, she very politely asks if I would mind helping her with her bag.  Unless she’s
been “bad” lately (a very rare occurrence), and as long as she doesn’t presume that my answer will be
yes, I have no problem doing it. 

It’s a little thing, but one she appreciates.  She’s also let me know that the sight of me hefting that
much luggage on one arm reminds her of my strength and my service to the family, a lovely Alpha-
Beta panty dampening combo.  And when I meet her at the car, after I’ve stowed it away, she never
fails to cuddle up, kiss me sweetly, and thank me for carrying her books. 

And hell.  It don’t cost nothin’.

Alpha Move: Tuck Her In

In case you missed my first post of the year in which I detailed my Red Pill Observations and
Resolutions, one of the things I’ve noted about male-female interactions is the positive Alpha nature
of “fathering” your wife in small but symbolically important ways as a means of establishing your
dominance and protectiveness over her.  It’s important not to do this in a demeaning or
condescending way, but if there’s a woman out there who lacks Daddy issues I’ve yet to meet her. 
Psychologically filling in for either her own Daddy or the Daddy of her dreams is an outstanding way
to make a good Alpha presentation without recourse to a bar fight.
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Mrs. Ironwood clued me into this a few months ago.  As long-timer
readers know, I’m a huge advocate of a Red Pill man making the bed every morning as a means of
“marking his territory”.  But Mrs. I doesn’t hesitate to mess it up as soon as she gets home.  By the
time we’re ready for bed, my well-made bed is long gone.  Ordinarily, I just shrugged it off and got
under the covers anyway.  But right before Christmas I got irritated at the mess, and after she crawled
into bed, I ripped the sheets and comforter off the bed.

She stared at me, wide-eyed, no doubt curious if a ravishment was immanent.  It’s been known to
happen.

 Instead, I grabbed the top sheet and flipped it up and over her, allowing it to settle perfectly on her.  I
repeated the process with the comforter, and then crawled under myself a moment later with a sense
of satisfaction . . . and to a delightful giggle.

“That was fun!” she said, amused.  “I forgot how much I enjoyed that when I was a kid.”

I didn’t think much of it at the time.  But it quickly became clear that this was important to her,
because the next night the covers were messed up again, and she hopped up on the bed and looked at
me expectantly.  I almost missed it.  But then I grabbed the sheet and snapped it over her head again. 
She looked at me dreamily.  Thrillsville.
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“I just feel so . . . protected, safe, warm, loved,” she tried to explain
when I inevitably tried to deconstruct the move.  “My daddy did that when I was a kid.  He tucked me
in every night he was home.  It was a powerful ritual.  When you do it . . . well, it’s not sick or
anything, but it does remind me of my father and how he made me feel when he did it.  But it also
reminds me of how tall and strong you are, watching you spread your arms out so wide and handle
the sheet so effortlessly.  It’s kinda hot.”

The move has quickly gone from being a stray bit of fathering to being a “thing” of ours, in and of
itself.  It’s kind of the second act to making the bed in the first place . . . and if I’m going to stay up
while she crashes out, instead of crawling in I sit on the side of the bed and literally tuck the blankets
in under her.  And if she’s tucked in thoroughly enough, it’s not like she can really stop me from
kissing her pretty much anyway I want, can she?

Alpha Move: Undress Her
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Believe it or not, some dudes have a hard time with approach anxiety . . . with their own wives.  If
they've been bingeing on Blue Pills for decades, it's easy to see why.  Trying to get busy on a non-
Designated Marital Sex Night without filling out all of the Blue Pill paperwork is a bitch.

So when men do start taking the Red Pill, and finally understand that their sex lives are largely in
their own hands, they often come up against approach anxiety as one of their first hurdles.  Suddenly
going from "May I have some pussy, please?  I've been a good boy!" to "Let's fuck!" can be
disconcerting for both parties, and you can't get to the latter without some confidence and
preparation.  Indeed, how you initiate often sets the tone for your Alpha/Beta level for the day.  Come
off all Beta, and any pussy you get will be purely by accident.  Affect a strong Alpha presentation,
though, and pussy becomes manifest.

To make the transition easier, feel free to steal a play from my book.
 Before I even took the Red Pill, there was a period just after we got married where Mrs. Ironwood
seemed bound and determined to criticize everything.  In retrospect there were good reasons for it,
but at the time it just sounded like nagging to me.  That's when I discovered this neat little play.

Mrs. I had just gotten home from work (pre-kids) and was unloading about her day in gross detail.
 For some reason that segued into her sister, and from there to her mother, and once that happens
criticism is usually close behind.

". . . so Mom thinks it would be great if she came over and helped you with the lawn.  I know you're
always reluctant to do it after what happened to your uncle, but we live in a real neighborhood now.
 Our neighbors will hate us if . . ."
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I was only half listening, of course, but it would be rude to ignore her
totally.  Instead I started to amuse myself, because the last thing I wanted to hear was criticism about
my housekeeping/yardwork indirectly from my mother-in-law.

So I reached out and unbuttoned her top button.  She didn't even blink, she was so intent on her story.

So I undid the next one.  This time she did blink, but then ignored it and continued on, unphased.

So I undid the third button, revealing her bra, and she couldn't very well ignore that.

"Ian, what--?"

"The leaf blower, I was listening.  Does she think it would be cheap enough?"

"I'd have to ask her, but if you'd just get out there--"

Another button.

"Ian, stop it!"

Early Red Pill moment.  "No."
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Exasperated eye roll.  "Why?"

I considered.  "Nagging turns me on.  Go ahead, do it some more.  Tell me about how the gutters
really, really need a good cleaning.  Make it sound dirty."  I unbuttoned another one.  Only one left.
 The Girls were just about hanging out, now, and she was blushing.  It's always adorable when she
blushes.  But she didn't stop me.  She looked amused, annoyed, intrigued, and irritated.

"Is that what it's going to take to get you to listen to me?"

"I've heard every word."  That's when we locked gazes.  "Continue," I urged.

"As I was saying--" she began, annoyed.  That's when I
flipped her shirt off of her shoulders.  "Ahem.  Mom said that it's only a year old, and that even she
could start it . . ."

While she was speaking, I turned her around and undid her bra.  I didn't take it off just yet, just let it
hang there from her shoulders.  Then I reached around and unsnapped her jeans.

"You aren't really paying attention to this, are you?"

"Sure I am, babe.  Mexican drug cartels, the submarine, a platypus, the one-eyed man, I got it.
 Continue?"  Both bra straps at the same time.  The pretty black lace contraption fell from her
shoulders like ripe fruit.

"IAN!"

"I'm listening!  Come on, nag me some more!  I'm almost there!"
"You are the most infuriating man--"
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One tug.  Jeans came off.  I couldn't have written it better.

"You want to finish this conversation later?" she asked, lamely.

"Now you're talking, Sweetie," I smiled.  "The lawn can wait."

Undressing your woman in such a straightforward fashion may not explicitly be considered an
"approach" or an "initiation", but if you can't make the leap from here to there you need remedial
help.  She might protest -- that's fine.  If she insists, you desist.  It's as simple as that.  But if she stops
you, you walk away and leave her as undressed as you got her.  Give her one casual smile as you
walk out.  If you've got the balls, pantomime "Call me!" with your hand as you go.

You might not get all the way to the panties, but next time she's going to think twice about the
nagging.
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Girl Game: Extend An Invitation
February 7, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Believe it or not, I’ve spent most of this last weekend thinking about women.

Specifically, the oft-mentioned frustration among Red Pill women who have recognized what kind of
marriage they want to be in with their husbands, whose timidity and lack of ambition dry up panties
regardless of their good intentions. 

It’s not that these dudes are duds, understand.  In almost every case they are good, decent, kind men
who have dedicated themselves to their families and their wives.  It’s not that they lack devotion,
understand – most are filled with good intentions and a deep-seated desire to succeed.  What they
often lack is understanding: of their wives, of sex, of the nature of relationships, of the sophisticated
interplay of sex and intimacy in a marriage, of themselves, their masculinity, and their own inner
nature. 
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Oftentimes these men have grown up cowed, with distant or absent fathers and strong, sometimes
even domineering mothers.  They have been taught by society that their masculinity is a stain they
must overcome, and they approach their duties as father and husband like penance, not a prize hard
won. 

Their betacization may be very comfortable to them, as they have been accustomed over and over
again to diminished expectations in their lives.  The passion and fire, the Alpha spark that attracted
their wives top them in the first place, is buried within them like a high school achievement award
long-forgotten in your sock drawer. 

These poor men struggle with the expectations of their wives and society at large, and often they see
no way out.  Even if their wives are silently begging them to stand up, take charge, be the man of the
family and take the helm as Captain, it is as if they are enshrouded in a murky cloud of self-doubt
and suspicion wrought by a lifetime of fear.  Whether you blame feminism, absentee fathers, or the
generally dismissive attitude toward Alpha masculinity our society has put forward in the post-
industrial world, these men fear both rejection from their wives and families and condemnation
by society if they show the backbone they need to.

So what can a Red Pill wife do to help him along? 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-4J5VdFLQSh0/URKQeGTxonI/AAAAAAAAED4/6KBk-CC6INQ/s1600/betacization.JPG
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 480 of 1013

Firstly, she has to accept that she can’t do the work for him.  This is his journey.  You are a part of
it, but ultimately it will be up to him to rise to the challenge.  And that sentence, right there, is the
essence of the second thing, and the point of my post: the rediscovery of his masculinity is a
serious challenge to him, as imposing as a physical obstacle or an emotional crisis.  And often the
only constructive thing a wife can do seems to be encouraging him to rise to that challenge . . .
without letting your disappointment and discouragement show through.

I’ve discussed this long and hard (giggity) with Mrs. Ironwood all weekend, and gotten some superb
advice from my readers as well.  Many of them are struggling with just this problem. 

How can a wife encourage her husband to be more Alpha without sabotaging her
own efforts by inspiring doubt and insecurity, not confidence and authority?

Mrs. Ironwood’s response was intriguing.  She reminded me of when we first met, that first heady
year of infatuation where good and regular sex was making both of our hormones do crazy things. 
Without even realizing it at first, we started vetting each other almost immediately.  I quickly
established she couldn't cook, she enjoyed sex, she was socially adept, she enjoyed sex, she was a
genuinely warm and trustworthy person and she enjoyed sex.  Of course I was fixated on the sex, but
that other stuff came up in the afterglow.
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But then she reminded me of a moment that I’d forgotten, a moment that she used as the kernel for
her to wrap her efforts around.  I’d gotten my very first novel sale from my very first novel
submission, and I was feeling cocky as hell.  I was still in college, after all.  That in and of itself was
a pretty credible DHV, considering I was still waiting tables.  I might be a struggling artist, but I was
a struggling artist with some real success behind me. 

That’s not what got to her, though, she revealed.  What convinced her that I had serious potential was
the stack of rejection letters I’d wracked up attempting to sell my second, original novel.  By that
point I’d gotten thirteen, and I was thrilled.  I showed them to her almost eagerly as proof that I was a
“real” writer . . . I wasn’t just coasting on my sale, I was already moving on to the next project, and
had plans for more after that.  I wasn’t a guy who wrote a book, I was an author with a career I was
managing, a career for which I had already armed myself with considerable knowledge. 

But more than that, I displayed my passion for the work with those rejection letters.  My cocky self-
assuredness that I’d sell lots more books, my anticipation of more rejection letters as I worked to find
another sale, those were HUGE displays of raw Alpha confidence to Mrs. I.  When a man is
dedicated to his vocation, she explained, it’s easy for him to talk about all of the great achievements
and accomplishments he feels he will make.  But when a man is so focused on his career that he not
only anticipates the inevitability of rejection and failure, but looks forward to it as a positive sign of
growth, that man is one to be reckoned with. 

It was that stack of rejection letters that convinced her that I had Serious Potential.  That came as a bit
of a shock to me. At the time I was just trying to brag enough to get laid. 
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But Mrs. Ironwood saw it as something more.  Since a large part
of her mating strategy at the time (thanks to her utter wreck of an ex) involved looking for a guy with
real potential . . . and the ambition to realize it, she saw this as evidence of both.  The sale was great,
she was impressed . . . but the hustle to keep pushing for success was far more impressive.  And
the cocky way I cheerfully read her each of my rejection letters made her positively moist with
appreciation.

She followed that up with a very physical demonstration of her esteem, and after that she made my
writing career the one thing in which she made an universal effort to support and encourage me.  And
by “support and encourage”, I mean wildly praise and wildly screw me at every sign of success as a
means of positive reinforcement.

Seems to have worked.

The working theory that Mrs. Ironwood developed around this was: if you strongly encourage a
man’s passion, and invite him to continue to succeed in that passion through consistent positive
reinforcement, then he will naturally desire to follow that path as the path of least resistance.  And
while delivering humpity goodness by the bucketloads is the core of that positive reinforcement, it
involves many other aspects.  Bragging to her friends about me.  Talking to strangers about her
brilliant husband the writer.  Openly and sincerely expressing her respect and admiration for me. 
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Now I’m imagining that kind of apparently fawning devotion sickens the
stomachs of some of my feminist readers.  I’m certain that most of those ladies are appalled at my
apparent need to have my "delicate male ego" encouraged and catered to by my wife like I was a
child.  The fact that you reduce it to those terms indicates your lack of understanding about how
married people manage to stay married.

Mrs. Ironwood would not say she was particularly “submissive” in those days.  Hell, she was
positively spunky, something which I was attracted to.  But she did understand male psychology well
enough, and understood the role of a well-presented femininity in that context, to know that she
actually had a lot of influence over me if she was careful enough to use it wisely.  She learned early
on that I didn’t respond well to criticism (see: “nagging turns me on”), but she also learned pretty
early how well I responded to bribes and positive reinforcement. 

She sees it as a subtle demonstration of the Art of femininity.  Just as a well-presented Alpha can
use command presence and quiet authority to direct change, a woman can use the idea of the
Invitation to elicit change.  The carrot, not the stick. 

Simply put, a way to quietly encourage a man toward a more Alpha presentation is to put him
in situations in which you would like him to display Alpha, and then quietly invite him to do so
without judgment or rejection.  That can be difficult for younger women especially, particularly if
their mothers were single corporate feminists and raised them to see such expressions as a sign of
weakness.  Too often an invitation from them turns into a shit-test.  And from women who have been
in a troubled relationship for a while, such a passive sort of action seems counter-intuitive when you
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really just want to strangle him in his sleep.

But a woman’s strength in a marriage is usually not the ordering authority at which masculinity
excels, but in her ability to inspire and encourage her husband while at the same time acting as
a reasonable check and balance to his enthusiasm and occasional dumb-assery.  Mrs. Ironwood
does not deliver ultimatums to our children, ordinarily.  She invites them to achieve and relates to
them her reasonable expectations as well as her future delight in their accomplishments.  It’s a sign of
her feminine grace that she doesn’t feel compelled to use threats to encourage proper behavior from
them, she demonstrates both her hope (and eventual joy at its fulfillment) without dwelling over-
much at the possibility of failure and her expectations and belief in their ability to do achieve. 

In retrospect, that was her M.O. all along and I just never realized it.  When I went to meet her father
for the first time (on Father’s Day, no less), she did her best to prepare me for the reality of his
alcoholism and his belligerence, and then invited me along to protect her.

Now, if she had led with “My dad’s a drunk asshole and might get
violent when he sees me with another boy,” I might have had second thoughts and actually
considered waiting in the car.  Had she been one of her contemporaries, she might have done just
that.  But she was already certain that I was the one she wanted to marry (although she was still very
willing to ditch me if we hit a dealbreaker - which impressed me) and even though she hadn't let me
in on that fact, that’s how she was operating.

Instead she told me she’d like us to drop by to drop off her Father’s Day gift to her dad, and introduce
me.   Then she put her hand on my arm, made sure she had my full attention, and spoke very softly
but very confidently, saying something like this:

“It’s quite possible my dad has been drinking, and he has been known to get unpredictable and
sometimes even violent when he does.  I hate to ask you, Ian, but would you mind walking me to the
door and making certain things don’t get out of hand?  I’d be grateful.”
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My masculinity surged at the invitation.  It had no innate
assumption that I would, that I was obligated, that she was expecting me to do it.  She asked me,
quietly and politely, to do one very specific thing – make sure things didn’t get out of hand.  

Yes, she was implicitly counting on the fact that I was a Big Hairy White Boy who was capable of
doing violence.  And she knew from our short acquaintance that I was the kind of guy who indulges
in chivalry from time to time.

But she did not act entitled to my protection, merely because she was a woman, or even because she
was a woman I was dating.  We didn’t have much of a commitment at that point, and while we were
still quite infatuated with each other the specter of dealbreakers loomed large.  

What impressed me was that she did not act from a sense of entitlement.  She did not assume my
protection merely because I was a guy and we were dating, she actively solicited my assistance and
protection.  She invited me to be her hero . . . and I ate it up like half-priced wings at Hooter’s.

Now, that same technique could have been used by a woman of lesser character to maneuver a dude
into a dangerous situation for her own nefarious ends – I get that.  Hell, I’ve seen it happen.  I was
certainly taking a risk in taking her up on her invitation – I’d confronted belligerent drunks in the
past, but I was rarely fucking their daughter.  That put a unique spin on things.
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Still, she made it clear that it was important to her, and she was
going to go up there anyway, regardless what I did.  She told me that if I didn’t want to, she would
understand – and I’m sure she would, she was very understanding.  At that point I was already quite
fond of her, and the testosterone was certainly coloring my perspective.  She had enough dread of her
father’s unpredictability to not want to inflict him on anyone.  If I had said “drunk and angry daddy? 
No, thank you!”, it would have been completely cool.  For a while.

But the other thing I didn’t realize is that once Mrs. Ironwood had made up her mind that I had
Serious Potential, and the vetting had begun, among the first tests she was forced to throw at me was
this one.  She had to not only introduce me to her father in a proper context (Father’s Day), but in a
way that minimized the possibility of conflict WHILE ALSO clearly establishing, to him, that she
was no longer either his problem or his to protect.

Okay, perhaps that is a little devious, now that I write about it.  I prefer to chalk it up to “shrewd”, in
retrospect.

She was serious enough about me to take this risk, and serious enough about me to see if I’d back her
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up if there was an issue.  She also told me – in advance – that she would be grateful, as part of the
invitation.  You just gotta love a Southern girl.  

She never made any specific “if you do this I’ll lay you righteously later”, she merely invited me to
participate in this exciting opportunity to get the shit beat out of me and impress her with my
willingness to take a punch, the unmistakable subtext being that her gratitude would be expressed in
the sincerest fashion a nineteen-year old girl with a new boyfriend knew how.

In turn, I was impressed with both her willingness to walk in there with or without me – I respect
bravery – and the humility she displayed in her invitation.  She didn’t beg.  She didn’t try to coerce. 
She just spelled it out sweetly, told me the general expectations, and then hinted at the potential
consequences both good and bad.  I didn’t know shit about Alpha or Beta back then, but I knew
that when a pretty girl asks you to protect her, and you know in advance that she puts out, it
really simplifies the decision-making process.

I can see her extending other invitations over the years.  Most I took.  Some I did not.  Some were
obvious shit-tests in disguise, and some of those I did anyway, because it was part of her vetting.  She
put up with enough crap from me during our vetting so I don’t resent it, but part of the vetting was
seeing how she would attempt to invoke my aid and cooperation.  She extended invitations, which
I was free to accept or decline.  I could live with that.

Her willingness to invite me to do stuff – not just for her, but for the relationship or even for my
friends, if I was reluctant – wasn’t selfish.  She didn’t order me around like a slave, or demand I do
anything.  She didn’t drop ultimatums or challenge my manhood.  She just . . . invited.  With the
scope of her expectations and her gratitude invoked at the start.  And if I did not accept the
invitation, she might be disappointed, but she was always courteous about it.

(One of the tragic things that the post-industrial world has given us is not just an erosion of common
civility, but a scarcity of simple politeness and honorifics that allow far more nuanced
communication.  Some feel that basic politeness isn’t necessary between husband and wife, as the
intimacy implied in the commitment should transcend such things.  In my experience, close
acquaintance makes the use of politeness and manners essential, not optional, in a marriage.  If I’ve
ever failed to ask “please” or say “thank you”, it has been entirely unintentional.  Normally it’s part
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of the Ironwood family culture for such elements to help soothe the friction that can result from
normal wear-and-tear.  Even (or especially) my kids are included: even while they are being yelled at
for destroying something irreplaceable and invaluable (and sometimes something that they’ve been
assured “aw, the kids can’t hurt that!”), other adults remark how absolutely polite my kids are.  It
actually weirds some parents out.  That’s just how we roll.  But I digress.)

There were also times in the depths of my Blue Pill daze, particularly
when I was “between assignments”, when we both doubted my ability to actually make my career
work out.  But to her great credit, she never voiced those concerns to me, or to anyone else to my
knowledge.  And when my discouragement not just with my writing career, but my ability to get any
sort of job became too much, she was universally supportive even if she wasn’t sure if she believed it.

Things got pretty frustrated on both sides, compounded with an ankle injury that led to a long stint on
crutches/in a cast/in a wheelchair for her.  But as frustrated as she was, she almost never lost it and
took it out on me.  Instead, when she saw that I was having problems, she would quietly invite me to
help her do something that was actually designed to help me. 

It’s complicated, but in the depths of depression she found a way to re-ignite my passions and invite
me to move forward.  She managed to inject me with hustle at some critical times not by telling me
how desperate things were, but by telling me that she believed in me enough that she was certain that
they were temporary.  She rarely nagged, never bitched, and always – always – respected me. 

So Mrs. Ironwood suggests to those women who are struggling with men
trapped in Betaland that they consider trying to invite their husbands to take steps designed to allow
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his inner Alpha more room to run.  By using the simple feminine power of invitation, informed by
expectation and backed by sufficient gratitude, a woman can encourage a man to take a few tentative
steps towards the Captain’s chair. 

Consider this example: Mrs. Apple would really prefer Mr. Apple to get her a little more juiced by
presenting more Alpha – more, she’d like to see him really take charge and handle things, now that
they’re both fairly secure in their marriage.  But Mr. Apple is hesitant.  He’s been told all of his life
that GOOD husbands don’t assert themselves and their male privilege in a marriage, because that’s
WRONG and means he’s a bad person. 

He feels that deferring to Mrs. Apple is the only way to be happy in a marriage, and he accepts this
because a) he’s been made to feel guilty for and ashamed about his masculinity and b) because it
allows him to escape the accountability of traditional masculinity. 

Simply put, by constantly ceding the initiative to Mrs. Apple and letting her take the lead whether he
agrees with how she’s doing things or not, Mr. Apple has a convenient scapegoat upon which to
blame his mediocrity: his wife won’t let him.  He feels vindicated in his passivity because taking the
risks that are implicit in leadership can and does lead to bruising, and by escaping leadership he can
also escape fault and responsibility. 

That might be a safe strategy.  But it's not particularly manly.  And it's not a panty-dropper by any
means.  She knows it, and deep down so does he.  By taking refuge in the Beta under the cover of a
"co-equal relationship" and making his wife the leader in fact, if not in name, he thinks that her
respect for his feminist principals and dedication to equality will improve her attraction.  In fact, he's
clinging to that idea, because the alternative -- that he needs to Alpha up and show some leadership --
is just too darn scary.  It's too much work.  It's too dangerous, considering how quickly the
womenfolk in his life are likely to jump on a sudden emergence of spine.

Worst of all, it might endanger his pussy supply, which he sees as a scarce quantity manifested within
well-establish boundaries.  While he might not be thrilled with either the quality or quantity, he
figures meager poon is better than no poon . . . and he can supplement with porn as needed.
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It's not a bad life, for a Beta.  He's got about a 50/50 shot at seeing
inertia overcome any regrets his wife might have that would lead to divorce, and those are pretty
good odds in Vegas.  If he can distract himself with fantasy football, work, or other hobbies, and he
isn't too into sex, being a Beta drone doesn't suck.  Not exactly a man's life, but compared to the
living conditions throughout history, it's not bad.  While living in fear of your wife isn't pleasant, it
beats being slaughtered in the meatgrinder of industrialized warfare or starving on a streetcorner or
dying of something infectious.

But the Beta's poor wife, she struggles.  Whether she deals with the passive-aggressive nature of the
marriage with any amount of grace or not is immaterial: what she actually got in her marriage was
not what she envisioned at her Big Party.  She slowly loses respect in her husband even as she
struggles to trumpet his feeble achievements.  Her frustration may turn to chiding and nagging,
exacerbating the situation (most men will merely withdraw, their attention if nothing else) or it may
turn into an increasingly-tacky number of shit-tests.  Neither route transforms him into the man of her
dreams.  Worse, they both confuse things.

She wants the dependable, loving, empathetic provider, a man
adept with comfort-building Beta skills.  But she craves the strong, decisive, resolute and
protective Alpha male she reads about, sees in the media, and may even know in real life . . . and
hubby ain't him.  Some days she wonders if they're even in the same species.  She desperately wants
him to be that man, but at the same time she fears losing control of both him and the relationship.
 Encouraging his Alpha is dangerous, after all.  That's why she wants it.  And fears it.  And wants
him to intuitively understand that and manage to do that without pissing her off -- hell, by making her
like it, even when she doesn't want to.
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But when it actually happens, she reacts.  When he asserts himself and she senses losing control, she
responds by tightening down.  He responds by clamming up.  Frosty times result.  Eventually, he
caves, because he knows sex is out of the question until this is resolved.  Obsequious and allegedly
romantic ass-kissing results, she knows she has to feign approval of his clumsy efforts or risk real
problems, and a few mutually miserable weeks later she gets drunk and lets him tear one off before
she passes out . . . thus rewarding him for his Betatude even while she despises it.

In the end, she ends up directing while trying to pretend that it's a union of equals.  Even when she
tries to defer to her husband on an issue, even if it's a token "male" issue, he's reluctant to offer an
opinion for fear of upsetting her.  So even while she might get things the way she wants them, the
fact that she could not rely on him for input makes her dissatisfied with the process.  That triggers his
fear response, and he piles on more obsequious Beta . . . precisely what she's finding objectionable.

So she ends up acting Captain without the title or the clout, while he avoids conflict and,
increasingly, his chances at poon.  Mrs. Apple ends up telling Mr. Apple what he needs to do, even if
she finds a nice way to do it without overtly emasculating him.  And if she's telling him, then there's
no room for him to even try to show some Alpha leadership . . . because he feels like it's a trap.

So on top of Inviting your husband to take an active hand, you must reduce his Fear by assuring
him that you will accept the consequences of that, no matter what they are, in advance . . . and
then sticking to that.  You must convince him that you will not second-guess, criticize, undermine,
or otherwise attempt to re-take control once you have ceded it, except in the most dire situations.

And yes, you should prepare yourself for much teeth-gritting and patience as he stumbles through the
idea that he is in charge the first few times.  Because no one gets bitten by a radioactive pit bull and
turns into Alpha Man.  With rare exceptions, they have to learn it the hard way, like Bruce Wayne
did, one painful mistake at a time.

That's the downside of encouraging Alpha, Ladies: your newly-strong and passionate man may
not always do things the way you want.  And you have to not only accept that, you have to be open
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to it.  You have to be willing to accept the consequences of his leadership, even if they suck.

This is especially difficult if you have spent most of your adult life on your own, and have a low
threshold for incompetence.  One flash of impatience and you tear the wheel out of his hand and
you've ruined the entire effort.  It's also difficult if you have standards so rigid  for how things should
be done that you are unwilling to entertain an alternative to something you know is just more efficient
or otherwise preferable.  Just because you know how you do it, that doesn't mean that you know how
he does it, and his way might be . . . different.  You have to bite your tongue and let him make
mistakes without criticism and judgement, unless he solicits it.  If he does solicit it, do your best to
be a diplomatic and helpful First Officer, but do not hand him the answers . . . and don't criticize him
or the process.

Above all, YOU MUST NOT PANIC, JUMP IN, AND TAKE THE WHEEL BECAUSE YOU
THINK HE'S SCREWING IT UP.  Unless the boat is going over a waterfall, you must not only
accept the inevitability of his "screwing up", you must allow him the room to do so without
condemning him.  Point out that you're sorry things didn't go as planned, if you must, and offer him
some quiet encouragement to marshal his resources and rethink through the problem . . . but don't
offer to solve it and don't tell him he's an idiot for not solving it.

It's a confidence thing.  And Betas have a long, hard road back to Alpha levels of confidence ahead of
them.  Think of it as a sandcastle that they're building, one grain of sand at a time.  Until it's
large enough to withstand it's own weight, it will be a fragile thing.  In order to improve his
confidence in his own leadership, you must express your confidence in his leadership even if you
have your doubts.  And you will -- you'd be stupid not too.  But an expression of confidence in his
ability to -- eventually -- handle the situation helps remove some of the "crippling fear of judgement"
element.

Next, you have to clearly and simply state your Expectations.  No, really.  Don't beat around the
bush, don't hint, use innuendo or subtlety - the time for that is past.  Such hints only confuse him
about what you actually want - remember, he isn't another woman.  He doesn't use multi-channel
communication, he has a purely analog mind for these purposes.  If you don't tell him what the
desired goal is, at least one aspect of it that he can hang on to, then he's going to be confused and
hilarity will ensue.
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Consider: When you tell your dude "I really wish you would be more romantic", in so many words,
he has no freaking clue what you really mean, so you end up with flowers and chocolate and dinner .
. . which is all very nice and regular and cliched and boring and not at all what you really meant.
 What you really meant was "I want you to pay me some close, personal attention in a stimulating
environment in a way that leads to emotional intimacy, growing affection, and sexual excitement,
making me feel important and loved and lucky to be with you."

Sure, "romantic" is short-hand for that . . . to women.  But most non-Game dudes cling to the safety
of chocolate/flowers/dinner/diamonds because that's all they know of romance.  So spell out your
expectations without handing him the answers.  Let him know what would make you happy, but
don't be so specific that it turns into a shopping list, not an opportunity for leadership.

Lastly, you have to dangle the Incentive in front of him.  It doesn't have to be sexual (that's just the
simplest and most basic incentive), you can actually give him meaningful reward merely by verbally
paying him some respect.  Mrs. Ironwood assures that the best results come when you leave the
exact nature and means of the incentive vague and nebulous, with the understanding that it will be
commiserate with the effort and the achievement.  But she also cautions that bait-and-switch tactics
undermine the very confidence you are trying to inspire.  If you imply that "very grateful" is
somehow sexual, then you follow through.  If you imply that the pay off will be in admiration
and respect, then it has to be verbal and (if possible and appropriate) delivered publicly.
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(ALPHA BUFF: Ladies, quick-and-dirty way to up your fella's Alpha instantly without him even
realizing it?  Call him out for effusive but reasonable praise in front of a group of people --
friends, family, even in-laws he doesn't like.  Men get a surge of Alpha from both respect and
loyalty, and your public recognition and admiration are just the kind of cheap trick that can put a little
more Tarzan into Saturday nights.  Just sayin'.)

Once you have Invited him to take up the challenge, removed the fear of judgement, assured him of
your approval (even if its just for the effort) and gratitude, invoked your confidence in him, and
presented the lure of a grateful incentive then . . . you just have to sit back and wait. 

That's the hard part, for two reasons: firstly, because some guys are so mired in Beta that you might
have to repeat this two or three times before he gets it.  Secondly, because sitting around and waiting
for the Alpha to sprout can be maddeningly frustrating.

You can mitigate this by starting with small things, low-hanging fruit.  For example, if you tell him
"I've got the last weekend of the month free . . . I want to go away together.  Just the two of us.
 Would you please make the arrangements? Whatever you pick will be fine, I just want to go
someplace.  Surprise me, but let me know what kind of clothes to pack about a week beforehand, so
I'll be ready.  I'm confident you'll find somewhere intriguing to go," then that gives you everything on
the list:
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1. Invitation ("Would You Please Make The
Arrangements?")
2. Expectation ("I Want To Go Away Together For The Weekend")
3. Removal of Fear ("Whatever You Pick Will Be Fine")
4. Assurance of Approval/Inspiration of Confidence ("Surprise Me . . . I'm Confident You'll Find
Somewhere Intriguing")
5. Incentive ("Just The Two Of Us" [giggity])

And that's the proper way to extend an invitation to a dude.

One of three things will happen.

a) He ignores you completely.

b) He makes a tepid stab at it, but folds and asks you for advice and more information.

c) He stumbles a bit, but manages to find someplace that technically fulfills your expectations, even if
the details are, perhaps, not what you envisioned.

d) Free of restrictions and constraints, he will pick an extraordinary getaway destination that truly
surprises you.  Mad wet panties as a result.

So how do you deal with each of these situations?  That comes under Follow-Through.  It varies
according to his response, and should be tailored to the situation, but in general if he ignores you, you
should repeat yourself at least once, without prejudice.  If he ignores you twice, then proceed to the
Direct Approach:
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Grab both of his hands suddenly.  Sit him down in a
chair.  Crawl into his lap until you are straddling him.  Grab his face.  Kiss him for no less than ten
seconds straight.  Use tongue.  Make moany noises.  Continue until you feel the bulge rise under your
booty.  Break the kiss.  Say,

"Now, do I have your complete and undivided attention?"  Wait for positive response.  Then repeat
the original Invitation.

He will probably pick up on it the second time.

In the case of b), a variation of the Direct Approach is called for.  Repeat all the steps up to the
dialog.  Substitute:

"If I wanted to make the arrangements, I would have made the arrangements.  I wanted you to make
the arrangements.  So make the arrangements.  There are no wrong answers.  As long as I don't end
up at a gun show or a NASCAR rally, and it's someplace no one can hear you scream, we're good.

 Don't overthink it, just do it."  Repeat kiss.  Walk away and wiggle your ass.

Then be prepared for a lusty weekend at a Collard Greens festival or such, because yeah, he's
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probably going to screw it up.  It doesn't matter.  He tried.  He made an effort.  If the result sucks
scissors, you must still reward the effort.  One more grain of confidence to his pile.  In case of c),
your best bet is to utterly ignore the quirky-to-abysmal conditions and focus on the "Just The Two Of
Us" element.  Yes, you should still hump him silly, because sexual positive reinforcement works with
dudes like bells with slobbery dogs.

But afterwards, when you do comment on it, keep your criticism light and suggestive ("Maybe next
time we could try the hotel without the chalk line silhouettes in the room -- it looked like they had a
salad bar!") without bringing him down.  Make sure to thank him for the effort and assure him that
you not only had some fun on the little adventure, that you appreciate all of his hard work and efforts
to make it happen.  Then screw him again when you get home, just to emphasize the point.

If you get option d) you are a very lucky woman.

If he absolutely blows you away, and you find yourself having
lunch in Paris, singing a duet with your favorite pop star, or sampling champagne while a horse-
drawn carriage drives you down to the two-masted sailboat your husband has hired to whisk you
away to the Bahamas overnight, then you have struck Prime Husband.  Fuck him rotten upon
arrival.  Blow him like it's prom night.  Seriously consider anal.  Offer to get a tramp-stamp tattoo of
his name.  Think about a threesome with a $1000 a night hooker.  Dress up in a schoolgirl outfit and
put your hair in pigtails.  Compose an ode to his penis.  You do everything in your power to make
him feel manly, mighty, and truly Alpha.

And before you know it . . . he'll start acting truly Alpha.  Because nothing incites the ambition for
Alpha like getting righteously laid by a stone freak that you just happen to be married to.
 Success breeds confidence, and to dudes nothing makes you more confident than successful
breeding.  If he manages Option D, then you start thinking up shit to do to him you've only heard
about on the internet.  That kind of positive reinforcement is just the feedback his masculine soul
needs to give him the desire to be the kind of man you want him to be.
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After a couple of slow balls, you can consider upping the ante . . . but
don't push him too far or too fast.  Slowly but surely extend him invitations to act, and then persuade
him that it is in his interest to accept them.  Pick things you know are well within his scope, at
first, before getting too challenging.   Don't expect him to go full Picard the first time, but gradually
increase the difficulty of the challenges and the richness of reward.

And if you think using sex as an incentive is somehow cheap, demeaning, or an insult to
your femininity and individual independence . . . grow the fuck up.  You're married, you aren't in high
school anymore.  Sex for romance, intimacy and love is for the infatuation stage the honeymoon, and
vacation sex.  When you're married, sometimes you have sex because that's what married people do.
 It isn't always about your personal feelings on the subject.

Believe me, your husband swallowed his personal feelings
when he suffered through all of those bridal shows and your sister's piano recital.  He's bought
tampons for you against his inclination.  He's done plenty of stuff he wasn't into, for the sake of the
marriage.  If you suffer from the illusion that all good sex is an intimate and erotic expression of love,
then you don't need to be married.  Married sex is like a huge box of chocolates: there's plenty of
variety, and every now and then you'll come across something you just don't like, but it's only candy.
 There will always be another piece in the box.  And you know that caramel praline you've been
craving is hiding out there, somewhere . . .

One of the dramatic misconceptions that has arisen out of the feminist-influenced Sexual Revolution
is that if every sexual experience in marriage is anything less than a magical intimate gestalt of
emotion, spirit, and pleasure, then the wife is being cheated somehow.  The fact is, in marriages that
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last (that is, non-feminist-oriented ones) there's plenty of mediocre sex.  For both parties.  That's
what you are signing up for.  If you can't handle that, then don't get married and stay on the
carousel.

The trade-off is that when it's good, married sex is REALLY fucking
good, because you can do things with your wife of 20 years that you couldn't even consider
proposing to a woman half her age.  While the dude who goes out and puts 10 notches on his post
in a month with his exotic harem of FBs and ONS is seen as a successful player by any reasonable
standard, the fact is he only has sex 10 times in a month.  That's just barely the married average.
 While he's struggling mightily to break new ground and add another notch, a married couple can go
through foreplay, intercourse, and afterplay before he's found the first likely prospect of the evening.
 And an hour later, they can do it again.

Married sex might be mediocre on average, but in a Red Pill marriage, it's plentiful with occasional
flashes of brilliance.  If a dude has good Married Game and can juggle the Alpha/Beta skillset
skillfully enough, then the opportunities for such flashes go up as his woman becomes more inspired.
 If a dude is trapped in Betaland, he requires an invitation to escape before he can find his Alpha.  An
invitation to lead.  An invitation to be the kind of man you know he has the potential to be, and the
kind of man he wants to be.

But he has to accept the Invitation in the first place.  He might be reluctant to, so keep it simple.
 Repeat the offer, if you must, but extend the Invitation to follow his masculinity and find his Alpha.
 And then hump him righteously as a reward.
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Male Values and Female Values
February 8, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

When attempting to dissect masculinity and femininity and discover the scope of their roles in how
we live our lives, it doesn't take long to recognize that while the two genders do use the same
language, the way that they approach things and think about things is, in aggregate, very different.

(Well, duh.  Brilliant insight, Ian.)

Most folks stop there and leave the rest up to culture and society to determine.  But when you keep
delving into just HOW the genders approach things differently, even more observations are possible.
 For instance, while both men and women have a plethora of common values as human beings, each
gender brings a different priority set of those values to the table often influenced by whether they sit
or stand when they pee.

Case in point: Over at the venerable lefty HuffPo, a recent post by Jean Oelwang, CEO of Virgin
Unite, the entrepreneurial foundation of the worldwide Virgin Group, illustrates this better than I
could.  In an effort to find a silver lining in the crappy economy and heated gender wars, she bravely
points out several ways that business is "better" in the 21st century, thanks to female values.  (In
fairness, she squirms away from labelling them as such, attempting to find a gender-neutral
description that encompasses these values, so she settles on Gaian Values.  After Gaia, the ancient
Greek Mother Goddess.  A swing and a miss!)

She begins thusly:

"I believe that women haven't been assuming more leadership positions in the world today because the
systems we've created often do not place the right value on the strengths that women can bring to the
table."

This, of course, flies in the face of the fact that women have been assuming leadership positions at an ever-
increasing rate.  Indeed, she takes apparent issue at the rate, and wants it to increase even more.    Why?
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 Because the "systems" we've created don't place the "right value" on women's strengths.

Only they aren't really "women's" strengths, because that wouldn't be politically correct, hence the Gaia imagery to
encompass all.  Bowing before the female value of Consensus, she equivocates and refuses to attempt to instill a
sense of Order on the subject by calling out feminine values as feminine.   But then she goes on to point them out
exclusively where she sees women displaying them:

Here are three that tend to be prominent in many of the inspiring women I've had the good
fortune to work with. 

 Let's break these down and examine them as Feminine Values, instead of Gaian Values.

People matter -- capitalism started out with this premise, freeing people to make a living
and pursue their dreams, but as greed fogged people's views on what really matters, the
increasing lack of equity has led to unacceptable human suffering.
Fortunately, our newly connected world has now put the power back into people's hands.
Leaders who put people and equity first will break through the glass ceiling hand in hand
with the people they are leading.
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"People Matter" is the same thing as saying "Feelings matter".  In point of fact, capitalism started out
with no more sophisticated premise than maximizing profits and creating wealth -- people were
merely factors in the equation.  The goal wasn't to free people to make a living and pursue dreams, it
was to sell a product or service at a profit.  Romanticizing capitalism (which was invented,
developed, and perfected by males, according to Male Values) is no more than a clever
rationalization.  People are resources to capitalism, and while they are valuable resources capitalism
doesn't owe them anything but honest pay for honest work, and possibly health-insurance where
mandated.

While industrial capitalism frequently sought to diminish the role of the worker's needs in an effort to
simplify and streamline the process, industrial capitalism is nearly dead in our country.  The "power"
in the people's hands stems from their ability to access and use the internet, not through any real
evolution in business philosophy.  So while "people matter", these days "people matter" the most
when their jobs can be eliminated.  And the leaders who put people first -- over profits, over policy,
over efficiency -- are going to find themselves out of the job, because shareholders don't care about
people.  They care about profits and retuns-on-investment.

"People Matter" means "business should be run for the benefit of the workers, and not the other
stakeholders".  "People Matter", in Female Values, actually means "all people matter equally", that
the product is of less value than the process.  That's not to say it isn't, strictly speaking, true -- just not
in the way Ms. Oelwang presents.

The Male Value corollary of "People Matter" is "Some People Matter More Than Others", and
that irks the female valued ideal of absolute consensus and fairness.  It's not egalitarian.  It's openly
elitist.  And it's a Red Pill observable truth.  It is an evolved and well-trusted male value that the
Right Man for the Right Job brings smoother production, higher efficiency, and a sense of
competition that fuels innovation and improvement in both process and product.  Get the right
designer in your firm and your kids go to Harvard.  Get the wrong one, and they're going to end up
sending them to community college.
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Consider: the key position in an advertising agency, Creative Director, is the one responsible for
hiring artists, copywriters, printers, and dealing with the needs of the client.  Get a bad Creative
Director and your clients fell like lemmings.  Get a good one and the phone doesn't stop ringing.  As
impressive or non-impressive as the title Creative Director is, in most shops it is the key job.  It
usually comes with more money, more responsibility, and more prestige.

Under "People Matter", the person who has the greatest need for those additional resources (pay,
responsibility, prestige) should be given the job.  If Frank and Felicia are both up for it,
competitively, then the president of the company is going to have to make a decision . . . and if he
makes that decision based on Felicia's seniority and the fact that everyone in the office likes her and
thinks she deserves it, then he may well be skipping the fact that Felicia hasn't had an original thought
in two decades and still keeps a MySpace account active.  Frank might be a son-of-a-bitch to work
for, and he might already have a bulging 401k and own his own home, but when the rubber meets the
road his original ideas are what propel clients and move profits, not the "people matter" selection of
Felicia for the job of Creative Director.

The difference in approach is telling.  It's one reason why women tend to perform better in process-
oriented work, for example.  Human resource departments attract women because the "people matter"
value is ingrained at a vocational level in them, whereas sales departments, the most competitive
arena in business, tend to be predominantly male in most industries.

But most men understand the value of "people matter" much differently, and often in the negative.
 One idiot on the team can, for example, doom the entire team if he/she doesn't know their shit.
 "People Matter" is a Feminine Value . . . but to the Masculine Value system it's more of a warning.

Openness is the best policy -- as the world becomes more interconnected, this value will
become more important. Honest dialogue will become the new power, the new success, the
new sexy.

Uh, no.
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"Openness is the best policy" can be most easily seen as a Female Value on the principal that women
have a seemingly pathological instinct to expose that which is hidden for no better reason than it
shouldn't be hidden . . . according to their judgement.

Men keep secrets.  That's something that drives women crazy, even if they do a fair amount of it
themselves. Worse (to women), men keep secrets and then don't even have the good grace to feel
horribly guilty about it . . . so guilty they just HAVE to tell someone to spare their soul the burden.

"Openness is the best policy" is a Female Value, but it comes with many, many strings.  For one,
"openness is the best policy" does not in fact celebrate accountability, as it seems to on the surface.
 "Accountability is the best policy" could be construed as a Masculine Value, but accountability and
"openness" are two very different things.  Women value "openness", but they often fear true
accountability.  Women love to "clear the air" in an office environment, for instance, because airing
grievances makes them feel better.  But once a male colleague attempts to call a female teammate to
account about actual work performance, perhaps asking for specific work products or a time log of
hours worked, suddenly "openness" isn't quite so important as "consensus".

And as far as "honest dialog", the Female Value of Openness is highly selective about just how
honest the dialog can become before it crosses a line.  TRUE honesty and accountability are not what
is being promoted here.  It is the mere appearance of transparency, with the understanding that the
ability to be honest in discussions ceases being a benefit when it ceases being a boon to women.

What Ms. Oelwang seems to be trying to denigrate is the male propensity for conserving information.
 Why do we do this, when "openness is the best policy"?

Because men compete, and secrets give us a competitive advantage.  "Openness" is an attempt to
limit those carefully-cultivated advantages to the benefit of others, i.e. women who didn't cultivate
secrets.  If Frank spends all weekend building a new ad campaign for his firm's new client in an effort
to get the plum assignment, he isn't going to want to share that information with Felicia, because he
and Felicia are competitors  even if they are working for the same company.  Competition is a strong
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Masculine Value, and it is the basis on which capitalism is predicated.  Therefore Openness, as Ms.
Oelwang describes it, is antithetical to the male value of competitiveness.

Collaboration is queen -- the fight for the top rung of the ladder is becoming irrelevant in
the face of the issues and opportunities we face as a global community.

Bullshit.

Look, I work in a creative field, and there is definitely a role for collaboration.  but beware this term.
 It use to mean "equal contribution by both parties to the final product", but these days it usually
means "can I get my name on that paper if I type it up for you?"

Collaboration is a rationalization for Consensus, a Female Value.  Individual efforts in a competitive
marketplace promotes the individual and individual achievement.  "Collaboration" allows the
consensus to take credit regardless of the efforts of the collaborating parties, and allows those parties
plausible deniability to the point of escaping accountability.

The problem is that women see competition merely as a "fight for the top rung of the ladder", instead
of the far more nuanced approach that men take.  Yes, ascending the hierarchy is a major goal, not
because it grants you more power and resources (those are just gravy), but because it is proof of your
competitive value.  Consensus and collaboration bleed achievement of its glory.  Being the author of
a brilliant paper is outstanding . . . being one of seven authors of a brilliant paper is six-sevenths less
outstanding.
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The difference in approach is reflective of how men and women view such efforts in general.  Males
value competition, because it allows them a means of distinguishing themselves among men which in
turns attracts mating possibilities and social capital within the Male Social Matrix.  Females dislike
being singled out for achievement, because within the Female Social Matrix women who achieve
beyond the limits of consensus are singled out for attack by the rest of the crab-basket.  Women enjoy
"collaboration" because it conceals the scope and quality of their individual work and allows them to
hide within the collective collaboration.

Since when is position, prestige, money and power "irrelevant?"  That sounds like someone who has
made it trying to convince her competitors that they can quit competing now because the game is
over.  What Ms. Oelwang does not mention is that while "collaboration is queen" in the post-
industrial economy, "competition is STILL King", and therefore more important.  Collaborate all you
like . . . but your "collaborators" will not hesitate to use your collaboration as a weakness against you.
 Cooperation is great, until the effort you spend in the cooperation becomes less than the value you
receive from it.  Because at that point, you are essentially working for someone else, ala Tom
Sawyer.

Remember when he got every boy in the neighborhood to collaborate on painting a fence?

Ms. Oelwang finishes with this inspiring call-to-action:

Those who join forces with others for far better outcomes will topple the ladders and build
solid, equitable foundations for the emergence of a new way of living and doing business.
So women (and men) armed with these Gaia values are perfectly positioned to take on
powerful leadership roles in this changing world order.

The future of successful business will incorporate these values and always do well by doing
good. At Virgin Unite we've been calling this "Screwing Business as Usual." There has
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never been a better time and more critical need for women to embrace leadership roles and
for all of us to embrace their Gaia.

This is where she essentially encourages everyone to abandon
business practices that have been effective and efficient for centuries . . . because we'll feel better
about things when we do.  While Ms. Oelwang is quick to point out that these "new" values are going
to lead to a "new way of living and doing business", she fails to specify in any meaningful way why
this should be the case . . . or whether or not it manages to achieve anything other than "feeling
good".   And the last time I saw an organization who judged its success on whether or not everyone
was feeling good was a kids' summer camp.

Major multinational corporations?  Not so much.

Ms. Oelwang and her compatriots can attempt to trumpet Female Values as superior in this new age
and new economy, but they aren't making a compelling point for them.  At most she's putting it
forward as "if you don't conform to this then the women in the workplace will throw rocks at you",
hardly a compelling argument.

Its telling that the division of Virgin she leads is the . . . charitable division.  The place where Sir
Richard Branson  makes himself feel better about his billions.  While philanthropic and charitable
organizations are noble and important elements of the free market system, one can hardly call the
same values and virtues that work with non-profits and export them to the "real" business world.  
Female Values work great when the goal is to give money away.  When the goal is to MAKE money,
however . . .

Just imagine a small company espousing these Female Values.  Say an advertising agency.

McWomann and Tate agency, a small competitor in a large market, wants to succeed.  Its female
CEO wants to promote collaboration, openness, and "People matter" as proud mission statements.
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 That sounds great on paper, but . . .

. . . when artists and copywriters and other creative people on the payroll are told that their individual
contributions to the project they're on will not be celebrated or rewarded, merely the
team's collaborative effort, then the opportunity to distinguish oneself is gone.  The opportunity for
individual merit and reward is gone.  The impetus for bringing your "A" game . . . gone.  In the end,
Frank stops even going to the endless collaborative meetings and waits for the team "collaboration"
to come up with a concept (even though he's got a good one . . . but he won't bring it because he
knows in advance that the collaboration will get credit, not the individual).

. . . when Felicia starts to suspect that Frank isn't being fully forthcoming with the creative brilliance,
due to the dilution of collaboration, she starts demanding to see his notes and sketches in the name of
the female value of Openness.  She accuses Frank of holding out his best work.  Frank is
understandably reluctant -- he  already brought sufficient work to the collaborative effort, more than
others, perhaps.  He wants to keep his best stuff under wraps until it's well-developed and can be used
to greatest effect . . . for his advancement.  Mindless devotion to consensus and collaboration, he
knows, doesn't get you rewarded in business.  It doesn't get you promoted.  It doesn't get you noticed.
 Being open about his work and his perspective would be working counter to Frank's goal of success.

. . . when Frank decides he wants a couple of supplementary sketches done up real quick, he goes
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over and asks Fred if he can knock 'em out real quick . . . in the spirit of "collaboration".  But Felicia
gets wind of it and doesn't approve -- not when there's a bright young (female) intern, Francine, who
is just itching for a chance at the big time and a chance to show up boring old Fred.  Felicia
intervenes and hands off the work to Francine without telling Frank, because "people matter", and
clearly Fred is trying to deprive Francine of opportunity, which hurts her feelings.  The fact that
Francine can't work at Fred's level is immaterial; the fact that Fred's experience demonstrates he
knows what the hell he's doing isn't valid.  The fact that Frank knows Fred knows EXACTLY what
he wants, and will produce it in a timely manner, is unimportant compared to the feminine value that
says Francine's position matters...even if she's been there for less than six months.

When you see feminine values such as openness, collaboration, and "people matter" being promoted
at the expense of traditional, proven business values like competition and ambition (which just
happen to be a lot like Male Values, for some reason), then beware.  Reconsider doing business with
that firm.  Not because they're being run for women based on female values, but because they
probably aren't going to be around very long.

Would you work for McWomann and Tate, knowing that you will never get a chance to shine?  As a
dude, are you willing to submit yourself to the female value of the Crab Basket, with no one
individual EVER rising above the others in any meaningful way without being snapped back?
 Consider carefully.

The whole "the future of business is doing Good!" (with "good" being defined exclusively by female
values) is highly misleading . . . and any young man who tries to seriously incorporate them into his
career strategy in any real way does so at his peril, unless he's in a barbershop quartet.

Because that's the place where men find the most value in collaboration, openness, and people
mattering.  

PS: If you haven't seen it yet, check out this month's Prefeminist Artist of the Month page on Coby
Whitmore!
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What Do Divorce Experts Say Women Want for Valentines
Day?
February 11, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

MORE Beta!

If the social expectations of Valentine’s Day are already stinging your newly-opened eyes, with the
idea of blowing your dough on flowers, candy, diamonds and other stylized, symbolic representations
of your devotion undermining your efforts of an authentic emotionally-meaningful display, then hold
on to your fedoras, Gentlemen: apparently this exercise in blanket gender abasement just isn’t GOOD
enough for the feminists of America.  At least according to the illustrious left-wing tabloid HuffPo,
where the message is loud and clear: this year feminists want their menfolk to be even MORE Beta!

The obsequious posturing, overindulgent gifting and fawning devotion of yesteryear are no longer
sufficient for the gals.  Apparently, on the one day of the year in which one is supposed to celebrate
one’s romantic and sexual union with your mate is just TOO DARN MUCH PRESSURE for the
feminists of America.

The gifts, the flowers, the candy, they’re great and all . . . but they aren’t enough.  You see, that sets
up the idea that the women in question might feel OBLIGATED to have sex with the men in their
lives ("husbands"), the ones who just shelled out a car payment on an expression of their affection
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that can be adequately bragged about at work.  And if men are getting anything out of it, then it has to
be BAD for women.

In a disgusting orgy of self-gratifying entitlement, the authors of the post (Rabbi Robert B. Barr and
Dr. Jill Bley, PhD.) reveal:

As wives everywhere unwrap their gifts, they'll be thinking, "So what's in this for me?" Far from
being that romantic holiday as depicted on the cards, Valentine's Day has become another time for
men to place more expectations on women.

I’ll just let that lovely tidbit of cognitive dissonance settle on your frontal lobes for a moment.  “As
they unwrap their gifts” . . . “what’s in this for me?” . . . irony much?

The authors of the post make a compelling argument: men already suck pretty badly.  Just ask
women.  Here are the reasons why women should spitefully reject their husband’s solemn attempts at
a socially-appropriate and likely heartfelt display at love and devotion:

[W]omen are working harder than men.

(Men must therefore  suck.  How dare they, the lazy bastards!  Unemployment is NOT an excuse!)

Most are still being paid less for their work outside the home.

(Most avoided lucrative technical career paths that would have led to higher salaries in favor of more
“meaningful” work . . . that often means more hours and less pay.)

They are likely to be shouldering more of the burden of household and child rearing responsibilities
than men.

(Unlike their unmarried contemporaries, who are doing 100% of the housework without any masculine
assistance, the lucky ladies!) 
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Women in the workplace continue to face sexism, spoken and unspoken.

(Men in the workplace continue to die and get maimed at a far higher rate than women)

They are often exhausted by the expenditure of energy trying to combat the sexism they face without
appearing petty or bitchy.

(Men are usually just exhausted from working . . . there’s too much to do to worry about appearing petty and
bitchy)

Their work day is almost never over when they arrive back in their homes.

(Whereas men utterly lack post-work activities and job-related homework)

Poor, beleaguered feminist wives!  How they suffer!  

Seriously, it’s bad enough that they actually deigned to marry a male in the first place, thereby
rescuing him from a fate of cheap and easy sex, beer, and action movies.  To actually have to work
IN ADDITION to running a marriage?  That’s a little too much for the poor dears, apparently.   

And of course the LAST thing they want to do is be reminded of their distasteful and embarrassing
social plight by the possibility of catering to her husband’s beastly lusts. 

Adding insult to injury, Valentine's Day becomes an opportunity for men, in the guise of
romance, to obligate their wives to sex when what their wives really want is time to relax,
sleep, and have their houses cleaned by someone else.

Because Sex is apparently the insult to the injury of Marriage.  And understanding that men are
incapable of carnal congress with even a modicum of emotional content behind it, Barr and Bley
quite rightly identify the entire phenomenon with what it so clearly is: one small step away from
socially-mandated justified rape.  Because the LAST thing a hard-working wife wants on
Valentine’s Day is to get laid.  Sex is a chore, to feminists, and the mere fact that we have a holiday
devoted to the idea of romantic love and the special bond between a man and a woman is no reason to
bow to the iron will of the Patriarchy.

Thought women enjoyed Valentine’s Day, gentlemen?  You sadistic bastards.  It’s a crushing hell of
obligatory sex and feigned affection.  Indeed, according to Mssrs. Barr & Bley, the very sight of a red
heart can inspire a violent reaction:

For many women Valentine's Day does not bring out romantic feelings,
instead, it ignites anger and frustration.  Valentine's Day seems to
benefit men while requiring women to smile as they accommodate the
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desires of another man one more time.

Yes, all of those nasty Pandora bracelets, diamond earrings, new cars and 4 star dinners are for OUR
benefit, Gentlemen.  Just one more way we can guilt our wives onto their backs, making them the
unwilling slaves to our salacious for the cost of a mere dozen long-stem red roses and an
uncomfortable relationship discussion!  Celebrate love?  In the feminist universe, love and marriage
are polar opposites, a distasteful and necessary evil required for the support of progeny, nothing
more.  If you needed further proof of the Patriarchy’s evil plan, Barr and Bley can pinpoint the
villains:

 

Women, at home and work, continually face the challenges of men who demand
much and don't give enough in return. While it is claimed that it is a holiday for
women it doesn't take much to see that it's the men who get what they want,
while women are wanting.

Hear that, Gents?  You demand too much.  And you don't give enough in return, you ungrateful
assholes.  Your woman doesn’t want romance and love, attention and affection, validation of her
femininity and of your attraction to her . . . she wants laundry and a nap.  

And anything less than that is proof – PROOF! – that you don’t really love them.

So let’s take a look at the stunning relationship advice these wise folks give in order for you to keep
your wife from feeling sexually oppressed, and consider their implications.  Barr and Bley think that
what your wivesREALLY want is:
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Something they want but you don’t know what it is because she’s not going to tell you. (hint:1.
you can’t buy her anything you’d like to see her in, you’d think she’d like, etc.  It has to be
something she picks out and you just pay for, because that’s what good feminist Beta
husbands do).

Forget about sex and ask for a honeydew list.2.

Clean the house . . . like a chick.  Because the way you USUALLY do it (which is just fine for3.
you) sucks, and is proof that you secretly despise her.  It isn’t clean until she says it’s “chick
clean”.

Do the laundry.  Because a box of Tide is a hell of a lot more meaningful than another stupid,4.
expensive Pandora charm no one knows what the hell it means anyway.

Make dinner or “make reservations”.  As if you didn't have enough reservations at this point . .5.
. 

Do all of her housework for her. 6.

Don’t have sex with her unless she specifically requests it in writing.7.

If sex is what she wants, don't really bring the penis into it.  Toss her a vibrator and then go to8.
sleep.

It’s telling that both Barr and Bley are in various aspects of the Divorce Industry, as this advice could
have been written as a public service announcement for the Divorce Lawyers Association.  Anyone
with any Red Pill understanding will see that the above list of what women “really” want from the
men they've sworn to spend their lives with isn’t the solid strength and passionate embrace of the love
of their lives in a tempest of Alpha-laden erotic meaning, its:
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Beta1.

Beta2.

Beta3.

Beta4.

Beta5.

Beta6.

Beta7.

and more Beta8.

Seriously, if that post doesn’t depress the hell out of any married woman who reads it, she has bigger
issues in her marriage than Valentine’s Day.  Most of the Manosphere despises V-Day as the
commercialized Hallmark holiday it is, an opportunity for women to guilt men into socially-
braggable expensive displays of their devotion.  Really, sex was the only reason we guys ever
indulged in the exercise anyway.

The problem with American marriages, according to Barr & Bley, is that the dudes are just too
darn Alpha for their poor feminist wives.  The answer to a troubled marriage is, according to folks
who make their living off of divorce, to add even MORE Beta.  Men are STILL too manly, and
women are STILL too oppressed.  Imagine, all of those poor, college-educated wives out there being
in miserable and oppressive marriages, instead of the liberating and fun-filled world of Dating 2.0! 
The husbands of America must be totally evil bastards if the consensus of feminist opinion is
that the way to celebrate marriage and love in our society is by doing laundry, not your wife, on
Valentines Day.
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If the feminists of the world want their fellas to go full-fledged flaccid Beta feminization, as Barr and
Bley contend, then it behooves their Blue Pill husbands to indulge them.  I’m sure you know of a
couple (or are part of a couple) where the hapless AFC turns in a standard-performance every V-Day,
and still gets bitched out for how he got it “wrong” by his feminist-leaning wife even if he gets duty
sex.  Because guys suck.  And Valentines’ day isn’t about THEM. Or their nasty penises.  True
Love?  That's for suckers.  The hard-working corporate feminist wives are tired of picking up the
slack for their lazy hubbies, just to be expected to put out after being showered with gifts and praise.

Of course, if you're a dude, the above-message probably feels like a hot blade being jabbed again and
again into your kidney by collective femininity, further proof that women don't understand their own
attraction (nor, apparently, do rabbis).  

SO . . . here’s what I propose.  The Beta Revolt.

If you are a Blue Pill dude who is in an unhappy marriage with a feminist wife (or just know one –
and let’s face it, we all know at least one) – then this Feb 14 is your chance.  This is your
opportunity to suggest that -- perhaps -- her approach to your marriage and relationship has failed to
take into account one very important factor: her husband.
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While your wife is at work, scrub the house and do laundry.  Take
a six-pack and make a day of it – and clean the holy fuck out of the place.  Like you’re getting ready
to show it.  Get the laundry folded and put away, everything.  If you have a Red Pill pal, ask him to
help. 

Then do it just like the article says.  Order a single cheese pizza, buy a cheap vibrator, some bubble-
bath and a single-serving bottle of wine.  Hell, throw in a DVD of some lame romcom.  No flowers,
no candy, no jewelry – make sure youstick to the Barr-Bley Plan.

Then print out the HuffPo article, in its entirety.  In color, even.  Leave it folded up on the pizza
box with the following note:

Happy Valentine’s Day, Honey! 

I know how much you admire and like to promote feminist principles, and after I saw this
article I realized that I had been unintentionally oppressing you all this time, and I had
no idea.  I really took it to heart, discussed it with my friends, and came to some
realizations about our marriage.  So I took the advice in the article, and I think you’ll
find that the house is clean enough for your mother to visit.  The laundry is done, folded,
and put away.  I even got some help on the yard. 

To continue the festivities, you’ll notice I got you dinner, so you wouldn’t have to cook or
clean tonight.  There’s a bottle of bubble bath, so you can indulge yourself and rest from
your hard and stressful day.  I think you’ll like the movie, too, and I you combined it with
the bath and the wine, you’ll be nice and relaxed.  Plus, if you’re feeling particularly
relaxed and want to indulge yourself, I took the liberty of buying you a new toy.  Enjoy! 

Now, as you look over my humble offering, please note that I didn’t waste money on
roses, flowers of any sort, candy, jewelry, or a fancy dinner, all of which might set up the
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obligation of sex in your mind – and you know that’s the last thing I want to do.  This is
about you.  All the feminist articles I’ve read have said something like this, that this is
what you REALLY want for Valentine’s Day, and who am I to question the wisdom of the
collective femininity?  I want you to truly enjoy yourself without expectation or
obligation.

So dig in, have a glass of wine, take a bubble bath, watch a movie, and tear one off, if
you’d like.  And while you do, remember what a kind, thoughtful considerate husband
you have.  Delight in the knowledge that you have a truly transcendent feminist marriage,
one in which the needs and the responsibilities of the household are equally shared
between us, without either party dominating the other.  Where issues of sex and affection
are secondary to a good working-relationship.  Where erotic attention and thoughtful
appreciation of our intimate selves rightfully takes a backseat to our common goal of

equal dignity and mutual respect. 

And while you are thinking about this, eating your pizza, drinking your wine, and
watching your movie, I’m going to be at a strip club, Hooters, or area sports bar to
celebrate the wonderful independence and strength of our marriage.  At exactly 8:30 pm.
I’ll be arriving at ___________, staying for half an hour for a drink, and then I’m going
to check into a motel, so that you can enjoy your Valentine’s Day evening in peace
without me pestering you for sex.

If you decide, however, that you are finding the ideology of feminism somehow lacking
when it comes to how we conduct our marriage, and wish to discuss it further, then you
know where I’ll be and when and for how long. 

But understand that if you show up, you’ll be essentially asking to get boned so hard your
ancestors get sore, without apology, without regret, and without too much foreplay. 
You’ll be admitting that you’d rather be a real woman loved by a real, passionate man the
way a real husband loves a real wife than a co-equal partner of a semi-permanent
domestic arrangement.  And you’ll be admitting that you place more faith, stock, and
value in the strength of our marriage than you do in how a couple of “experts” suggest
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you should feel about it and the important issue of housework that apparently plagues
your mind, day and night, instead of having sex with me.

 So consider carefully: Delicious, freshly-delivered pizza, a
tasty glass of wine, a luxurious bubblebath, an entertaining movie and an early evening
to bed with your new plastic pal, or a night of seedy, nasty lovemaking that will challenge
your personal boundaries and possibly cause a UTI.  

 You’re probably wondering why I’m doing this, too.   Heck, you might even be worried
that this is some kind of mid-life crisis.  That's not entirely inaccurate.  The fact is, I’m
not entirely happy with how things have been going in our marriage, and I figured this
would be a novel way to get your attention on the matter.  

 And while, of course, I'm always open to frank and open discussion, the fact is that the
attitudes towards husbands expressed in this article are fairly common from what I
understand.  I'd sincerely like to know your take on the subject, but of course I completely
understand if you do not want to interrupt your rare quality time and would prefer to
discuss this at another time.  

Either way, I guess I’ll see you in the morning.

Happy Valentines Day!

Love,

Your Average Beta Chump Husband

Then go to a bar.  Have a few, but don’t get drunk.  Take an hour to drop by a buddy’s house and
change into something sharp-looking.  Seriously, do your damnedest to make yourself look HOT. 
Do, indeed, rent a hotel room – you’re going to need it, one way or another.  Then go to the
designated bar fifteen minutes before the designated time, park yourself on a stool, order a drink, and
wait.  And turn off your cell phone.

If she shows up looking sweet, feminine, and ready to be your wife on Valentine’s Day, make it
worth her while.  And shag her rotten.
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If she shows up with tears in her eyes, wearing sweatpants
and no make-up, begging for you to come home and “talk about this”, then hand her your hotel card,
tell her that’s where you’ll talk – naked –  give her a kiss on the cheek, and leave.

If she doesn’t show up . . . then you have married a confirmed feminist who is probably on her way
to becoming your ex-wife, no matter how thoughtful she told you she thought the pizza was.. 

Now, I understand that the danger rate is pretty high on this – but if your marriage has been suffering
anyway, one more lame-ass Valentine’s Day isn’t going to help matters any.  In fact, it’s just going to
pit your feeble Betatude against her imagined hyper-Alpha ideal, and your shit is going to look weak
in comparison.

But this?  This is Alpha.  It might sting, but its unmistakable backbone.  She might get pissed off, but
she won’t be bored.  And you’ve got about a 50-50 shot at hotel sex (more, if you aren’t choosy about
who it’s with).  If your relationship has been going through one unsatisfactory “relationship
discussion” after another, and you’re struggling with finding a good Red Pill moment to draw a line
in the sand, this might be your day. This might be the way.  Because nothing says “your relationship
is in trouble” to any woman, feminist or not, than having her co-workers ask “so what did your
husband do for you on Valentine’s Day?” with a knowing smile, and having to say “he let me bathe,
sleep, and masturbate by myself while he was at a strip bar and then checked into a hotel.”

I mean, “we had surprise hotel sex” sounds a lot better, or at least a lot less dysfunctional.  Even to
alleged feminists.

Gentlemen, if you're considering taking the Red Pill, make this Valentines Day your day to revolt
from Beta Chumpatude and start cultivating the Alpha that she might not even know she wants.  Buy
yourself (and/or her) a copy of Married Man's Sex Life Primer and start standing up straight when
you walk.  Study Married Game and then game the hell out of your wife . . . whether she "wants" it or
not.  Start taking control of your marriage, your relationship, and your sex life . . . before you get
stuck doing laundry in a vain attempt to earn her love, respect, and poon.  Do it right, and then next
year you'll have to think up something crazy to do for Valentine's Day . . . because just regular great
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sex will be so ordinary that it just won't be as special anymore.  That doesn't mean you can get out of
doing laundry, though.

Because, as Mrs. Ironwood says, a dude doing laundry is sexiest when the sheets he's washing he
messed up honestly.
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PLEASE STAND BY
February 24, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link
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Breaking Beta: The Boob Test
March 20, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

If there is any better demonstration that the Red Pill isn’t blanket misogyny and unreasonable
expectations, it’s the HUGE number of female readers I seem to have developed.  These women are
eager to hear what I have to say about the male psyche and appreciate my observations about the
female psyche.  More importantly, they want something that would seem a no-brainer for most
American women, but something that has been dropped on the list of feminine priorities: good, solid,
dependable relationships that are sexually and emotionally fulfilling with decent, strong, masculine
men who aren’t afraid of their own masculinity . . . or of femininity.

That last part is the problem.  The Betacization of the American Male is a historical fact, as is the
abuse of the Betas by (often feminist-leaning) women in the SMP, not to mention the hue and cry
over the lack of “good” men for American women to mate with.  Even seemingly-stable, secure, all-
American marriages can and do disintegrate all the time, thanks to the chasm between the
expectations and fulfillment of both genders.  My previous post, You’re Just Going Through A Stage,
elicited a lot of email.  Some from women who are going through just this issue, and some from men
and younger women who see it as the horror it is.

So the question arises: "if I’m married to a Perfectly Decent Beta Dude, how do I unlock the hidden
Alpha beast-man-with-a-heart-of-gold I yearn for?  Realistically, that is."

And that’s a good question . . . in fact, it is one of the most pressing questions in the Manosphere. 
Because the Gen Xers who were the first bitter products of divorce are hitting 40, and a lot of them
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didn’t get married, got married and then divorced, or are in unhappy marriages headed for divorce,
and if these dudes don’t get their act together now, then more trouble is inevitable. 

So how do you . . . de-domesticate your dude?

We’re not talking total reversal, here – you don’t want to drive him to quit his job, by a Harley and
hustle pool for a living or anything.  You just want some sharp edges, some excitement, some
command presence, some . . . ALPHA.  You want to look at his face and see a far-off gaze as he
hears the call of the wild, and then the warm grin he gets when he looks back at you and says
something saucy about your boobs.  You want to see him stiffen up and prepare for action when he
sees danger, not quietly drag you away by the elbow.  You want to come home from work and
discover that he’s booked plane tickets to Cabo as a surprise, or that he’s cooked a five-course
Chinese meal for the two of you, or he’s rented a convertible for the weekend and wants to have a
picnic in another state.  You want to see him take initiative, step up, lead, command, BE A MAN, all
of those wonderfully romantic, undeniably ALPHA things that make your nipples hard and your
naughty parts tremble.

Only . . . he’s still just Bob.

Oh, we all know, Bob is great – actually, Bob is good.  Perfectly good . . . but not quite great.  If he
was great, you wouldn’t be here, you’d be thinking naughty thoughts about Bob, but you aren’t.  Bob
is your husband, and that fact alone makes him . . . boring.  And if you think he’s boring now, then
just wait 10 years.  Only you won’t, maybe.  Maybe you’ll say “I’m not haaaapy” or “I don’t feel
appreciated” and then dump poor ol’ Bob. 
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Thing is, Bob is the way he is – uber-Beta – because that’s what you’ve taught him you want him to
be.  Especially if you have children, you likely have sanded as much of his rough edges off as
possible, to make him a better and more dependable dad.  You both have gotten into patterns that
have calcified into habits that are turning into customs which are well on their way to being traditions
. . . and they aren’t the kind of life either one of you envisioned or, perhaps, even really wanted.

Oh, it’s probably pretty good on paper, despite the struggle.  There have always been issues.  But
you’ve solved them – or, at least, you (singular) have solved them, and your husband has quietly
agreed with your leadership.  Because it’s more trouble to agree with you and not piss you off
than to put up with a fight and no sex over something stupid, in his mind.

But now, how do you get Bob out of his well-worn place and get him to show enough Alpha so that
you aren’t dreaming of exotic and muscular strangers on tropical beaches when you make love?

I’ve said it can be done, and it can.  But I’ve never said it would be easy, and it isn’t.  At least not
usually.

If a woman wants to break her husband’s Beta, she has to first face some uncomfortable truths about
herself, women, men, and relationships; then she has to evaluate herself and her husband objectively,
without emotional context, according to masculine (not feminine) standards.  Then she has to
discover a way to inspire/ignite/incite him toward his Alpha without actually leading him there,
supporting him when he falters and be willing to “suffer” a little before she gets what she wants.
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And what she wants, she might discover, might not be as good as what she actually gets.

Ever wonder why divorced men do so well after a divorce?  If the psychological pressure doesn’t kill
him or ruin him, then a man is forced to get more Alpha as a survival and mating tool after a divorce. 
His old life, the life he thought he’d been building, is gone, and in his mind he’s in his teens again,
trying to prove himself and attract the eye of a pretty girl.  So he works out, learns a modicum of
Game, and in this target-rich environment he doesn’t usually have to wait around long to find another
woman who’s perfectly willing to accept his baggage in exchange for his renewed lust, proven ability
to provide, and resurgent, re-discovered Alpha. 

If you want to get that kind of effect without a divorce, that’s going to be tricky . . . but a lot cheaper. 
How do you get your husband to be the kind of man that will excite you and lead you and make you
want to follow him . . . anywhere?

You get him to stop being the man he is, and become someone else.

In divorce, that’s easy: he was your husband, now he’s your ex-husband.  Poof!  Instant
transformation, human soul sold separately.  But if you want him to start out as your husband and still
be your husband when you’re done, then don’t change his title and position – change the man.

But “Men don’t change”, I’ve heard that a thousand times this year alone.  The fact is we do change,
all the time, and some of us are capable of quite profound changes . . . if we feel inspired enough to
make the effort. 
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Now, of course, you’re wondering “so . . . am I just not worth the
effort?  Am I not naturally inspiring enough for him?  Is it my thighs?  My belly?  My ankles?  My
hair?  WHY DOES HE DO THIS TO ME?!?!” and before you know it you’ve picked a fight with the
man without him having to do anything at all.  Self-esteem issues, thy name is woman.

So, to begin with, quit worrying that he isn’t attracted to you.  If you’ve clearly offered him sex
and he’s eagerly accepted it three times in the last month, he’s still plenty interested.

Want to test that theory?  Go flash him your boobs and offer him an opportunity to play with them for
a moment, no strings attached.  If he doesn’t take you up on it, you might have a problem.  More
likely, he’s just trying not to be “too pushy” and make you feel intimidated . . . because he has no
idea that you want to be a little intimidated.

And of course he feels you’re worth the effort . . . some times.  But most of the time everything is
fine, so he doesn’t push it.

A new hairstyle or wardrobe or shoes isn’t going to suddenly spur him into Alphahood, although it
might get you boned.  Giving him additional guidance on what he’s doing isn’t going to increase the
quality and strength of your partnership, it’s going to annoy him.  But he won’t push it.  He’ll keep
his mouth shut, do it your way because it’s just easier than fighting, and move on. 

If you want to change the man you have, you have some work to do. There are no guarantees it will
work, but it’s almost inevitable that things will change . . . one way or another. 

YOUR HUSBAND1.

Let’s begin by sketching out your husband.  Or, let’s begin by sketching out what your ideal for a
husband is, and then determine how close your actual husband comes to that . . . as objectively as
possible.  Try not to be too specific (“the ideal brings me flowers every Thursday, on my
birthday, Valentine’s Day, and sometimes just because.  The actual got me flowers on my
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birthday only because his sister reminded him to.”) or too general (“my ideal has good values . . .
but my actual husband looks at porn and likes to hang out in bars”).  Use the time-
honored formula employed by high school girls everywhere: the Pro-Con list.

Before we move on, let’s also examine by just what you feel when you think of the word ‘husband’. 
Is it a warm and tingly feeling that makes you feel safe and protected?  Or is it a sad admission that a
woman can’t do it all and needs help?  When you think ‘husband’ do you think ‘boring’ or do you
think ‘exciting’?  Just the word – not your actual husband.

Why?  Because a friend of mine had a great relationship . . . until she got married.  Then things went
south, quick.  It wasn’t that she didn’t love him or was even not attracted to him, it was the simple
fact that her mother and aunts had always said the word “husband” in a disdainful and derogatory
manner, and when she heard someone refer to her boyfriend as her ‘husband’, she cringed.  She felt
that just having a husband was a kind of admission of failure and inadequacy. 

So . . . stop thinking of husbands, in general, as clumsy and incompetent boobs who usually get what
they deserve.  Stop thinking of them – in general – as obstacles to sensible living and challenges to
good taste.  Most women in America have a very low opinion of husbands, largely because of how
much they hear other women complain about theirs.  When a woman looks upon the word
“husband” as a term that grants strength, protection, and pride in her union, instead of the
inevitable suffix to “ex-”, then it’s amazing how much her attitude toward her husband can
change.

If you aren’t familiar with the etymology of it, the term husband refers to Middle English huseband,
from Old English h?sb?nda, from Old Norse h?sb?ndi (h?s, "house" + b?ndi, b?andi, present
participle of b?a, "to dwell", so, etymologically, "a householder").  That is, he was the one legally
and socially responsible for a family’s dwelling . . . the “head of household” designation that
feminists have been so desperately attacking for years.  In our transient, post-industrial world, that
merely means his name is on the lease or the mortgage – no big whup.
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Only it is, or at least it was.  Before we changed homes every five years, the establishment of a
permanent dwelling fit to raise children in was a major accomplishment to aspire to.  Nor was it easy,
thanks to laws and customs and class and economics.  And yes, the laws did indeed prevent wives or
single-women to be considered “heads” of households, except in special circumstances.

But for thousands of years the defining issue of “husband” was a man who had established a House. 
He had built a home, or provided one, and was intent on raising a family, one that would ensure his
survival into dotage.  That was the entire purpose of the institution of marriage in the Agricultural
Age.  Your family was the ONLY “social security” anyone had, and building a strong family was a
matter of survival, not just an occasion to go to bridal shows.

Being a husband had a social component to it that it currently lacks.  In the Middle Ages in England
the term transformed into “Goodman”, but a husband was not merely the spouse of a wife, he was a
unit in a larger social and political organization.  The investment in a marriage and a family and a
House was a substantial commitment, not just to a woman but to a community.  You had a social
obligation to protect and provide for your wife . . . but you also had an obligation to see that she
didn’t “stir up trouble”.  The goodmen and the goodwives of a village were part of a sophisticated
social network in which the responsibilities and expectations of what role a “husband” and a “wife”
were well-defined, to each other and to the community.
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Over-defined, if you ask feminists, who are the ones largely responsible for the denigration of both
the term and the institution.  Such “gender-based roles” were barbaric and crude, designed only to
keep women oppressed and silent, they say.  Removing the layers of expectations implicit in the
institution of marriage may have “liberated” women, back in the 60s and 70s, but as so many women
are discovering now, those “archaic gender-based roles” held more value than they thought.
 Otherwise, why are they so unhappy in their marriages . . . when their horrifically-oppressed-by-the-
patriarchy ancestors didn’t seem to have those problems?

That is an unfair comparison.  We don’t live in the Agricultural Age, we livein the Post-Industrial
Age.  Now we get married because we’re “in love”, and children are a checkbox or a dealbreaker. 
Raising a family isn’t social security, it’s a time-consuming and expensive hobby.  Plighting troth
isn’t the solemn commitment it was, it’s an excuse to look at silver patterns. 

“Establishing a House” means signing a lease or mortgage, and you aren’t looking to establish a
dynasty as much as making a thrifty investment.  All too often, it’s merely the largest asset to divide
in the divorce, so even that small claim to dignity as a “house holder” is denied a husband. 

Modern women just don’t respect the term as a title or position – hell, they often mumble it “Hey,
Alice, I wanted to introduce you to Barry!  (he’s my husband)”.  Plenty of women want to Be
Married, and their ring is one of their most prized possessions.  But far less women want to Have A
Husband.  Important distinction.  

In fact, the only people who seem to see husbands in a positive and respectful light these days are gay
men. 
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If you can re-define what the term means in your head, and shift it away from Al Bundy, Homer
Simpson and Peter Griffin and more toward the traditional conception of the Head of Household. 
Yeah, I want you to imagine Bob, back in the 1950s, being Head of Household.  It might make the
remnants of your feminist soul boil, but back then being a solid, good provider and a Perfectly Decent
Beta Dude was something to aspire to, the fulfillment of the American Dream.  I’m not saying you
have to go put on an apron and make a pot roast, but start re-conceptualizing husbands, in general, as
more than the accessory you get with your wedding ring. 

Now, take a cold, objective look at Bob and see where he falls short of that.  Don’t despair – I told
you it would be work.  But you have to know what you’re dealing with before you can deal with it. 
Just where would you like to see your husband improve his husbandly performance, and how?  Don’t
go all fairy-tale – this is Real Life.  List some concrete, objective performance standards that you
believe would give him a lift into the Alpha you crave in him.  If you find his taste in humor
disgusting and banal, and it reduces your attraction to him, then list it.  If you hate the way he calls
you “babe” all the time, list that.  In fact, list everything that reduces your attraction to him. 

What you’ll end up with will look like a wish-list for your next husband.  And in a way, it is . . . but
not the way you think. 
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Group your concerns by category, and if you have difficulty doing that, try really hard to break them
down to their constituent pieces.  For example, if you think you’d like to see him drive something
classier than his old heap, his wardrobe needs a makeover, and it would be really nice to stop dodging
creditors all the time, then group all of those under FINANCIAL SECURITY ISSUES.  If you want
him to really connect with you emotionally, be able to discuss his feelings, and share the deepest part
of his soul with you then put those under EMOTIONAL ISSUES.  If you would like to see him buff
up, lose weight, quit smoking, start eating properly, etc. list those under PHYSICAL ISSUES. 

And yes, if his dick is too small, list that.  In code.  Don’t be a bitch about it, but it is a concern.

You get the idea.  Once you have your concerns grouped like that, it’s easier to tackle them
comprehensively.  Some, like financial security and physical fitness, will take some time.  Others,
like “I hate his cheesy little mustache” can be quickly and easily rectified. 

But here’s the trick: you have to persuade him to deal with his deficits . . . without letting him know
that’s what he’s doing.

Don’t get me wrong, if you tell a man you’re sleeping with you want X he’s going to move
mountains to get you X, just because most of us are that partial to vaginas.  But if you come right out
and say “I really am just not turned on by your passive demeanor and your indecisiveness, please
grow some fucking backbone” all you’re going to do is plunge him into a depression, make him
withdraw, and/or start a fight.  It’s insulting to hear such direct criticism from a woman, even for a
Beta.  Especially for a Beta.  You have to be far more subtle than that.

It’s tricky, and you may have to use some rusty feminine wiles to do so.  It’s a long, involved
process, often fraught with mistakes and false steps, but once your hubby starts to realize that
Something Is Going On, then you can start to influence how he changes. 

That’s a huge process, and will require a lot more posts and probably a book, before long, but here’s
a place to start.  The Boob Test.

One of the big mistakes many future ex-wives make is assuming that your husband knows what you
want.  From your perspective, it seems like a no-brainer . . . but if he was seeing things from your
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perspective, you wouldn’t be here.  The truth is, he doesn’t pick up on more than half of what you
say, and he probably is wary of taking anything you say at any particular time seriously, thanks to the
feminine nature of examining an issue from many, many different sides before staking out a position. 

Women understand instinctively that another woman has to “try on” her feelings about something
before she decides which one she’s firm on – but to dudes, it just looks dangerously indecisive.  Until
he’s sure about what you think about something, he’s unlikely to commit because he doesn’t want to
end up on the wrong side.  So he sits there with a dumb look on his face and mumbles
“Idunnowhateveryouwantbaby” because he’s afraid that if he commits to one of your decisions, he
will be judged and ultimately challenged, and that’s just not something he’s comfortable with.  It
endangers the pussy supply and the wu of the marriage.

So make your desires clear to him without making him feel like it’s an ultimatum or judgment.  And
in doing so, also lay out both your expectations of him, and the potential reward involved in a
successful accomplishment.  It could go something as simple as this:

WIFE: “Hon, I’d love to go up to the lake this weekend.  Will you think about it?  If you book a
room somewhere by Thursday, that would give me plenty of time to buy something special to
wear for you.  Let me know what you decide.”

This was a good Red Pill way of inviting and encouraging your husband to take the initiative: you’ve
spelled out your wishes, you’ve invited him to participate, you’ve given him some conditions, and
you’ve outlined and hinted at the potential reward.  Now all you have to do is stand back and be
amazed.  In fact, that’s part of the deal: you have to extend the invitation to lead, and then let him do
it.  Or not.  It has to be his choice – all you can do is let him know what the stakes are.

If he’s smart, he’ll be having hotel sex and you’ll be having exciting interpersonal intimacy by the
weekend.

Or, if Bob (or whomever) holds true to form, he’s not going to do anything.  Why?  Because you talk
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about stuff all the time, and he only half-listens to you anyway because most of what you say doesn’t
concern him or things he’s interested in.  He may see your invitation as mere idle talk.

So . . . show him your boobs.

Seriously.  I’ve said it before, I’ll say it again.  If you want your husband to really listen and pay
attention to you, remove your shirt and bra while you’re speaking.  Then repeat it.  Then ask him
to repeat it back to you, until he gets it right.  He might – on purpose – fumble it a few times, just to
keep staring at the unobstructed Twins, but he’ll eventually be able to repeat it back to you, verbatim.
Then kiss him on the lips, let him cop a feel, and put your clothes back on, while asking, “Now, did
what I just did demonstrate how important I felt it was to bring this to your attention?” and walk
away before he can answer.
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If you’re rolling your eyes, unconvinced that this will jar him out of his betacized
lethargy because men couldn’t possibly be that . . . predictable, or if you’re snorting in disgust that I
would suggest that you use your body and your sexuality to propose a perfectly normal and sensible
suggestion to your husband, who should be listening to you anyway because he's your husband and
he loves you, then allow me to dispel some myths about male psychology:

1)      Yes, men (most men, at least) really do react that way to the mere sight, much less
physical presence, of naked boobs out of context of a shower or bathroom.  It’s banal, it’s
crude, it’s unsophisticated, but it’s also a fundamental element of male sexuality in our
culture.  Show us boobs and we listen.  Just ask the Lite Beer and Sports Car industries.

2)      Yes, you should be using your sexuality and your body (despite what you might think
about it) to elicit interest and attention from your husband . . . because he didn’t marry you
for your resume or your snappy wardrobe or your witty conversation, although any or all
of those things could have contributed.  No, he married you because he wanted to fuck you
– you, personally – for the rest of his life.  Period.  Kids, house, job, all that is secondary to
the fact that he got hitched so that he could bump uglies with you.  A lot.  And if you are,
indeed, somewhat disgusted that you would have to “demean” yourself with such an
“undignified” display of your private sexuality merely to ensure your husband’s interest in
a simple conversation, then you have to admit to yourself that yes, it is your pussy and not
your brain he wants to spend time with most.  That doesn’t mean he doesn’t love, honor,
and respect you, or that he wouldn’t take a bullet or hide a body for you.  It just means that
he’d prefer to fuck you than just about anything else.  And you should make use of that
fact, if you want to boot him out of Beta.
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I understand that low-desire husbands do exist, and that the naked display of boobs may not be as
efficacious in that case.  Still, if you aren’t the type of woman who would ever show her boobs so
brazenly, just to get her husband’s attention, the consider the fact that such an act would,
indeed, get his attention purely because of its novelty. If you have kept the Twins out of his hands
on a regular basis, then suddenly thrusting your boobs in his face is going to be a major shock to his
psyche.

And that is precisely what it is designed to do.

It’s not a pancea, but it’s a place to start.  Show him your boobs.  Don't be self-conscious -- he
married those boobs, after all.  He sleeps next to them every night.  He likely knows what they look
like, every hair, vein, and mole.  He will not, believe it or not, compare them to every other woman's
boobs he's seen, because in Dude World the most important rack is the one that's right in front of you.
 Don't think he won't go for it because "he's just not that kind of man."  Of course he is -- I know gay
men who like to play with boobs.  The man who says he doesn't care for tits in his face is lying or
asexual.  If I were you, I'd guess the former.  The truth is, if you gave him license to do so he'd be
motorboating your girls on a daily basis.

But he’s also (if he’s Beta) so ridiculously timid and respectful about your body that the sight of your
boobs in a strange and unusual context will jar him . . . hopefully toward a more Alpha response.  If
you want to reinforce the point, give him three minutes to fondle you however he likes while you talk
to him.  He’ll love it.  You’ll have his attention.  And you can reiterate your suggestion, invitation,
and reward in a way that will stick out in his mind.

And I bet he’s a little more attentive next time you tell him you want to ask him something.  And a
little more Alpha   Hell, it's a place to start . . . and if he doesn't react to your boobs, then you know
you have other issues to deal with first.  But I'll lay money on a reaction, just because I'm confident
that he enjoys boobs.  More than you think.  Probably more than you're comfortable with.  But his
entire life he's been told to "treat women with respect" and "don't objectify their bodies" and other
feminist tropes that have managed to make Perfectly Decent Beta Dudes into the indecisive, un-
masculine specimens y'all are complaining about.
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So show him your boobs while you talk, and see if it has any appreciable effect.  I'm guessing it will
signify to his subconscious that there is a game-changing movement afoot in his marriage.  You've
released your breasts for his pleasure (and attention) and that is a uniquely masculine form of
empowerment.  A woman who shows you her boobs of her own free will (to the male subconscious)
likes and respects you as a man (and even if she doesn't, who cares?  Free boob). That's the kind of
self-reinforcing confidence-builder that can help begin to Break Beta.

Because once he gets tacit permission from you to actually, y'know, BE A DUDE (and dudes love
boobs!) then he's far, far more likely to give up his gynophobic handicap and start thinking of himself
not as your husband, a co-equal partner in a planned enterprise whose job it is to act as your
emotional and intellectual support, but as your Husband, the man in charge of protecting and
defending you, in charge of providing for his family like his ancestors before him, and in charge of
giving you, his Wife, righteous boning on a regular basis without a lot of obsequious begging and
pleading on his part and disgusted eye-rolling on yours.

It's not a cure-all -- and it might take more than one application.  Most women don't understand the
depths of Beta to which most American men have surrendered, nor do they understand how hard it is
to Break Beta -- hell, they've been threatened with social punishment their entire liveds for that.

But if you want to get your Perfectly Decent Beta Dude to Alpha Up, he has to stop being afraid of
offending your delicate femininity with every word and gesture, and start acting like the Perfectly
Exceptional Alpha Dude you want him to be.  Yeah, with your boobs.

And if he tries to cop a cheap feel later . . . let him.  Free boobies are one of the significant reasons he
married you in the first place, and if he feels at liberty with your boobs (within reason, of course) then
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he will start feeling more free to take more risks . . . because your boobs have set him free.

More on this subject – probably a whole book more – is coming.  
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Breaking Beta: “Because I am afraid. And he gives me
Courage.”
March 22, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I looked forward to the release of Peter Jackson’s first part of The Hobbit: The
Unexpected Journey with far more anticipation than most mortal men.  That’s because
when I was 8 years old I pulled a dusty old hardback library edition of the book off of my
elementary school library shelves at the direction of the librarian (Thank you, Mrs.
Small!), and I started reading. 

I went to Middle Earth.  And I never really came back.

As much as I admire and love the breadth and majesty of The Lord of the Rings, and
approve of Jackson’s brilliant adaptation, there will always be a special place in my heart
for The Hobbit.  It’s the book that started me on my personal adventure in many, many
ways.  So when Jackson’s movie came out, I went in with high expectations, which (I’m
happy to say) were for the most part exceeded.  Loved the movie.

The critics, not so much.  Especially those who want to bitch about the fact that
the moviedoesn’t have enough boobs in it.  Or this one.

I work in porn, so I’m pretty partial to boobs on the worst of days.  But the plain fact of
the matter is that there just weren’t any boobs in the book, The Hobbit, and the boobs
that were in the movie, while of exceptional quality, were indeed a re-write.  The Hobbit
just didn’t have any female characters to speak of.
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That’s not because J.R.R. Tolkien was a misogynistic bastard tool of the Patriarchy, as
some would suggest.  There aren’t any women in The Hobbit because, quite frankly,
girls just don’t do that sort of thing.

Think about it: if you’re familiar with the story of the book/movie, then you know that it
revolves around a quest . . . not just any quest, but a quest for fortune and glory with a
dragon at the end.  It’s a quest to re-establish a great legacy, to re-conquer that which
had been wrongfully taken, a quest to redress old wrongs and change the landscape of
the world and ensure the legacy of a long and distinguished line.

And the plain fact of the matter is that groups of women just do not congregate
toward dragon-slaying operations as a rule.

As has often been noted, groups of women never did really get together and build a boat
just to see what was on the other side of the ocean the way men did.  They didn’t travel
to distant lands to seek their fortune the way men did.  They didn’t pursue decades-old
vendettas involving lost fortunes and missing legacies the way men did.  The impetus for
exploration and adventure (and exploitation and fortune) are soundly male traits. 
Women just take advantage of them, and are occasionally taken advantage of by them.

The criticism of the movie (and, by extension, the book) revolving around the lack of
female characters isn’t just indicative of the typical knee-jerk reaction toward anything
positive and all-male these days; it demonstrates the utter lack of understanding of basic
differences in how men and women think, plan, and act.  At the risk of making a
“sweeping generalization” (or, for those addicted to the opium of reason, an “observable
fact”), going off on a quest with an axe in your hand in search of fame and fortune is
traditionally and historically a “dude” thing, not a “chick” thing.  Sterling exceptions to
that rule notwithstanding (they’re exceptions, remember), it is men, not women, who
undertake such adventures.  Men get together and slay dragons.  Women get together
and trade pants.
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You can ascribe the reason for that to many things, depending on your politics: the
inability of men to commit, the inability of women to agree on just how a boat should be
built, the male fascination with getting-out-of-town-fast, the female desire for a
comfortable night’s sleep and tasty carbohydrates, the male capacity for violence and the
female dislike of the same, you name it and you can find a sure-fire genderized reason
that will float positive or negative, as you see fit.

But the reason that the thirteen dwarves, one hobbit and a wizard were all men was
because men, as a rule, adventure in dangerous enterprises.  Women, as a rule, do not. 
It’s as simple as that.  Trying to change the gender of a dwarf or throw in an extra chick
somewhere along the line would ruin the story because it is, in effect, a male story, about
masculine values.  Even including Galadriel was a stretch, and while I approve of the
inclusion I also feel it departed somewhat from the intended narrative feel.  Thorin &
Company was a stag affair for a reason.

Of all the races Tolkien revalorized from old Northern European pagan myths, the
Dwarves of Durin’s Folk were by far the most overtly masculine.  We get
intriguing glimpses of their culture from the books, and it is decidedly male-oriented by
nature.  Short and strong, and possessed of great flowing beards (even, as legend says,
the women), Dwarves were the epitome of several key masculine virtues:
ingenuity, craftsmanship, strength, courage, and indomitable will.  The Dwarves
were delvers under the earth, wresting iron, silver, gold and other minerals from deep
mines and forging them into artifacts of exquisite craftsmanship, from toys to weapons of
war. 
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They were naturally aloof, some preferring not to marry at all so devoted they were to
their craft (consider them Dwarves Going Their Own Way).  Yet they were passionate,
with strong ideas about kinship and family.  The entire War of the Dwarves and Goblins
was over a vile, fatal insult delivered to Thorin’s grandfather.  Dwarves also epitomize
some of masculinity’s less-stellar traits, from quick anger to rash behavior to intractable
stubbornness to insensible greed.  Dwarves are men with the softer, feminized elements
of our culture stripped away (and added to that of the stylishly-dressed Elves).  Even
Dwarven art is blocky and masculine, utterly unlike the curves and arches of the home of
Elrond the Half-Elven.

Complaining that The Hobbit has too many males involved is like complaining
lesbian porn doesn’t have enough women.  It might be true, but it misses the point. 

The Hobbit is an adventure tale, a “buddy movie”
in which the main character is forced out of his comfortable, civilized, feminized
existence into the rough and dangerously masculine world.  Bilbo Baggins is a
comfort-loving hobbit who gets all but Shanghaied from his comfy country subterranean
manor home.  Indeed, their entire culture emphasizes the Beta traits of comfort-building,
predictability and social propriety to extremes. Hobbits are terribly civilized and don’t see
much use for adventures at all.  It takes Gandalf’s friendly boot on his ass to get Bilbo out
the door and committed to the quest – but that’s what wizards do.  Wise Old Men are in
charge of initiating the boy into manhood.

The ensuing quest reads like a Joseph Campbell book: Bilbo and the motley assemblage
of Dwarves take a while to learn to work together.  Like any quasi-military unit, the screw-
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ups and inadequate leadership inevitably cause problems at first, and much of the movie
involves the party getting sorted out.  Gandalf and Thorin duel for leadership, with Balin
mediating, while the rest of the company finds their roles.  Bilbo is constantly underfoot
or otherwise lagging behind, yet even at this early stage of the adventure (as his role in
the troll episode demonstrates) his utility is clear.   Still, the ultra-masculine Dwarves are
skeptical of his usefulness and chances of survival – even those most sympathetic with
him.  

Despite being smaller than the smallest Dwarf, and very differently-natured, Bilbo
persists on the quest often for no better reason than he committed himself.   At
several points he expresses regret at leaving his comfortable Beta existence behind.  But
he made a commitment, he signed a contract, he pledged his nascent masculine
honor – no matter how small his contribution to the effort – to the completion of the
quest.  At the end of the movie he even verbally abandons his comfort-seeking life and
re-commits himself to helping the Dwarves recover their stolen home. 

The masculine themes throughout the movie are strong: not just the powerful narrative of
Thorin and the Dwarves, but the struggles Gandalf faces on the White Council, in the face
of his inferior superior, Saruman, are just as dramatic and just as instructive.  Most of us
have been at a place where our boss was kind of an idiot, and possibly even plotting with
the Evil Dark Lords behind your back.  It happens.  Gandalf does what men traditionally
do: kiss just enough ass to get by, and proceed with your own plan anyway.

The story of The Hobbit is particularly timely, in Red Pill terms.  We stand now at what
might be the beginning of the Revolt of the Betas, an opportunity for the meek-
hearted, timid hobbits among us to cast off their waistcoats, forget their
pocket handkerchiefs, and pick up swords they didn’t know they had in an
effort to strive toward regaining their masculinity in a hostile wilderness of
feminism and anti-male sentiment.  

Bilbo is Beta, at the beginning of the story, and the remainder of it is really about how
any man finds his Alpha: in the company of other men, guided by the Wise,  a
clear quest ahead, through danger and hardship, and – eventually – finding a
dragon at the end.
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(Notice the utter lack of princesses involved.)

The Dwarves are a mixed-bag of embodied masculine traits, from the majesty of kingly
Thorin to the youthful exuberance of Fili and Kili to the family-man Gloin building a
legacy, to the wisdom and experience of old Balin.  Dwalin epitomizes the battle-
hardened Warrior, and Dori is dedicated to the sophisticated tastes of the finer things in
life. Each of them has something to contribute to Bilbo’s education, and each of them is
naturally sympathetic to the out-of-place hobbit . . . but that doesn’t keep them from
doing what is necessary to temper him. 

The doubts, the teasing, the constant remarks about how different Bilbo is seems almost
cruel to feminine sensibilities.  But they are vital elements to how a boy becomes a
man.  You don’t gain strength by catering to sensitivity and weakness, but by challenging
it and overcoming it.  The good-natured hazing the Dwarves offer Bilbo is designed to
toughen him, not break him.  They want him stronger, not broken.

The Dwarves act in good faith.  Even when things look the grimmest, they do not
seriously consider abandoning Bilbo.  He signed a contract.  He committed himself.  He
pledged his masculine honor– what little he had – for the common goal and the
common good, and even when things went bad he and his companions did not break
faith.  That's an essential masculine value, and a vital lesson of manhood.  
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But the most shining example of masculine themes is
in Gandalf’s expository discussion with Galadriel, after the council, in which she questions
the wisdom (which is a big thing for a Wizard) of including Bilbo on the Dwarves’
desperate quest. 

His answer may sound like a generic, vainglorious throw-away line for a sappy action-
adventure fantasy, but under further study it becomes something more . . . something
much more.  Something intrinsic to and glorious about the masculine soul.

Gandalf and the Dwarves may have needed a 14th member, a burglar, and a well-stocked
host when they hired Bilbo to join them (and convinced him to go of his own accord).  The
inclusion in the party seems almost an after-thought, especially to the doubtful Dwarves
of Thorin & Company.  But upon reflection, Gandalf reveals that what first appears to be a
dumb-ass move (including a very killable hobbit among the far-tougher Dwarves) is not
just for his nimble utility and cleverness . . . it was actually designed to improve his own
stewardship of the enterprise:

“Why Bilbo Baggins?  Perhaps it is because I am afraid.  And he gives me
courage” is what he admits to the aloof, immortal and impeccably-manicured renegade
ring-bearing Noldoran Elvenqueen.  And that sentence is telling, a roadmap to the
masculine conception of duty and honor. 

No matter how doughty and dedicated the warrior, without a worthy task or
precious vulnerability to protect, bravery is a shallow thing.  The warrior who
fights for survival is honorable.  The warrior who fights for gain is bold.  The warrior who
fights for others even as they fight for him, is noble.  And the warrior who can admit his
fear and his dependence on others is wise.

Honorable, bold, noble and wise – these are the elements the Beta hobbits of our post-
industrial Shire need, but they can’t get them online and they can’t get them from
women.  Only in the company of men, guided by the wise, through hardship and
adversity will they shed their fear, find their strength, and become the men
their ancestors intended them to be.
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This was recently brought home in my own personal life.  My oldest son is 13, nearing the
cusp of manhood.  He’s at the age in which toys are fading in importance and girls are
starting to be more than an annoyance.  You remember how difficult, strange, and
wonderful that time was in your life.  We each seem to get some seemingly-
insurmountable challenge around that age, one which forces us to take the first steps
toward adult responsibility, whether we want to or not.

We’re not Christian, so we don’t do confirmation camp and such, and our Pagan
equivalent is a private family matter.  But the rites of adulthood are an important if not
essential element of our sacraments, and we spend a lot of time discussing and preparing
for his future.  As a symbolic part of his initiation into manhood I bought him a sword. 

Not just any sword, but a replica of Bilbo’s sword (which will be named “Sting” in the next
movie, if you were curious).  It’s the lower-end replica, unadorned by Elvish script on the
blade, by design.  I shall have it engraved, when the time comes, with a new name and a
new legend.

Why a sword?  Because for ten thousand years our ancestors acknowledged a
young man’s maturity and adulthood by granting him arms for the defense of
his village/tribe/family, and a sword is a defensive as well as an offensive
weapon. 

But I’m not just giving it to him – he has to earn it.  As he goes through the unexpected
trial the Fates have granted him, and he has to face up to adult responsibilities and the
consequences of adult actions for the first time, he will – like Bilbo – discover new
reservoirs of strength, tenacity, cleverness and – yes – courage within his
boyish heart.  He will learn to walk away from the comfort and safety of childhood and
venture into the Wilderness of adult masculinity.  He will learn the sweet masculine
thrill of knowing that you are strong and you are powerful and you are wise in a
hostile world.
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He will learn, as he grows into his man’s body, that even at his meager age and slight
build, with a sword in his hand he can take a man’s life, and that is a heady
responsibility.  He will learn that his masculinity will be a burden and a blessing, a
reason to be despised and a reason to be prized, a thing to be carefully cultivated like the
finest strain of pipeweed and to be proud of, as if it was the most intricate jewel ever
wrought.  He will be taught that the comfort and security of the Beta – while valued – lays
lighter on the scale of masculine worth than his Alpha contributions: leadership,
dedication, loyalty, trustworthiness, competence. 

The goal, you see, is to keep him from sliding into that Betatized state our society so
favors prematurely, and instead push him into the grand adventure (“nasty disturbing
uncomfortable things, adventures.  Make you late for dinner.”) ahead.  My job of
ensuring his happy childhood has all but come to a close, and the just-as-
important job of ushering him into manhood lies ahead.  It scares me, this
responsibility.  If I screw it up, I’m not just messing up my son’s life, I’m releasing an
untrained Ironwood on the unsuspecting world. 

I could just slack-off and let television and the internet raise him, as his peers’ parents
seem to be doing.  But the last thing I want is for him to be a 28 year-old Bilbo in a one-
bedroom apartment, his only devotion to a game console and his only adventures virtual. 
He’s an Ironwood: he can make it big or screw up big, but mediocrity is not in
our DNA.

I’m hopeful.  I’ve done a good job so far, else he wouldn't have made it through his recent
‘adventure’.  It doesn't really matter what it was -- he was challenged, and despite taking
a hammering, he rose to it and did what needed to be done, like the man he aspires to
be.

And when he arrives at that point where I can look him in the eye and see a man grown,
not a boy, then and only then shall he be presented with his cadet blade (he’ll get a full-
sized sword when he’s 18), it shall be inscribed and engraved (in actual Sindaran
Tengwar, ‘cause I’m a nerd like that) with this legend:

“Because I am afraid.  And he gives me Courage.”

If you are a Beta dad and you're reading this, spend the next month reading The Hobbit
out loud to your boys every night until you finish.  Watch the expressions on their faces.
 Share in their delight and fear and surprise and adventure.  Look into their eyes, see the
eager boys they are and the strong men they can become, and realize - if you haven't yet
- that the only person in the world who has the responsibility for them
becoming men is not your wife, your ex-wife, their teachers, their neighbors,
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the government, society, or any particular village . . . it's you.  Only you.  

And if that scares you . . . good.  It's a scary thing.  It should be.  Look at your sleeping
son's face some night and try to imagine the unforeseen challenges he will be forced to
face in his life, and understand that you alone can prepare him for them. 

But take heart, if you don't feel up to the task ahead.  If you're afraid you'll screw up, you
have all the courage you need, right there in front of you.  You'll discover reserves of
strength and patience that you didn't know you had while you do it.  In the process of
helping your son become a man, you yourself will become a much better man.  

If that's not a good enough reason to break your Beta and go forth into the world like a
conquering hero, then there isn't one.
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Your C-Card
March 26, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

When I was a lad in the late 1980s, when we had to start the Internet by hand with a crank every
morning, the buzz around the dorms wasn't about a girl's "number", it was about her "V-card".  Her
virginity.

Losing your V-card is a big deal for any young person, of course, but it means dramatically different
things to young men than it does to young women.  A young woman often jealously guards it, while a
young dude will be happy to give it to the first vagina who walks by -- hey, 5 times the legal limit of
testosterone makes you slightly less discriminating -- who knew?  Dudes find it important, but not the
same way.  We want to ditch that V-Card ASAP, preferably to someone hot, slutty, intense,
knowledgeable, and from someplace far away where she can't disagree with how great it was.

For a dude, losing your V-Card is like signing your Selective Service card:  It's something you
need to do, and once it's done you can move on with your life a little wiser, a little closer to
being a man.

While I'm not as heavy on virginity as a prerequisite for love or marriage as the Christian end of the
Manosphere, or even Athol's reasonable "Try to marry a virgin or as close to virgin as possible"
advice, I'm not going to deny that a girl's V-Card is a highly emotionally significant issue to her.
 How and why she loses it/gives it away/sells it to the highest bidder becomes an important part of
who she is.  Indeed, until she gets engaged (maybe someday), has a baby (but not a husband) or
completes her PhD. in Women's Studies, it's the first and last Big Thing that happens to her as an
adult woman.

Of course, once gone, many women see the lack of virginity as carte blanche to enjoy the fruits of the
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Sexual Revolution with abandon.  I bring this up not to influence anyone in particular to do anything
in particular with their hymen, either literal or spiritual.  No, I bring this up because while I believe
we all understand the concept of the "V-Card", few men understand the concept of their "C-Card".

C.  For Commitment.

Before you recoil in horror at the mention of The Word That Shall Not Be Named, it's important
you understand a few things about it, and about how you deal that card.  For you, it's as important
as a sixteen year old girl's hymen.

Firstly, just like you wanted to ditch your V-Card ASAP to the "right girl", most women want to
collect a C-Card with the "right guy" . . . but really, any ol' guy will do, at first.  Turning down a
proposal of marriage is a sign of strength and notability within the Female Social Matrix, like getting
hit-on by a pornstar would be for a dude (believe me, nothing gets your ego pumping like politely
rejecting a pretty pornstar who has propositioned you.  It's happened a few times, and - you
Gentlemen will be pleased to know - in all but one occasion, the ladies in question congratulated me
on the level of respect and esteem I showed for my wife. (They did also usually show me their
boobs anyway, to be fair, but it's not like I haven't seen them professionally already).)

Those who have the wit to hear and learn the Red Pill truth, attend:

Women control sex.  They have all the pussy and half the money.  Unless you want to go Lambda
(and that has some advantages), you have to deal with women to have sex with another person.
 Women have known that for millennia  which is why the FSM's control of sexuality is so vital to
their integrity.  Just one unattached Sexually Liberated Uninhibited Tart in the village and their
ability to control their husbands through sex is compromised.  One whore in town, and the nookie
supply is in flux.  The classic Greek play Lysistrata demonstrates the power that women united in
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their control of sexuality can ostensibly wield over men.  The women want to stop a stupid war and
go on a sex strike.  Hilarity ensues.

BUT . . . what women do not often understand, explicitly, is that just as they control sex, MEN
control
commitment.  Women can choose whether or not to offer us sex, and just what kind and how much.
 They can NOT choose to offer us a commitment we have to take seriously.  Don't believe me?
 Then why in a world where feminism has run-amuck are even hardcore feminists reluctant to break
the social taboo of women proposing?

Because they know what would happen if they did.  Even a rational, level-headed egalitarian feminist
in a relationship understands that while men and women might be "equal", the social shame and
humiliation she would face by having to ask herself - and then the ignomy if her proposal was
rejected (what are the odds?) - is such that a female-led proposal of commitment is as undesirable as
a dude who's first line after introducing himself is "Hey, wannafuck?"

Among non-feminist or feminist-light women?  Forgetaboutit.  If a woman has to propose to a man,
then there is something wrong with one or both of them.  No, women have to just sit there and wait
for you to escalate the relationship.  They might try to encourage you with a number of incremental
"mission creeps", but they can't actually make you their boyfriend/fiancee/husband without your
permission.  I looked it up.

Most of women realize (and the FSM instructs) that men get skittish if you come on too strong and
even mention commitment too soon in a courtship.  It's as tricky as just when to agree to sex.  A
chick who slips an "after we get married" comment in on a third date is  as doomed as a dude who
asks about anal on the first.  There's a time and place for everything folks, and while you might get
lucky and get precisely the answer you're looking for ("Married?  How's next Thursday sound?",

"Anal?  I thought you'd never ask!"), more than likely you're just crashing and burning.
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Its common knowledge that women are naturally reluctant to be free with sex and men are reluctant
to agree to a commitment.  It's implicit to the concept of Body Agenda.  But despite ample exceptions
to both rules,  both parties measure the suitability of the other in part on how they express those
desires.  I'm not breaking new ground here.  The difference is that women usually do understand (via

the FSM's two-tiered, subtextual communication system) the ground rules for sex.  Men in general
have no real understanding about commitment . . . until it's too late.

While men can force women (and other men) into sex against their will, it is exceedingly difficult to
force men into commitment against their will.  Indeed, women cannot proceed to a commitment
without your willing consent.  In the past that has been manipulated through pregnancy tests,
shotguns, and uneasy crossings of state lines by moonlight, but in most cases a couple can't be
married unless the man in question has actively consented.  Given up his big C-Card, as it were.

And like virginity (theoretically), you can only give up that big card once.  Thing is, you have no idea
just how important that card is to the woman in your life.  Once you understand that YOU control
commitment, then you gain power.  You gain hand.  But it doesn't end there.

You see, there are degrees of C-Cards, just like there are degrees of V-Cards ("Twenty-two blowjobs
and two anal encounters, but I'm still a virgin!"). Marriage is, of course, the biggie. But it's just the
last spot on the ticket to get punched.  Your C-Card usually gets punched more gradually than her
V-Card (after she loses it, it becomes her "N-Card", but we'll still call it the V-Card.  I'm sure you can
think of a handy mnemonic), and sometimes it can get punched without you even realizing it.

First Love
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The first box to be punched on that card is the "first love", usually a high-school or college girl who
touched your junk (or maybe more) for the first time causing your hormones to fall in love with her in
a fit of undying gratitude.  Oh, you might pin it to your "first kiss", or your first real date, but it's all
just romantic infatuation until the penis gets involved.  When she touched your dick for the first time,
you were in First Love, whether you knew it or not.  Don't dismiss the power of First Love/first
handjob in a man's mind lightly.  Hell, James Joyce built a career on it.

You usually let her punch that "first love" ticket on your C-Card, and you gave your heart to her
whether she was worthy or not (usually the latter).

If it was more than a long weekend or a couple of days, then you may move up a notch.  Luckily, the
"First Love" punch is almost a freebie.  Very rarely does that turn into a legitimate commitment,
unless intercourse and pregnancy get involved.  But you only get one.

Girlfriend
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The second punch on that ticket is "girlfriend".  That's a big one on the C-Card, especially the first
time, and this day and age you usually get anywhere from 7 to 10 of these before you seriously
consider progressing.

This spot on the card was really developed in the post-WWII 1950s, the Archie/Veronica/Betty-in-
Riverdale ideal.  "Going steady" originally meant that you were a girl's steady (weekly) date, the girl
you experimented sexually with in the back seat of a borrowed car every weekend after
working each other up in anticipation all week.

The original industrial-age protocol was to swap steady dates around through High School until
people were more or less reasonably happy with their choices, looking forward to a steadily
escalating exchange of sex and commitment until the Big C-Card and the Big V-Card (or a
reasonable facsimile) got exchanged on the Big Day.  Then you bought a starter home, started having
kids, and went to work for someone you'd retire from thirty years later.

Eventually people started smoking weed and having sex in the 1960s and your "steady" turned into
your girlfriend. And that first girlfriend could be a doozy.  Sometimes (but not always) the same girl
who punched your "First Love" ticket ends up checking the first "girlfriend" box on your card, and
may even have the first taste of real expectation of commitment beyond bringing a corsage to Prom to
a woman, so pay attention carefully.  I've known guys who -- through no fault of their own -- ended
up having a girlfriend just because they weren't paying close enough attention.  One moment you're
getting your oil changed by some chick in the back seat, and the next you're going to her house for
dinner to meet the parents on Saturday . . . and all you really wanted was a handjob.  Don't let this
happen to you.
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 Basic Girlfriend

While the exact nature and expression of the Girlfriend commitment changes, there are a few
fundamentals:

1) You commit to not "see other people".  You are committing to be (at least temporarily)
monogamous.
2) You are both willing to tell other people of your exclusivity and even engage in acceptable
PDAs.
3) You agree to spend a certain amount of time together in the pursuit of both sexual and non-
sexual intimacy.
4) You agree to not openly leer or talk about other people for whom your loins may incidentally ache.
5) You agree to attend each other's non-family social events "as a couple". (we'll get to family in a
minute).

Okay, that's Basic Girlfriend.  You can knock all of that out in a week or
two, and still call it a relationship in this day and age.  Failure to agree to do any of the above
means you haven't really handed over your C-Card -- you aren't treating her like a girlfriend, and
if she calls herself that before you've granted her permission, that's potential chump-bait  (say, if she
calls you her boyfriend before she's touched your junk more than once.  Arbitrary, I know, but it's a
place to start the metric).

Consider any assumption of prerogatives not expressly given as a failed Fitness Test, indicating an
unlikely choice for a long-term relationship.  You can safely rack up quite a few of these "shorties"
without too much worry (and if they're short enough, it's likely she won't even count you toward her
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"number").

Beyond that, there's...

Intermediate Girlfriend

At that level, a chick who punches your C-Card has established
social control over you, theoretically in exchange for increased sexual access.  It implies all of Basic
Girlfriend, but includes:

1) Actual dates - social excursions designed for the sole purpose of entertaining and increasing
both non-sexual and sexual intimacy.

2) A shared circle or pool of friends.  Often this is the point where a woman will start evaluating
your potential for a long-term partnership and begin trying to influence your development through
whom you spend your time with.  Your friends she sees as "bad influences" will be pruned from your
combined social calendar, while friends she sees as good influences (say, dudes with girlfriends she
can stand) are encouraged to remain.  NOTE: your girlfriend and her girlfriend will automatically
form a node of the FSM, a node which they --collectively -- will try to establish control over you and
the other dude -- collectively.

3) Gifts and expressions of sentiment on appropriate occasions (to be negotiated).

4) Spending the night occasionally after sex.

5) Notification of parents/Facebook that you are a couple.

6) Sharing meals together on a regular basis.

7) Daily communication.
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8) She can legally keep tampons in your bathroom, in moderation.

9) Your BFFs are introduced, and then introduced to each other.  Hilarity often ensues.  Just ask
Harry and Sally.

The Intermediate Girlfriend box isn't that bad, and usually begins
anywhere from 2-6 weeks into a standard-issue relationship.  If you've started having sex and getting
to know each others' bodies, then it's still exciting fresh and new.  The novelty and the serotonin and
the vasopressin and the oxytocin create a thick, rich cocktail and her boobs look perfect and you don't
even notice the annoying way she laughs.

At this point, the punches on your C-Card are still fairly innocuous and fun.  You've only committed
your emotional, sexual and social life to her, nothing further (to a chick, please remember, the
emotional and social enjoy a much higher value and the sex a much lower value . . . but she's
usually willing to pretend otherwise -- yay, hamster!)

This is also the point where most nascent relationships begin falling apart.  Extended contact and
knowledge of the other person begins to reveal flaws behind the "good girlfriend behavior".  We
might start to get the first glimmerings that she is

a) a closet feminist

b) batshit crazy or

c) actively husband shopping.

In addition, by Intermediate Girlfriend you should be able to evaluate whether or not she is

a) sexually compatible,

b) socially compatible (say, if she's a racist and you aren't, might be a problem)
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c) flaky as hell.

Depending on just how good the sex is, you should keep all of these in mind during the Intermediate
phase and determine whether or not to abort the relationship.  Most dudes get blinded by pussy and
the Blue Pill and social expectations and end up ignoring the obvious warning signs, ending up
with the Hellbeast Girlfriend.  I'm not saying avoid her - she's instructional.

So is getting your assed kicked by a prison gang.

If you decide to bail, don't fret it.  Women Are Fungible.  Finding another and starting over means a
brand new chance and brand new pussy and maybe a chick who's a little freakier than your last one.
 You can get another girlfriend as easily as you can get another car.  But if you don't bail when
the danger signs are clear, then you can expect her to make more demands on your C-Card.  And this
is when things start getting bad.  This is . . .

Advanced Girlfriend

Your mileage may vary, but you can trace Advanced Girlfriend to a combination of any two of these
three occurrences: Meeting the parents/siblings; going on a multi-day trip alone as a couple, or
attending any wedding together as a couple.  Any one of these, and you're in danger of getting
your AG box punched.  Any combination and . . . dude, you got a serious girlfriend.  Says so right on
your C-Card.  You either accept that, or you find a graceful way to bail ("Your parents are
LUTHERAN?  Die, blasphemer!" often works).  Of course, even if you avoid the above, if you
celebrate your One Year Anniversary, you've got a bad case of Advanced Girlfriend.

AG comes with a whole lot of baggage.  Sexual, social, personal, psychological, if  you leave a
relationship any time before this box gets punched you have a reasonable hope of bouncing back and
recovering fairly quickly.  But the longer a girl has your AG box punched, the more and greater the
expectations.

From her perspective, if she's introduced you to her parents and they actually like you, you went to a
wedding and danced with her and looked half-way decent in a tux, and you made it for three days at
that run-down Bed & Breakfast in the Catskills without killing each other (you might have gotten

http://marriedmansexlife.com/2011/11/the-fungible-wife/
http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-_F3rfHI4pPA/UVH4j7qjO4I/AAAAAAAAEoI/fKM7KCdoViI/s1600/6490251851_7dce27e563_m.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 561 of 1013

anal as a reward for your good behavior - and if you didn't, take that into consideration.)  If you
passed all three of those tests, then you have Serious Boyfriend Potential, and her pursuit of your C-
Card begins in earnest.

Serious Girlfriend

The Serious Girlfriend box gets checked on your card about the Year Three mark, and/or your
decision for real.

to cohabitate.  A live-in boyfriend is a test run for a more permanent relationship.  It's also the point
at which the wise Red Pill man starts vetting his girlfriend

It's not all-bad.  Some dudes see Serious Girlfriend as a safe spot between Hopelessly Single and
Married.  And this is where most dudes start pressing the serious sexual stuff.  Because while she's
starting to think about wedding locations and honeymoon destinations, you're thinking about anal,
oral, and what her sister looks like naked in your imagination.  By this point, you probably already
know what she will and won't do in bed, and what she does and doesn't like.  You might be wrong,
but you know.  And you should be getting laid like a champ for a while, too, as your SG tries to
upgrade her spot on your C-Card.

This is usually where the gloves come off sexually, too.  During the evaluation-and-vetting period,
you've got to establish if she's going to be sexually-compatible long-term.  You have to settle the
issue of kids.  You have to determine future birth-control options.  And you have to decide if you
really can stand hitting just that one pussy for the rest of your life.  So think about this carefully.
 Then think about it some more.

At the SG point, many of the mundane domestic matters have already been settled.  The toilet seat
question, the grocery-and-cooking question, the housework question, the religion question, the social
issues, and the day-to-day minutia of a relationship have been gone over exhaustively, and you still
haven't broken up.  During the SG phase, this is where you turn up the heat before proceeding any
further.  Despite its name, SG is the last step you have before the serious commitment phase.  Use it
wisely.
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I'll cover good vetting and wife-testing in future posts, but for now just assume that you have
assembled your list and have begun figuring out whether she's going to work out, long-term.  While
three years might SEEM long-term, the fact is it's the minimum time I would spend
investigating and vetting any woman who wasn't a brilliant, independently wealthy "10" with
incurable nymphomania and an oral fixation.  For at least a year, you need to put this woman
through her paces and challenge her, observing and noting every reaction to adversity or provocation.

But your serious vetting shouldn't go more than two years.  If you don't know by your fifth
anniversary, then you really DO know, and just don't want to admit it.  If she passes the tests (and you
pass yours) then you can consider proceeding to the next box on your C-card: Engagement.

Fiancee

This is the Penultimate Step.  The second-to-last box on your C-Card.  Fuck this part up, and you're
going miserable.

to be

The Fiancee stage comes (ideally) when you have decided to offer a woman a pledge of open-
ended commitment.  It's stating your intent to be with her for the rest of her life.  It's not a
"celebration of your love", it's the point at which you've agreed on general terms, and now it's time to
begin the negotiation process for permanent status.

Once you give a girl an engagement ring, they're notoriously hard to get back.  But it's still a
pencilled-in commitment, with no real legs in court ("breach of promise" notwithstanding, thanks to
feminism).  You still have the power to end the relationship at any time and clear your C-Card.

Fiancee is where you decide between the two of you the Big Questions: where shall we live, what
jobs should we have, how many children and should they be raised Jewish, dog or cat, whose parents
get Christmas and whose get Christmas Eve, live tree or artificial tree, blinds or curtains, etc. etc.
 These are Advanced Domestic Issues, and they need to be settled.  The Fiancee slot is where you
start consciously knitting your family cultures together.  That's not always easy.  Hell, it's never easy,
unless you marry an orphan (HIGHLY recommended . . .).
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But a wise man doesn't proceed to this step unless he has already assured himself
that he will not regret it.  And that means either doing a whole lot of vetting or a whole lot of luck.
 While the latter is nicer to have, it's harder to come by.

The process of vetting your future spouse is worthy not just of another post, but of another entire
book.  Let's just pretend you've done all that, and you are certain beyond a shadow of a doubt that this
woman is The One, or at least A Real Good One, and you feel comfortable taking that last step, the
last box on your C-Card save death: Marriage.

(First) Wife

This is the big one.  This is the point past which no man may tread lightly.  When you put a ring on it,
you're legally becoming one person with your wife.  There are sacred obligations implicit with the
office, and while technically you can "go back" and un-punch your WIFE box, the process is painful
and expensive -- akin to a woman having her hymen surgically re-attached.

Wives can be your greatest joy or your greatest curse, the reason you go to bed every night and get
out of bed every morning . . . or the reason why you hide in the bathroom, masturbating gloomily.
 They can watch your back and make your bed, or they can sabotage your plans and spend your
bread.  Letting someone get that far up your C-Card who doesn't respect the measure of commitment
implied in marriage is a recipe for chaos and disaster.

Second Wife
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Unless you're a widower, remarrying is nothing less than the victory
of optimism over experience.  Yet many
men find wonderful partnerships in their second wives for a number of reasons.  Honestly, the man I
know who historically was most down on marriage after his divorce is now blissfully happy with a
woman sixteen years his junior.  He claims his earlier screeds against the institution were based on a
poor selection sample.  His second wife was vetted far more thoroughly than his first, and being older
and presumably wiser my friend had a much better idea about what he wanted in a wife . . . as
opposed to what he wanted in a girlfriend.

But other second marriages are no better than first marriages, and sometimes far worse.  The native
enthusiasm and tenacity you had with your first wife are broken -- you know for a fact that things can
go horribly wrong, and the ideal of True Love is no longer the untarnished trophy you once thought.
Age and desperation also play a role.  My grandfather remarried a few years before his death, and
while the two of them got along great while he was alive, I cannot help but wonder what would have
happened had he lived far longer with her.

Summary

That's your C-Card, Gentlemen.  From First Love to Second Wife and beyond, your commitment
level is the biggest card you have in your hand when you meet a woman.  Sex is easy -- she can get it
anywhere.  But a woman who craves commitment (and a thunderous majority do) the way you crave
cooze is just as determined to get it from you as you are determined to relieve her of her virtue.  Of
course, the old-style exchange of sex-for-security no longer applies, strictly speaking, but even in our
post-industrial civilization commitment is still coin-of-the realm in the Female Social Matrix.

The important things to take away from this are the following: a woman who is a great girlfriend does
not necessarily make a great fiance or wife.  And a woman who will be an ideal wife may be a
mediocre girlfriend.  But as you contemplate expanding your commitment with the woman in your
life, be mindful of the pros and cons of such a move.  I would no better counsel my sons to propose
marriage on early acquaintance (say, anything under three years of courtship and vetting) than I
would condoning my daughter having sex without thought of consequence.

The 21st century Red Pill gentleman will understand the role that his C-Card plays in motivating the
women in his life, and he will play that card very cautiously, appreciating it for the treasure it is.
When he is too eager to turn it over to a woman, it's usually because of sex in some form or fashion --
which is ironic, because with an open C-card, a dude with Game can get sex in part on the basis of his
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open card.

The value of your C-card to any particular woman is going to be variable, of course, and some will
judge you harshly because of it.  A long history of short relationships is going to be a red flag for all
but the horniest ovulating women -- and those ladies are going to be convinced they can fuck you into
it, if they tried hard enough.

Be a sport.  Let them try.

But hold onto your C-card like its the One Ring, and be as stingy as possible with it.  Why?  Because
men who are too willing to commit too early raise red flags with women too, just  like a woman
who sleeps with a dude on the first date raises red flags with men.  If you do not value your C-Card
for what it is -- your Precious -- and are liberal with how you commit, you lower your own value.
 And the lower you value yourself, the lower the women you meet value you.

It is hard, but it pays off.  The more you value your C-card, the higher value you have.  And the more
you bring to the table as a potential husband, the higher value your C-card has.  That means having
higher standards in the early days, and keeping to them later on.  That means considering and
reconsidering the situation seriously before being willing to even be called someone's "boyfriend".
 That means understanding that your ability to make a woman a wife is one of your most desirable
characteristics (after wealth and power), even more important than the size of your dick.  That means
breaking an engagement (or postponing it) if you are not absolutely happy with how things are going.

Men are not taught to value their own commitment, not overtly.  Of
course, when society values their commitment less, men tend to downgrade their commitment value
as well.  The advent and popularity of divorce culture has cheapened the very meaning of a marital
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commitment in most men's eyes, as demonstrated by the plummeting marriage rates and the higher
median age of first marriages.  Why take the risk your girlfriend will be a bad wife or a future ex-
wife, when you can just break up, move on, and get another girlfriend?  The C-card lets you do that.
 Don't leave home without it.

The other piece of good news is that your SM value naturally rises over time, and the value of your
C-card goes up as you become more and more successful.  Again, most men have no idea that a 40
year old single man with a job and a car and a roof over his head is actually a HUGE catch, compared
to the alternatives in the Puerarchy.  He might feel utterly inadequate about it, and some are quite
mystified how it happens, but a middle-aged man who has conserved his C-card wisely is gold
bullion to the commitment-starved women in America.

Gentlemen, be aware and mindful of your C-card status.  Don't pretend that this shit happens
"naturally", that you'll propose when you know the time is right (but not necessarily the woman).
 Dangle that C-card over her head until she demonstrates her true colors, and then decide
whether or not to let her punch it . . . or to move on to someone with better prospects.
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The Crab Basket Effect
April 13, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

The Manosphere is often accused of misogyny . . . but we're freakin' amateurs at the art, compared to
women.

The Female Social Matrix is ubiquitous.  From its humble origins at church socials and various sorts
of "bees", through it's matriculation in the 1960s, to it's full-fledged entry into the workforce in the
70s and 80s, the FSM is everywhere . . . and nowhere is it stronger or more important than in the
workplace.

Indeed, feminism evolved conceptually largely in response to the need for adapting domestic female
culture to the predominantly-male business world.  With it's emphasis on equality and sisterhood,
feminism (Equity feminism, mind you -- this was before Gender Feminism declared holy war on all
things XY and poisoned the well) was supposed to be about women helping women compete in a
man's world. 

Since around the time of the adoption of Title IX,
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that's been a slow but inevitable process.  The workforce went "co-ed", and the emphasis went from
being on a woman's right to work and receive a fair and equitable wage to the lack of female
managers and CEOs running the corporate world -- the fabled Glass Ceiling, beyond which all wishes
of power, fortune, and influence would supposedly be granted.

Special mentoring programs and other remedial assistance was thrown at the problem -- feminism
couldn't very well argue for the right of every woman to be free to work and establish her financial
independence without taking exception to the lack of boobs in the boardroom.  And then special rules
and regulations dealing with issues of sex and sexuality had to be developed for use, so terms like
"boobs in the boardroom" would be legally actionable in the wrong context.  Women demanded the
right to compete, and then changed the rules of competition in business to favor themselves.  

So for over 30 years, more than an entire generation, we've seen women at work, women in
management, women "competing in a man's world" . . . even though the "man's world" looks more
feminine than ever.

So . . .how's that working out for women?

Turns out . . . not so good.  

Dr. Peggy Drexler has published two pieces back-to-back discussing the complexities of women
working with women.   The result isn't pretty . . . and pretty much validates everything I've said about
the Female Social Matrix.  Also known as the Crab Basket.
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If you aren't familiar with the term, it's a metaphor for how women relate to other women -- how
they self-organize, socially.  

When men self-organize, they usually do it hierarchically, with clear top-down leadership,
management, and execution.  There is a central power, and then subordinates who comply with and
execute the leadership's policies and decisions.  it's all dreadfully impersonal and extremely effective,
in a few very limited ways (building a wall, house, ship, or civilization, for instance, or defending
your genetic destiny from a hostile world . . . but nothing important).  Male-dominated organizations
traditionally emphasize the archaic qualities of achievement and competition, depending on mere
efficiency, innovation, and ingenuity to get by.

Women, by contrast, self-organize in a far more sophisticated way.  Unfortunately for them, the self-
organization of the Female Social Matrix actually punishes achievement and emphasizes cooperation
and fairness over efficiency or efficacy.  But that doesn't mean it isn't competitive.  Or escapable.
 Regardless of how many women are in a workplace, more than one leads to a node of the Matrix to
exist.  And regardless of how many men work with those women, the Crab Basket of the FSM is
ALWAYS overlaying the organization.  

Dr. Drexler's first article concerns female bosses -- the Queen Bee
phenomenon.  This is the well-documented development in sociology and anthropology, and it
validates the Crab Basket metaphor.  Simply put, when women self-organize into a FSM, it resembles
a bushel basket of live crabs.

Life in the Crab Basket isn't great.  If you're on the bottom, every other crab is stepping on you,
constantly shifting in unpredictable ways, making any progress difficult.  If you're in the middle, not
only is your foundation constantly moving, everyone around you is attempting to climb over you to
get closer to the top of the basket . . . and the crabs at the top of the basket who are using you as their
support are just as eager to keep their position and discourage ambitious competition.
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There's only so much room up at the top of the basket.  And everyone wants to be there.  So the
vaunted "cooperation" meme that women and feminists love to tout as an advantage of female-led
enterprises turns instead into a series of innumerable petty competitions, none of which are
decisive but all of which add to the general instability of the basket.  By design.

After all, it is very difficult to get to the top of the basket without the help of the crabs on your level,
and those below you.  But when you are all striving for the same goal, and that resource is inherently
limited, then competition, not cooperation, actually rules the day.  The crabs on your level are not
your fellow sisters, they're bitches who get in your way.  If you aren't standing on their shoulders one
day, looking down, then they'll be standing on your shoulders while you look up in resentful
frustration.

The crabs at the top of the basket are the Queen Bees.  They have successfully competed and
made it to their reward, but they have to constantly defend their position.  Leadership and power in
the FSM is always transitory.  Everyone gets a turn on the swing, theoretically.  Of course, there's
only room for one ass in the seat at a time . . . but every crab thinks it should be their ass, and none
feel more entitled to that than the ones already there.  

Female managers suck, if you are a female employee.  Queen Bees regularly sabotage those crabs
below them who look most challenging and threatening to their position.  While talking about
leveling playing fields and bridging gaps and providing opportunities, when women gain power
their first impulse is to secure their position by eliminating competition as savagely and
ruthlessly as possible . . . without looking like they are actually doing it.

While that worked great for a 17th century quilting bee, when that method of social organization gets
applied to the masculine-developed world of business, as Dr. Drexler demonstrates, the FSM imposes
some fairly harsh problems on women in the workplace.  And men have nothing to do with it.
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So why do women insist that they are better at cooperating
and getting along than men?  

Because that convenient fiction is a powerful strategy in the Crab Basket.  By insisting that everyone
is equal and that the Basket should strive for fairness, an ideal world in which EVERYONE gets to be
at the top of the basket and NO ONE has to be on the bottom, that allows the more ambitious crabs
the rationalization they need to sabotage their comrades' progress under the slightest pretext.  But
since they, too, have to agree to the polite fiction of female cooperation in order for their competitive
nature to thrive, they cannot do so openly, or risk the wrath of the rest of the Basket.

And it is always, always personal, no matter how much they assure you it is not.

Indeed women, as Dr. Drexler reports in her second post on female employees, are constantly turning
work-related issues and relationships personal.  That is probably because the female dual
cooperation/competition dichotomy encourages a personal, rather than impersonal, mode of
behavior.  The FSM is inherently personal and inherently judgmental, and when those elements are
mixed with business or other enterprise . . . it can get ugly.
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Women, it turns out, aren't very good employees, either.
 Especially to female bosses.  An ambitious, hard-working corporate amazon doesn't see female
leadership above her as a potential ally, but as a natural and eventual foe.  Undermining the success
of the Queen Bees of an organization covertly, through manipulating the Matrix, is a time-honored
method of advancement among women.  This is almost always done socially, and not through the
metric of achievement.  In the Basket, it doesn't matter how well Donna performs, it matters what
everyone else thinks of her.  

Female managers have it rough, because not only do they have to deal with the male-oriented
demands of the business world and lead accordingly, they have to simultaneously manage their own
Crab Basket of women and keep the latter from screwing with the effectiveness of the former.

Of course, that happens so often it's comic.  As female managers deal with countless petty personal
attacks on their leadership in the form of constant gossip among her female subordinates, they have to
contend with a far different range of expectations from their female employees than their male
employees.  Their male employees, for the most part, stick to the male-hierarchical business model
and are actually more likely to treat a female boss impartally and objectively, looking at her
performance and leadership before allowing their personal feelings to enter into their judgment.

 But the Crab Basket is a vicious place.   Her female subordinates will often be brutal critics - not of
her performance as a leader, but of her personal life, and use that as the basis of their level of
cooperation.

As Dr. Drexler reports, women in a subordinate role to other women -- particularly younger
women -- will often inspire a "mothering" reflex in them.  She recounts one woman who had a
string of female
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secretaries who seemed determined to involve themselves in her personal life, no matter how hard
she tried to keep them separate, 

That lends itself to a great amount of instability when the goal is not to find your boss a husband, but
to do your job and make the company money.  It's also very difficult for an older woman to take
orders from a younger woman without bristling at it . . . and second-guessing her younger boss
constantly.  I've seen some older women actually take their younger superiors to task over their
performance and decision-making in an effort to "help" them.

That's key to the Crab Basket model: when all of those women are pulling you back down to their
level, they aren't being malicious . . . they genuinely think that they are "helping" you.

Call it the "Bless Her Heart" stratagem  that is extremely popular here in the South.  When a woman
gains accolades or achievement that singles her out -- sends her to the top of the Crab Basket -- then
the FSM prohibits open activity against her, because that violates the Matrix's rules.  Direct
confrontation is an affront to the dignity of femininity, or something like that.  You can't go after
another woman directly without appearing to be a Bitch (which is something of a mixed blessing in
the corporate Matrix).

Instead, they hover around, waiting for the ascending crab to make a mistake . . . and they all descend
on her, not to "attack" her, but to "help out".  More high-achieving women have been "helped out" of
their success by their ostensibly well-meaning rivals or subordinates than by sexists male bosses.

There's a great example of this in that most estrogen-poisoned of environments, the Disney tween
drama.
Blame my Daughter and my grandmother for why I know this.  Fuck you.

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-W5_k3rT6Q9A/UWjP42BGxMI/AAAAAAAAEx4/-zUAcMzlkmQ/s1600/87021.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 574 of 1013

In particular the film Ice Princess, starring Michelle Trachtenburg (from Buffy) and Hayden
Panetierre (from Heros) as rival figure skating students under the same Queen Bee coach (Kim
Cattrall).  Michelle's character is a brainiac nerdling who uses the power of physics to skate well, and
(surprise!) has a talent for it.  Hayden is the bratty daughter of the icy skating coach whose own
Olympic dreams were dashed, and who is now living vicariously and viciously through her daughter's
competitive hopes.

The coach decides Michelle's character is too much of a threat for her daughter's chances . . . but
instead of actively sabotaging her, ala a regular villain, she instead . . . buys her new skates.

The coach "helps out" Michelle's character because it is, technically, "assistance": Michelle had been
wearing crappy skates to a competition and couldn't afford new ones.  So the coach "thoughtfully"
buys a brand-new, expensive pair of skates for her.  Michelle was thrilled . . . and then wrecked the
competition because the skates were new, unbroken in, and sabotaged her performance.  Her daughter
later calls her on the unfairness of it -- as a novice skater, Michelle has no idea that skates need to be
"broken in" before being used in a performance.  She tries to compete, she shreds her feet and botches
her routine, and blames herself for the failure . . . with the kind and caring assistance of her coach.

Then Hayden busts her mom for "helping" Michelle, because she knows exactly what her mom did
by exploiting her rival's ignorance.

That's just one good solid example of the Crab Basket in action.  The claws that come grasping and
reaching  for the offending achiever are always doing so ostensibly out of a sense of love and
concern, not hate or rivalry.

Most women know this instinctively, thanks to their multi-track communication modes. When a man
hears, "Would it be helpful if I came over and gave you a hand around the house?" from his sister-in-
law, to him it's a friendly offer.  To his wife, it's a tacit condemnation on her skills as a wife and
mother.
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No, Dudes, really.

This element of the Crab Basket has to be seen in light of the Hamster
Wheel of collective femininity.  Essentially the "bless her heart" motivation is the rationalization of
competitive behavior as assistance, with compassion during crisis being placed at the highest level of
female values.  Everyone's buddies and BFFs and the basket is stable . . . until a crab shows
weakness.  That weakness is an opportunity to strike, while gaining Matrix points for the overt
demonstration of assistance.

Another example: Ms. Apple is the head of her department, and is not just doing well, she's doing
very, very well.  Numbers are up.  Employees are motivated.  Making good decisions.  Getting
noticed by those higher up.  In good ways and bad ways.  And the more she rises, the more she comes
under scrutiny and criticism over her personal life - which everyone in the Matrix seems to (or claims
to) know all about.  As long as she doesn't fuck up, they have to keep their claws under the table.

But then, say, Ms. Apple's mother gets cancer and needs chemo, and she has to take time off to care
for her.  She files an FMLA and takes leave for the purpose, assured that she will have a job when she
comes back from her crisis.  In the meantime, she does what she can to prepare for her absence.  If
she's any good, she'll be able to to delegate enough to subordinates, post-pone non-essentials, and
monitor affairs remotely if necessary, to put out any fires.  It's a hassle, it's a pain, but it's necessary
and Ms. Apple can handle it.
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But the moment the scent of crisis is loose upon the Matrix,
Ms. Apple's "need" for compassion turns into an opportunity to exploit a weakness.  By "helping"
her.  To death.

Her female boss (who has been growing more and more threatened by Ms. Apple's success and
inevitable rise in the company) moves in and assumes an executive role in a time of crisis.  She
assures Ms. Apple that things will be just fine in her absence because everyone cares so deeply about
her and what she's going through.  Open displays of sympathy that visibly break normal work
protocol may abound.  Cards.  Flowers.  Fund raising.  The more agitation that the Matrix can
generate around the "wounded" member, the more points available for everyone.

Then the deeply sympathetic boss completely re-organizes Ms. Apple's department and workflow to
"help" her become more efficient.  That is, run more to her liking.  She'll appear matronly and
concerned to the rest of the staff, which preserves her position in the Matrix -- hell, it improves it.
 Bestowing Compassion is an automatic 50 points.  Compassion In A Position Of Leadership is
double that.

But it doesn't stop there -- the Matrix is ubiquitous, and the weakness is an opportunity for everyone.
 Ms. Apple's female subordinates take advantage of her absence to advance themselves shamelessly,
"helping out" Ms. Apple by taking away cherished projects, key client relationships or plumb
assignments.  They'll sign a card and chip in five bucks, too, just for the cheap points.  Generosity In
A Time Of Crisis is a cool 200,  They'll simultaneously begin sabotaging Ms. Apple's efforts subtly,
working through the Matrix with gossip and speculation ("Did you see how haggard she's looking?
 She's aged ten years since March!  Bless her heart, she loves her Mama!  And did you say she only
offered you ten percent?  Mr. Banana, I can go fifteen . . . I have no idea why she wouldn't treat you
right.  Must be the stress.")
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And her actual rivals?  If she has an enemy, then this is blood in the water.  Sometimes a very
calculated bit of "assistance" will be used to force Ms. Apple into an unfavorable position.  Say, Ms.
Orange, her rival in another department, generously offers the use of her peaceful mountain cabin for
her mother's recuperation, free-of-charge . . . and doesn't bother to mention that there is no cell
coverage or internet access.  While Ms. Apple is soaking up the rustic vibe and tending to Mother,
Ms. Orange is systematically raiding her files, poisoning the waters against her, and preparing booby-
traps for her eventual return.

Even her female allies will accidentally work against her, in the name of "helping" her.  Phone calls,
texts and emails keeping her appraised of the corporate Matrix re-positioning can call even more
attention to her.  Attempts to defend her turf by her loyalists can result in even further loss of power
and position, and can endanger their own positions.

Of course, by the time Ms. Apple comes back from FMLA, her mom might be better . . . but her
career is screwed.  The law says she has a job to come back to . . . it doesn't say it has to be her old
job.  She could even wind up as assistant to her former subordinate ("You were gone so long, we just
couldn't be without a leader that long . . .") and subordinate to her former rival ("Judy knew it would
take you a while to get back up to speed . . . I'm sure this is just temporary, until you've recovered")
and safely neutralized as a threat by her former boss.

But gosh, everyone's just oozing with compassion, worry, and concern.  Did you see that card?
 Everyone signed it.

And goddess help her if she becomes entangled with a man -- or even a rumor of one -- while she's
gone.
 One little "I thought I saw her the other day at a restaurant when she was supposed to be taking her
mother to the doctor . . . and you should have seen the guy she was with!" whispered in the break
room and it's all over.

Mere speculation of her personal life, with a built-in opportunity for judgment and loss of position, is
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when the claws really come out from under the table.  It doesn't have to be true.  It just has to seem to
be true, or true enough to sound good to the woman in Accounting.  Concern becomes an opportunity
for judgement and criticism. And it is always personal.

While all of this is happening, the men in the office are largely clueless or impotent.  They have
neither the tools nor the knowledge of how to deal with this level of Matrix activity.  All they see is a
lot of whispering, a lot of cards and flowers, a lot of posturing, and a lot of speculation on what might
or might not happen to Ms. Apple.

Any attempt by a male to dissuade the women from going after Ms. Apple's position will result in a
united

front of the corporate Matrix chastising him for his lack of
compassion -- can't he see that everyone wants only what is best for Ms. Apple, they love her so?
 Female rivals, allies, subordinates, and superiors will all insist that they are acting out of a sense of
love and compassion while they effectively hamstring Ms. Apple's position. Every crab in the basket
is insisting that they are helping Ms. Apple as she gets pushed lower down the Basket.  If you're a
dude and you know what's actually going on, it can be ghastly to watch.

It's the difference between "Is there anything I can do to help?" and "LET me help you . . . no, really,
I insist!"  So the next time you see some up-and-coming shining example of female success about to
storm the glass ceiling and take the job you covet, pay attention to just how quickly her fortunes turn
around through indirect attacks and social manipulation when she's going through a "rough patch".
 As a dude, you're actually pretty lucky.  You don't have to do a thing.  The Matrix will take care of
her for you.  The collective weight of their Hamster Wheels will flatten a female rival far quicker
than mere out-production.

Oh, if you're a Black Knight you can muddy the waters with a little disinformation mumbled in the
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right ear, to either hurt or help her ("Cancer?  Funny, I heard she was interviewing for a Director-
level position with our biggest competitor." is one that can throw the Matrix into a tizzy, for
example.)   While it is generally ungentlemanly and unclassy to bring up a personal issue when
competing with a rival, don't forget that Ms. Apple would not hesitate mentioning that she saw your
truck in the parking lot of a strip club to your female boss, if she has the chance.

 If you want to pile on, understand that as a male you are not part of the Matrix, but that does not
mean you cannot affect the Matrix.  You just have to know how to properly shake the Crab Basket.
 The simplest way is to casually mention something intensely personal but still vague enough for
masculine plausible deniability.  The fact that you're a dude, and you don't even really understand that
there is a Matrix, gives you standing as an information source.  You have some level of credibility
just because everyone in the Matrix knows you don't know shit about the rules of the Matrix, so why
would your merely-male ass lie to them?  Hamsters supply all the details you need.

So if you really want to fuck with a Ms. Apple's career, the quickest and most direct way is to
casually mention a potential indiscretion of hers to pretty much anyone in the Matrix.  Mention just
once how you saw her flirt with a married dude to the "wrong" node in the Matrix, and she's toast. 
No one in the FSM likes a woman who will flirt with another woman's husband, even if they do so
regularly on their own. Unless Ms. Apple is a confirmed lesbian, that's all the rationalization the FSM
needs to tear her apart in abstentia.

So be aware of the hazards of the Crab Basket, regardless of your gender.  You can't avoid it.  It's
How Things Are, no matter how many feminists rants and sisterhood chants you hear.

Watch what they do.  Not what they say.  That's what will clue you in.
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Wife Test: An Introduction, and Batshit Crazy
April 16, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Most American men should not get married.

It’s just not in their best interest.  Most men who blindly enter into marriage are blinded by
hormones, fear, and insecurity, with the light of reason a dim and distant flicker.  The threat of
divorce and lost of custody through hypergamous divorce, the prospect of being locked into a
sexless marriage with an increasingly bitter and unpleasant old woman where the sweet
release of death is your only hope, or any whacky combination of sitcom plots disguised as
life events can make a husband's life a living hell.  Despite the “married men live longer”
meme, the facts on the ground are pretty apparent in a Red Pill sort of way: in our society
marriage is not often in the best interests of the male in question.

Unfortunately, barring a Manosphere-sponsored Fully Informed Fiancee Act, most men are
going to imagine that their special union is specialer than all of those nasty divorces he’s seen.
 She’s different, he thinks.  She really loves me.  She’d never leave me.  She'd never betray
me.  She'd never double her wedding-day weight.

And we all know how that tends to work.
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Most divorced men are divorced because they made poor
decisions in the Wife Selection department, and did not do proper vetting.  Most divorced
men mistook True Love for a male mating strategy and ended up grabbing their ankles for a
financial pegging of Olympian proportions.  

And all divorced men . . . got married.

If you don’t want to be divorced, the only way to ensure that is to not get married.

The next best way is to find a truly worthwhile, worthy woman to share your life with, vett the
hell out of her, and become as certain as you can that she is, indeed, who she says she is.  If
you can find this rare and uncommon creature, and you can find common ground and mutual
assurance about your long-term goals and short-term issues, and you're feeling lucky, then you
might want to consider marriage.

And even then there are no guarantees.  Life is about risk.  And intelligent risk-taking is
manly.

Still, there is a sizable minority of men out there who just prefer to be married – I’m one of
them.  While I'm sure I'd do just fine living the life of a gentleman bachelor ("Gentleman of
Leisure" is one of the three Dream Jobs I haven't managed yet . . . out of 6.  I ain't
complainin'.) but the plain fact of the matter is that I prefer a house with a balance of
masculine and feminine energies for the raising of kids, and marriage is the most
expedient route to that, if you do it right.  Wanting to be married doesn’t make me a glutton
for punishment . . . but that’s because I wasn’t an idiot about it.  Most dudes just are.

When it comes to proper Wife Selection, the first big issue is, of course, pre-screening.  That
is, establishing your criteria for what you want in your wife.  For this I suggest compiling a
list.
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Hell, just buy a notebook.  You're going to need it.

Think of this as your "wife hunting manual", because it is going to serve as the command-and-
control system, the scientific journal, the wish list and the notes section of your journey.  And
at the very begining, you need to establish your List.

The List encompasses four sections:  Must-Haves, Nice-to-Haves, Bonus Points and
Dealbreakers.  And while your Must-Haves and Nice-to-Haves are going to be much
different from every other dude's, there are some issues in the Dealbreaker category that most
of us are going to agree are common things to avoid in a woman.

And at the very top of the list of dealbreakers should be Batshit Crazy.  It's one of the basic
things you need to think about before you even consider cohabitation, let alone buying a ring.
 Hell, if you smell it early enough, it's usually advisable to avoid Batshit Crazy altogether.
 Like cocaine, it has a tendancy to be expensive, dramatic, and lead to long-term damage.

So with every potential Mrs. Right you meet, within the first moments of making the
realization that yeah, you could tap that for the rest of your life, you need to ask yourself this
very, very important question:

 Is She Batshit Crazy?
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This sounds like a no-brainer, but clearly someone isn’t getting the memo.  According to some
official-sounding agencies, almost 25% of women in the United States suffer from some
form of mental illness, from the charmingly quaint to the homicidally severe.  Depression,
eating disorders, PTSD, OCD, ADHD, Bipolar Disorder, and the ever-treacherous Borderline
Personality Disorder (h/t Black Knight at Return of Kings) you name it, women seem to have
(or at least are diagnosed with) more mental illnesses than men.  

The problem is that typical young female behavior in this day and age can often disguise
symptoms as cultural phenomenon.  Is your girlfriend struggling with a personality issue?  Or
is she just a bitch?  Perhaps both? 

Even considering marriage to a woman without a complete understanding of her mental health
history, including any traumas and medications, is just stupid.  That's a fundamental element
of basic Wife Selection.  So ask yourself the following follow-up questions, and record the
answers:

Has she . . . 
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Ever been committed to a mental institution, voluntarily or
involuntarily?
Ever been treated by a psychiatrist or clinical psychologist?
Ever had a regular course of mental therapy?
Taken the Briggs-Meyers test?  If so, what was her rating?
Taken an IQ test? (Stupidity isn't crazy, but it might as well be.)
Ever been prescribed medication for a mental health issue?
Ever been prescribed medication for Premenstrual Dysphoric Disorder? (PMS isn't crazy . . .
wait . . .)
Ever been treated for PTSD?  
Ever been raped, sexually assaulted, or suffered childhood abuse?
Ever witnessed a horrifically tragic event, such as a shooting or bombing?
Had a history of stalking, drugs, or alcohol abuse?  
Been arrested?

I'm sure you can add your own, but that should get you started.  And don’t stop with just her
personal history, either: is her mom (your potential mother-in-law) Batshit Crazy?  Her
aunts?  Grandmother? Often a malady is hereditary, or only exposed slowly over time, or
triggered by an event or experience.  Don't shy away from asking these questions because
"they are too personal" - you are considering tying your fate and fortunes to this woman.  If
she's gonna have your babies someday, this is some shit you need to know.  

And if she's highly reluctant to discuss the issue . . . well, that's pretty telling.

So, do you automatically discard a girl just because she’s mentally ill?  

Not necessarily. 
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Consider that until recently homosexuality was considered a mental illness – whatever your
moral stand on homosexuality, it’s not a mental illness.  Psychiatry is an evolving science, and
this year's-neurosis may be next years winning attitude.  Focus more on her actions and her
behavior than her diagnosis, but a diagnosis might be an excellent place to start.

Then consider your own mental health.  While men are arguably slightly saner, statistically
speaking, there are still plenty of us who should only be eating with plastic spoons.  And some
of us . . . 

Everyone has issues, and I'm not saying that you have to find someone with a completely
clean mental bill-of-health . . . because (let's face it) if they were that sane, why the hell would
they be dating you? The goal here is to balance your own pack of crazy with that of your wife.
 If you had to rate your own neurosis on a 1-10 scale, then an excellent rule of thumb is that
your potential wife's score should be within easy striking distance (no more than a point) from
yours.  Ideally, just below (it's always nice to be the saner person of the couple), but if it's
more than a point -- two, max, if she's hot and one of her neurosis is nymphomania -- then it's
time to proceed with caution.

Note I said "proceed with caution", not "run screaming from the room".  

A lot of your decision should depend on just what kind of crazy, too.  If it is going to conflict
strongly with your own, then that's an issue.  If it's something genetic, then that's a
consideration if you want kids.  If it's just quirky and quaint, then you can -- probably -- live
with it.

But if you do hit more than two or three red flags in your initial investigations the it is quite
likely that Mrs. Maybe is a no-go, and you should, indeed, back away slowly.  I'm sure she's a
very nice girl, but if you do not establish and maintain your own high standards on
something as objective as this, then you've already lost.  Wife Selection means wife
selection . . . and that means passing up those who are for whatever reason unacceptable to
your criteria.
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The fact is that many mental illnesses can be effectively treated medically these days.  But if
your

potential woman has issues complying with her medication schedule, that's a red flag.  If she
misses time from work because "I just wasn't feeling good", then that's a red flag.  If she displays
manic or outrageously flaky behavior, then that's a red flag.  Too many red flags . . . and then there's a
flag on the play.

When you do decide that the woman you're vetting
didn't make the cut, be very careful how you end things.  That's the sort of break-up that can
actually trigger some extreme behavior in a mentally unstable person, and the next thing you
know you come home from work to find your house broken into, your shirts shredded, and a
good healthy dump in the middle of your dining room table.  It's been known to happen. 

But don't let that stop you.  Messy break-ups are bad . . . they're even worse when there's a
marriage involved.  Aborting a relationship in which too rich a vein of Batshit Crazy is
apparent isn't a sign of you being a dickhead who can't commit, no matter what she says.

It's a sign that you are taking your matrimonial duties and your commitment seriously.

Good luck . . . and stay tuned for more on this important subject!
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Men 2020: The Real Story
April 17, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Noted research psychologist and gender scholar Dr. Peggy Drexler released a post at Huffpo recently
entitled Men 2020. In it she tries to portray the struggles of men in our society - a point in her favor -
while attempting to dismiss most of the current crisis as mere "growing pains" as we accept our new,
diminished lot in life - minus half a point.

But it did suggest that a look ahead might be in order.  Since I am also, in addition to being a humble
pornographer, sex nerd, author, bon vivant, old married guy, also a science fiction writer and futurist,
I thought I would give some thought to the subject of the Future of Men.  Dr. Drexler gets some parts
of it right, but she relates it in a slightly patronizing (matronizing?) manner, and I don't feel her
conclusions are taking in the scope of the problem.

Luckily, I did a chapter on this very subject for the Manosphere book, and this looks like a good
place for an excerpt, of sorts.

Let me begin this way: the situation is both more dire and less dire than Dr. Drexler reports. First,
while the
 "confusion" she talks about men suffering in contemporary society is real, that's not quite the right
word for it.  More "confusion, anger, resentment, and suspicion".  Everywhere men look, the
misandrous pronouncements of media are throwing us under the bus.  We're obsolete, we've been
told.  We no longer matter.

Bullshit.  We matter quite a bit, and you ladies are about to learn just how much we can matter.
 More, the people we matter the most to is you, and you are, collectively, fucking things us.  We're
not happy about it, but like Dr. Drexler said, we're adapting . . . just not in the ways you want us to.
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She tries to hold out the Millennials as examples of
men "bettering" themselves.  She gives several examples that seem to rate that measurement purely in
terms of how much Millennial men are willing to make themselves more useful servants to
womankind . . . but very little that considers the innate masculine values.

True, she points out the increase in time spent fathering that the Millennial men seem to display as a
sign of progress, and I cannot disagree.  My heart is warmed with the number of young men I've seen
take an active hand in the fathering of their children, largely (in my observation) due to the utter lack
or estrangement of fathering in their own lives.  

These young men are, indeed, committed to family, as they have seen (despite its innate fragility in
our era) how family is one of the few constants in our lives.  They want kids.  They want wives.
 They want wives . . . who won't divorce them.  And they want wives they can stand.

So you can expect them to be a bit choosy.  Hell, we should encourage them to hold on to that C-
Card as long as they can, hold out for the best deal possible, the highest quality woman . . . and not
settle for less.  Teach them how to make the mommy-wannabes come to them, and demonstrate what
they bring to the table.

But as I said, the future is bright.  The Millennials are still young.  They are still impressionable.  And
they haunt the internet like ghosts.
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And the internet is where the Manosphere is.  For the young men of the Millennial generation, things
are looking bright, believe it or not.  If they play their cards right, everyone will learn Game, the
future fathers of America will use their pump-and-dump Puerarch palls to weed out the
poorer specimens of femininity, and focus on the few high-quality future wives in the bunch.

Do it, dudes.  Be PICKY.  Don't settle for less.  And you can afford to be.  You know why?  Because
when I said you were in high demand, I wasn't tugging your jockstrap.

You see, within the Sexual Market Place, Dads are more highly valued than Cads, but around the
time you're getting married few of you know which one you are, and the women in your lives are
banking a lot more on your potential return than on your present value.  If you decide to go the Cad
route, then your best bet is to get a vasectomy, learn Game, and hump everything in a skirt for the rest
of your life.

But if you decide to go the Dad route, and are serious about it, then you build your value and your
potential value now . . . and focus on searching diligently for a woman worthy enough to match your
level of commitment.  And that ain't easy.  Luckily, thanks to this bit of light-hearted banter, your
value is about to skyrocket.  Next, she tells us that men of the future . . .

They will be androgynous followers of a new and superior model of female leadership.

She says that like its a good thing.  It's not, for either gender.  If you want any indication of where the status
quo will actually lead us if we go down Dr. Drexler's happy, testosterone-light path, we need look no
further than Japan.  And the Herbivores.
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If you want to see what Dr. Drexler's "new and
improved Millennial men" look like, here's a perfect example. See if you really want to face this
future, ladies.  And fellas, this is what you'll have to compete against in the future if you want to be
even a mediocre dad.  You might be the worst bull in the herd, the roughest-looking pup in the pack,
the puniest bear in the den, but at least you, Gentlemen, are carnivores.  This is what your sisters have
to look forward to.

Excerpted from the Manosphere book:

The Sōshoku-kei

In Japan, you have the phenomenon of the herbivore, the sōshoku-kei.  This is a whole
class of Japanese men who shun marriage and even girlfriends in favor of an austere
lifestyle that includes indulgence in personal hygiene products, like the American
Metrosexual.  Only the herbivore takes the idea to the extreme . . . and has absolutely
no desire for any kind of romantic commitment whatsoever. 

A 2010 survey in Japan revealed that over 1/3 of Japanese men viewed themselves that
way.  Among men in their 20s and 30s, over 70% do. 

Philosopher Masahiro Morioka redefined sōshoku-kei danshi as men who are "the nice
guys of a new generation who do not aggressively seek meat, but instead prefer to eat
grass side by side with the opposite gender."  A nation of docile, non-aggressive men
completely content not to ogle women in public, but do it in the privacy of their cubes on
their iPhones. The feminist utopia.

 So how are the women of Japan greeting this phenomenon?  According to traditional
feminist ideology, they should be welcoming it with flowers, relieved that, at long last, the
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power of the hated traditional Japanese patriarchy is broken and women can assume their
proper role as co-rulers over the placid island domain.  Right?  Women should be in a
rape-free, utterly fearless state of gender freedom.

Only . . . not so much.

Japanese women are not amused by the
sōshoku-kei danshi.  In fact, they’re pretty pissed off.  Instead of leaping for the golden
opportunity to achieve and succeed in one of the biggest post-industrial economies in the
world that this should be providing them, as feminism said they should, Japanese women
are bitter about the fact that they have virtually no hope of having children. 

And you thought Western women are having a hard time finding decent husbands. 

The men they meet might be interested in a platonic date, but trying to get them to
initiate sex is difficult, if not impossible.  Sōshoku danshi are the ultimate Beta orbitors . .
. only they don’t really ever want to land. 

Why are the sōshoku danshi instructive? Precisely because Japan is one of the biggest
post-industrial economies in the world.  Japan has pioneered much of what we can expect
socially, in the context of the post-industrial economy.   You can look at the metropoli of
Japan and see the way things will eventually look in America.  And while it might be an
ideological victory for feminism, it would be really, really bad for women in general.

The herbivores have taken the Puerarchy to its logical conclusion.  They grew up as the
sons of the 1980s salariman, the loyal and hard-working company men who built Japan
into the financial, industrial, and technological powerhouse it is today.  They also spent
the vast majority of their time at work while their lonely wives browbeat their children
into preparation for the all-important college exams.  For cultural reasons, the sons got
the lion’s share of this attention.  And the pressure.
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The sōshoku danshi have withdrawn their
participation in greater Japanese society, because they see no incentive to pursue the
traditional marriage and family.  Their distant, overworked fathers provided no guidance
or impetus for having a family.  Their economy and the spoiled, entitled nature of
Japanese girls have given the sōshoku danshi no incentive whatsoever to procreate. 
None. 

The extra demands a wife and children place on a Japanese worker are tremendous, and
social expectation mandates that he work his ass off to support them.  The sōshoku
danshi is utterly disillusioned with the highly structured, highly gendered achievement,
the high expectations of Japanese women, and far more content to pursue quiet hobbies
and masturbate than actually go on a date.

That’s a bigger deal than it might seem.  The Japanese have been the leaders in
masturbation technology for decades – we had a short-lived dominance due to the
Fleshlight, but after that Japan blew us away with the Tenga.

The Tenga, for the uninformed, is a disposable egg-shaped plastic male masturbator that
you can buy in a vending machine for a couple of bucks, use a dozen times and then
throw away.  The Tenga egg comes in many different styles, offering different types of
stimulation, but one thing is agreed among all who use them: it’s a better blowjob for a
cheaper price than you can get anywhere.
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The Tenga allows the sōshoku danshi – or any man – a way to slip away, knock one off,
and get back to work without the necessity of a woman involved.  It’s cheap, it’s
convenient, and it won’t insist on wearing your sweaters.  And it’s getting more
sophisticated every iteration.  The device has such an appeal that the government is
considering regulating them, to help encourage the birthrate. 

That’s important.  Japanese women aren’t the only ones upset with the sōshoku danshi. 
The phenomenon is having real social repercussions.  It’s such a big deal, in fact, that the
Japanese government is actively trying to discourage sōshoku-kei behaviors, because it’s
leading to a dramatic decline in the birthrate. 

And if they can’t sustain the birthrate, then the weight of caring for the Japanese elderly
will fall to a smaller and smaller number of working Japanese.  So the Japanese
government has offered generous cash rewards and tax incentives for young couples to
marry and have babies. 

Which puts the average young Japanese woman in the unenviable position of having to
work to pay taxes to subsidize some other woman’s ability to have kids.  

Think about it: you have to do overtime to keep your expensive apartment, but the girl
down the hall gets time off and extra money to raise her new baby, since she actually
found a husband.  And you’re paying for it.  Bitter, yet?

The sōshoku-kei are particularly instructive because they have, for all practical purposes,
totally invested in the feminist ideal of true equality between the sexes.  They
have institutionalized Betadom.  They have done their best to remove the complicating
influence of women from their lives.  And they have succeeded, regardless of what it does
to Japanese society. 
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In the ultimate passive-aggressive protest against the social expectations, the sōshoku
danshi are doing the bare minimum of what is required of them and spending the rest of
the time playing video games or whacking off to porn or watching tv or on the internet. 
Anything but going out and talking to girls.

So what’s a girl to do?  Go to a prostitute.

Well, kinda.  While the Japanese hostess bars are pretty well-known to Western
businessmen, they’re specific to that clientele.  Native Japanese men go to similar places,
but reserved for Japanese only.  It’s not personal, it’s not racist, it’s just . . . well, it’s just
Japanese.  Some of these parlors are merely entertainment, some are involved in some
kind of paid prostitution.  But recently a new kind of hostess bar has arisen, one designed
to cater to desperately horny and romantically forlorn young women.

These bars hire well-built Alpha studs to linger and play “host”.  For a fee a woman can
have the “boyfriend experience”, an attentive man who listens to her and flatters her and
pays her attention.  And she buys champagne.  A lot of highly overpriced champagne. 
Between the fees and the drinks, a young woman can drop a thousand dollars in a night if
she isn’t cautious.  If you feel outraged by the cold manipulations of American PUAs,
ladies, consider these fellows. 
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They’re handsome, they’re hunks, and they usually grow to despise the girls they’re paid
to flatter.  American PUAs have nothing on the brutally cold way these men abuse the
affections and expectations of vulnerable young girls.

It’s not unheard of for these girls, many of whom think it’s hopeless for a real, regular boy
to find her attractive with the lure of the sōshoku kei on the horizon, to run up debts to
these bars in the tens of thousands of dollars.  Often they must become prostitutes
themselves to have any hope of paying off the debt. 

Ironically the girls who needed to pay to get a handsome boy’s attention end up getting
paid to give head to sweaty old businessmen their fathers’ age.   

The next generation of Japanese will be much, much smaller, and the result of the few
“carnivores” who managed to have kids.  Think about it: really smart, really aggressive,
really rich Japanese kids who suddenly have twice as much room on their island as their
grandparent's generation, giant robots . . . and a lot of aggression to work out.
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(I'm sure that will end well.)

End Excerpt

So that's what's in store, Ladies.  That's the androgynous utopia you envision, one in which women
are so entitled and demanding that men would rather avoid them altogether rather than procreate with
them.  One in which men check out of the active progress of society in favor of selfish and self-
interested pursuits.  One in which your daughter's chances of getting married will actually be worse
than yours, and her chances of staying married will be comparable to dying in a plane crash.  And her
chances of actually reproducing, thanks to the USIRIG device, will be even less.  No husband for her.
 No grandkids for you.

Will Americans and Europeans go the same route?  Perhaps . . . but I think the unique cultural
attitudes in both places will mitigate the problem.  That's good news . . . for men.   The downside is
that unlike Japan, there is no strong cultural provision against marrying outside of your culture in
America or Europe, which will allow those dudes who do want to tie the knot to do it . . . just not to
European or American girls.  

Of course I take issue with this:

If we stopped there it would indicate that we are headed toward a new improved model of males -- kinder,
gentler, more accepting and more attached to home and family then men of the past.

That "new and improved" model she's talking about is, again, one in which the value judgement is being made is done so only
using female criteria.  What constitutes a "new and improved" male, in Dr. Drexler's opinion, is one who is better able to serve
women.  His own desires, values, interests and issues (with the exception of fatherhood, previously discussed) are unimportant to
her.  "Kinder and Gentler" are not masculine traits.  "More accepting and More Attached" sure look like code words for
"enslaved".

That's key.  That demonstrates what feminist expectations of men are for the future: men who are of service to women are
"good", men who aren't are "bad".  Men who pursue their own interests, rejecting a corporate culture in which they are forced to
work for the benefit of women, will be told off as slackers and underachievers and shamed for their languorous stay at the
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Puerarchy.

But honestly, Dr. Drexler, can you blame them?  There is virtually no incentive for young men to achieve, to perform, to dance
like a monkey in a game that's rigged against them.  Where they are seen as the "lowest difficulty setting" and ridiculed for their
masculinity.  Where the respect their forefathers had is forever denied them because of their gender.  Where they are seen as a
constant threat on the street, suspect in the workplace, and punished for every attempt at true achievement.  Where their wives will
leave them and their children can be stripped away without their consent.  

That is feminism's legacy to young men.  Blame it on economics if you like, but its as much ideology as income.  

As you have noticed, "It also appears younger men are shying away from relationships."    Further, 

Pew research says that the desire to marry among young women is rising -- with high importance increasing from 28 to 37 percent
since 1997. For young men, it dropped from 35 to 29 percent. Theories abound. 

Why yes, yes they do.  I'd have to favor Venker's interpretation here, despite my distaste at doing so (I'm still a progressive, she
still works at Fox) but she's dead on: men are avoiding marriage because women have lost touch with their feminine side.

That's it, in a nutshell.  When a woman wants to get married as much as these ladies do, one would think that their interest was in
the marriage, not the wedding.  Yet plenty of evidence demonstrates that they just don't know how to be married, thanks to a healthy
dearth of plausible role-models and the utter derision the idea is met with among feminist authority figures.   The pages of HuffPo
don't celebrate Wives, Dr. Drexler, nor do the articles posted their glorify the idea of being married to a man in the slightest.
 Indeed, more often than not they condemn and deride the idea of focusing on marriage, not a career, as if being a corporate drone
was the dedicated end-game to the feminist plan.

Y'all can have it.  We're dropping out.

Not all of us, of course.  But the good ones.  The ones who have the understanding to see how badly the deck is stacked against us.
 Just read some of my comments from last post.  See the derision the idea of marriage has inspired from my younger male readers.  I
hear it often.  More often than I like.  But that's the reason they aren't marrying, Dr. Drexler.  There is no incentive in it for them,
not just legally, but emotionally and spiritually.  They have lost faith in relationships over-all, marriage in particular, and largely
because what they see in terms of potential mates turns their stomach.

What do you have to say to them?  "No, really, if you marry that woman you're thinking of, then she'll discover her true inner
femininity and encourage your masculinity in a self-sustaining system of eternal nuptial bliss!"  That ain't true, and we all know it.
 If a woman doesn't start out her marriage in a feminine frame of mind, then she's not going to suddenly grow it, just like she's not
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going to suddenly become a nymphomaniac if she's been low-sex for her entire life.  

Despite your apparent preference for androgyny, Dr. Drexler, the girls out there hate it in their boyfriends.  Dudes certainly don't
find it appealing.  It's humiliating and against our masculine nature.  Only feminism has taught us what happens when a man tries to
lead in a relationship (as the 45% of the women, according to your article, apparently want him to do), so we'd rather withdraw and
distract ourselves, forget the relationship, and play XBox or whack off rather than pursue a relationship with a woman.  XBox
doesn't try to get us to wear make-up . . . oh, sorry, "tinted sunscreen" and want us to pretend we like it.

The fact is, the Millenials are the first generation to have the capacity to liberate themselves from social expectation.  With new
reproductive options opening up, a globe full of feminine women eager to have a marriage and a family, not ashamed, and with
more means to make a living underachieving outside of the corporate structure, I think you will find more and more Millennial men
are going to be checking out and doing their own thing by 2020.  And that "own thing" doesn't involve a suburban ranch, two kids
and a future ex-wife.  

It involves a tiki bar/surf shop in the Caribbean somewhere staring at bikinis, or teaching English in Taibei with a hot Chinese
girlfriend, or grinding code for the next great generation of software, or building and

racing antique cars, or spending endless hours playing WoW or guitar or just watching YouTube or
any number of other "fun" stuff we like that doesn't involve a complicated, demeaning relationship
with a Western woman who, in the final analysis, does not have his best long-term interest in mind.

If we have our way, the Millennial men will finally start understanding their own value, to themselves, even if society doesn't value
them.  We shall encourage them to drop out, go adventuring, and leave the dreary office life to their sisters while they go in search
of a feminine wife or a string of pretty girlfriends.   They will find some fulfilling career that pays them squat and we
will encourage them to contribute not a damn thing to the gleaming corporate structure men built and that we are now forever
locked out of, to the society who sees them as disposable and valueless, to the culture who treats them as dangerous and stupid, not
worthy of respect. 

For women the fall of gender boundaries has meant freedom, choice and opportunity. For men it has meant confusion.
The expectations and assumptions that formed the superstructure for manhood for generations has fallen away, with
nothing yet emerging to take their place.

Ah, but that's not quite true, Dr. Drexler.  There's not confusion -- there's frustration.  So now these men will do what you
encouraged two generations of women to do:  defy gender expectations and steadfastly NOT marry.  NOT reproduce.  NOT
achieve.  The current system is not their friend, so they should take their ball and go home.  Men Going Their Own Way, with only
a very, very few dedicated future family men expending the effort to wed and breed on purpose.  
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And what's this?

Most are adjusting nicely to the withdrawal of past entitlements. They will form the core of 2020 men who
compete and win without privilege.

"Outta here!"

 Ah, no.  That's wishful thinking, I'm afraid, Dr. Drexler.  If that is your assessment of modern young
men and their attitudes toward the future, I suggest that you are not looking closely enough.  What
you see as "adjusting nicely" is just the parts you want to see.  The parts you don't want to see are still
there, and WE sure as hell see them.
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"Mediocre or Average?
Just what do I want in a future ex-wife?"

If young women today want to get married but have no interest in being wives, the young men today
don't want to be their husbands.  Nor do they want to commit to a society where they will STILL be
accused of using privilege in competition in 2020, STILL be given unfair handicaps to overcome said
"privilege" and then STILL be considered undervalued, atavistic, disposable.  Young men will not
"compete" in the future, Dr. Drexler, because women in aggregate (which you feel will be dominating
the leadership positions, due to their inherent superiority . . .) do not value competition.

Therefore they will seek to further handicap the men in the office with competition-reducing
measures and consensus-building organizations that are designed to keep achievement from
happening or male leadership from being valued.  No glory, no value, no honor, not in a system
where the rules are set one way for women, another for men.

We will not compete with that.  We might show up, work 8 hours, and take home a paycheck, but
compete?

Fuck that, boys.  Save it for something important.  Like building your own fighting robot.  

That's the proper response to the whole "decline of men" meme.  Demonstrate to the women
gloating about their "victory" that they won through forfeit, because we just don't want to play
in a game that's fixed, so we didn't show up to play.  While they re-defined femininity to involve
corporate achievement and team-building exercises, we will re-define masculinity to involve the
issues and interests that are ours, and ours alone.

And that doesn't mean sitting our fat asses in a cube farm so that our female boss at work is happy
and our female boss at home is happy and we're fucking miserable.

The time for that has passed.  Now we live in the time of the Manosphere, where clues to every man's
masculine destiny are just a click away.
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My prediction is that we will see the rise of Gamma and Delta and Omega "herbavores" arise, but not
quite like in Japan.  But we will also see a lot of those boys ditching their fears, learning Game,
hitting the gym, dropping their responsibilities and catching a ride someplace interesting to go meet a
girl who's not so complicated and do something a lot less permanent than marriage.  While I agree
with Dr. Drexler that going back is not happening, her vision of "going forward" is not a happy one,
even for the male Progressive.  But that's not the only way forward, fellas.  Androgyny and female
domination aren't necessarily in your future -- there's an escape clause!

Dr. Drexler says:

Others will struggle: some to the point that they simply choose to opt out of the competition -- in education, careers, even
relationships.

I maintain that this is not a struggle, Gentlemen: the answer is powerfully abundant.  This world does
not have your interests at heart, nor do the women around you.  You will NOT be rewarded for being
a good and diligent employee.  You will NOT be rewarded for being a loving and capable husband.
 You will NOT be valued for being an attentive and involved father, no matter what they say.  And
you will NOT see an over-abundance of marital comfort as a result of your dedication to laundry and
dishes.  It's a lie, a damnable lie.

So prepare yourself to drop out.  Roosh did.  Jonathan Frost did.  There is a world of adventure
beyond the jaded vaginas of the UMC white college-educated woman.  The corporate feminists who
insist that a career can come before family, leave them alone.  Pretend they have dicks.  They might
as well have -- they damn sure aren't going to be the kind of wife you can rely on.

Cede her the "power" implicit in a 70 work week, let her revel in making partner before she's 40, let
her sneer at how she "beat" you "fair and square" and gloat how you just weren't competitive enough.
 Let her languish in her glass-floored office and soak up the thrill of running something she didn't
build . . . let her think she's won.  Let her gloat.  Let her feel superior.
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Then bang her 23 year old sister and her best friend instead.  

No, it's not responsible.  It's not sensible.  It's not mature.  But that's fine -- you aren't looking for a
wife anyway.  You're looking for a choice piece of ass or two to enjoy before you have to open the
shop in the morning - aren't you happy you dropped out of school?  The woman close to your own
age who keeps pressuring you for a date/commitment?  A career woman?  Don't date her.  Don't fuck
her.  Don't commit to her.  And DAMN sure don't marry her.  It just isn't in your best interest.  She's
not going to want to stay married anyway.  So leave her alone . . . it's one of the things she fears most
in the world.

This is an opportunity for you to use the leverage you have (and it is little enough) to free yourself
from the idea that you gotta do college, gotta get a career, gotta make some money and marry some
chick from college and gotta get a divorce ten years later when "she's not haaaapy."  Use your
leverage to build each other into strong, unassailable men, men for whom the self-important
rationalizations of their female peers are beneath them utterly.  Approach every new relationship with
a huge degree of caution.

The real look at Men, 2020 is like this: seven years from now, the median age for marriage will go
up.  The divorce rate will continue to decline as the marriage rate does (GIGO).  Women will be
bitterly complaining about the lack of "good" men, while feminist decry the number of dudes who are
getting a temporary vasectomy, ditching college, and heading for the beach for an
extended adolescence.

Meanwhile, the Manosphere will be going crazy as the Red Pill philosophy grows . . . and
younger Millennial women start catching on to the bullshit implicit with "co-equal partnerships" and
start reconsidering their futures.  But they had better not take too long.
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Our sperm is viable until we're 70, and our attractiveness grows while yours fades.  Our sons have
plenty of time.  If you haven't wised up to the idea that men like feminine women and won't settle for
less by 2020 (and that does put almost all the Gen X women beyond the safe age for procreation -
sorry!) then you really do deserve (for once) what you'll get: increasing frustration and
hopelessness is one of your biggest fears - "being alone" - comes true for you, one by one.  No
True Love.  No Happily Ever After.  Your best bet will be sex tourism and finding a foreign dude
who needs a green card.  Good luck with that.

But if you ladies aren't willing to learn how to be a wife, then you can forget about our boys
becoming your husbands.  We won't let them.   We've been down that road and know where it
leads.  Our boys deserve better than that.  If you won't let them become the men they want to be,
then we'll find them wives who will, wives who will be devoted, warm, comforting, respectful and
appreciative - all the things we are finding lacking in the women growing up today.

And don't think we can't find them wives like that.  We don't mind Asian or Latino grandchildren.
 They're adorable.

Hopefully, by 2030 y'all will get your collective head out of your collective ass before you ruin
another generation of young women by advocating the disrespect and derision with which you see
men today.  But if not, that's not the fault of men for not shaping themselves to be compliant to
women.  That's women not being able to themselves see past their own privilege in our society long
enough to see the damage they've done to it.  And if they don't . . . well, it's not because we didn't
warn them.

The fact is, there are plenty of things a man can walk away from, despite what John Wayne said.  The
social expectation that he must marry and reproduce and become a productive and driven member of
society is one of them.  Without any kind of incentive of having any kind of good wife out of the
equation . . . why should we bother going out with you, much less marrying you?
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Breaking Beta: Step Up And Take A Stand
May 10, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

To be BETA is to be afraid.

Fear is what keeps your ass in the seat and your mouth shut.  Fear of upsetting the applecart, of going
against the stream, of creating a ruckus and getting yourself "in trouble".  BETAS act out of fear,
moderating their behavior to fit within expectations.  BETAS don't rock the boat, they don't fight city
hall, they don't go against the grain.

BETAS don't want to put themselves and what they have at risk.  They don't want to stick their necks
out, because they fear the consequences of their "deviant" actions.  BETAS operate under the
principal that attracting attention is a bad thing.  They fear retribution for even the attempt to take a
risk.  Their fear paralyzes them into inaction and apathy, allowing the world to pass them by while
they huddle down, nose to grindstone, making another dollar for the Man.

It's not that they don't want to take a risk.  They crave it, in actuality, and indulge in endless
daydreams of what they WOULD have done, if only . . . and then their hamster kicks in.  There are a
million perfectly good reasons why they didn't . . . do anything.  And every single one of those
reasons, when you hold them up to close inspection, can be reduced to fear.  Fear of failure.  Fear
of embarrassment.  Fear of losing status.  Fear of losing money.  Fear of losing your woman.  Fear of
humiliation.  Fear of arrest.  Fear of what other people say.  Fear of what Authority, whomever that
might be, will think.  Fear of defeat.

For many, if not most BETAS, that primal fear is that of a domineering mother.  With no legitimate
authoritarian father figure to fear, testosterone-a-testosterone, then his fear revolves around that of a
disapproving, shaming mother.  Their fear is not the legitimate fear of a young man who has an
appreciation of his father's power and mastery approaching awe, but a fear of disappointing his
mother and subjecting himself to shame and humiliation.
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Men who are raised by strong mothers and weak or absent fathers don't learn the positive masculine
trait of calculated risk-taking; female values punish risk, not reward it.   Women who raise boys tend
to resort to shame, humiliation, and severe disappointment.  Men who are raised to endure such social
controls adopt feminine, not masculine values in their interpersonal relationships.  They are trained
against their nature to seek consensus and cooperate, not lead and compete.  That leaves them
frustrated, in constant fear of forces that are, in actuality, far weaker than they are.

They just don't know it.  They've been told for so long that they're all but convinced that what they
need to fear more than anything is the disapproval of women, not the disapproval of their fellow
men.  Lack of paternal oversight has engendered a sense of disregard and disrespect for men in their
minds.  They see the social and cultural weakness of masculinity, and while they yearn for a real,
authentic taste of the power implicit in it, their fear of maternal rejection is far more powerful.

Betas are emotionally retarded.  The basic shame complex used as a necessary social control in
childhood lingers long past its expiration date, leading to the programming that capitulates to the
feminine imperative by default, regardless of his personal interest in the matter.  The result is an
immature masculinity, an "extended adolescence  that can lead to permanent and often bitter BETA
bachelorhood or a frustrating marriage to a gal "just like mom", in which he has transferred his social
control from his mother to his wife.  All too often the BETAS think so fondly of the happiness they
experienced those first few years away from Mom but before the Wife came along that they spend the
rest of their emotional life in a vain attempt to recapture it.

Later in life it leads to the passive-aggressive frustration that culminates in an affair, or acting out in
other "mid-life crisis" sorts of ways.   The decades of fear eat away at the remnants of his masculine
soul, until the yearning for the years he lost in frustrated loneliness make him, one fateful day, weigh
the cost of inaction higher than the price of action, and . . . he snaps.  The looming fear that guided
his every breath since childhood grows wearisome until he cannot bear existence under its
psychological oppression, and sometimes a violent or unexpected psychological trauma results: an
affair, life changes, depression, suicide, or worse.  When the BETA capitulates to the
feminine imperative  he capitulates to his own fear.  And when the BETA finally falls, in the end, it is
often because he became a victim of his own fear.

Fear keeps the BETAS quiet.  Fear keeps them docile and controllable.  Fear keeps them . . . BETA.

ALPHAS, on the other hand, also feel fear, every bit as much as a BETA.  The difference is, they do
not capitulate to it.  They see fear and risk not as warnings and punishments, but as challenges and
adventures.  They live their lives not seeking to avoid discomfort and acrimony, but by consciously
establishing enough adequate security and control over their lives that it limits discomfort and
acrimony in the first place.
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ALPHAS are not fearless, or even fear-light.  ALPHAS understand fear for what it is, and
consciously choose not to be affected by it.  They understand the trap of fear and know how to avoid
it.  They know the value of fear, as it is a foil by which to measure the limits of the masculine soul.
 Without fear, there is no courage.  Without courage, no valor.  Without valor, there is no glory.  And
we eat that glory shit up.

ALPHAS are not born, usually, they are the result of a man making the active decision to take control
over his life.  "To know thyself is the ultimate form of aggression", and the ALPHA makes self-
awareness the sword at his hip.  The ALPHA defines and then refines his inner Will, understands his
inner-self, his strengths and weaknesses, and his potential.  The ALPHA sees opportunity in fear, not
danger.  The ALPHA knows that sometimes you have to step up to the plate, take a stand, cowboy up
and do what needs to be done because you know it needs to be done and you, as a conscious matter of
will, make the determination or recognition that you, alone, bear the responsibility for ensuring it gets
done because . . . honestly, there just isn't anyone else to do it.

You aren't born an ALPHA.  You make the decision to be ALPHA, and once you feel the sting of
that commitment on every XY chromosome in your body, the rest will proceed accordingly.  That
doesn't mean abandoning fear of the consequences.  That means accepting the consequences and
understanding that fear is a necessary part of the process.

All this sounds lovely, truly inspirational, but it doesn't mean jack shit without a couple of real-world
demonstrations of men who stepped up and took a stand when it put them at risk.  "Show me how to
break my BETA!" I get in emails all the time.  I've explained to you the difference between ALPHA
and BETA and their approach to fear.  Here are two examples of men who were presented with an
opportunity, and instead of capitulating to fear like a BETA, they stepped up and risked themselves
because they saw it as their personal responsibility to do so.

The first is this man, the neighbor who violated the usual "good fences make good neighbors/MYOB"
attitude of the usual working-class neighborhood and took the risk of breaking a social taboo when he
saw a little white girl trying to get out of his neighbor's house.

Charles Ramsey could have ignored it.  After all, it wasn't his business.  BETAS understand that
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crossing boundaries and breaking social taboos holds great risk, and they often refuse to do it even
when action could mean life or death, so great is the power of that restriction.  He knew it was
probably a domestic dispute, and getting involved with those is almost never a good idea.  But
Ramsey allowed his intuition and his instinct guide him, and instead of folding to the fear of
upsetting a neighbor, he took the risk to kick down a door, and lives were redeemed as a result.

(In the aftermath, solipsism begins to rear its ugly head already: unwilling to let the spotlight of glory
shine on the dude who did the rescue, feminists have already started making this about women and
domestic violence, not a man's heroism.

“In many times and places, a line like that [about domestic violence] has been offered as
an excuse for walking away, not for helping a woman break down your neighbor’s
door,” Amy Davidson wrote in the New Yorker on Tuesday. “How many women have died
as a result? They didn’t yesterday.”

And she continues to downplay Ramsey's assistance, playfully diminishes his role by dwelling on his
more "folksy" working-class idiom, and tries to focus more on the heroism of the girls.  I'm not
downplaying the fortitude and patience they needed to take the opportunity -- but they were in
distress.  Ramsey was not . . . and only the masculine impulse to act, and not capitulate to the
feminine fear of impropriety, allowed him to act.  But I digress.)

That's worthy of note . . . and of course absent from the feminist accounts, which are starting to bring
up Ramsey's own colorful history with the law.  Sorry, Cupcakes, this dude rocks, no matter how
you try to spin it, and he doesn't rock because of domestic violence or the sanctity of
womanhood, he rocks because he was a fucking MAN who did what needed to be done.
 Feminism doesn't enter into it, and any attempt to make it fit is opportunistic and disingenuous 
 Ramsey even wants the reward money to go to the victims, speaking even more highly of his
character.  I admire that, and I encourage anyone so inclined to add a little reward to his glory can
donate to a fund to benefit him directly, here).

The women rescued are not the only ones saved -- their families, who have lived a
tortured existence for the duration of the crime, are now free from the dread of hearing about their
daughters' remains being discovered in a ditch, someday.   Because Charles Ramsey was willing to
cowboy up, overcome his fear, and put his big-ass boot through a door, the ripples he creates will
touch the lives of hundreds, if not thousands.  All because he saw it as his personal responsibility to
overcome his fear, summon courage, and act ALPHA.

We don't encounter such horrific situations every day, but when we are presented with the
opportunity to act in the face of fear, how we react defines the scope of who we are as men.  The
BETA turns his head and keeps walking, rationalizing away his fear as a civil desire not to get
involved in other people's problems.  The ALPHA recognizes the situation for what it is, sees himself
in a position to affect change, and is willing to challenge his fear and even his own notions of his
capabilities to own that opportunity.  He acts.  Usually from long practice, he allows his instincts and
his intellect to conspire to inform his body what the hell to do . . . and he does it.  Boot.  Door.
 Damsels rescued.  Charles Ramsey Stepped UP, broke BETA, and is hailed as a hero as a result.  As
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well he should be.

But sometimes the challenge of fear isn't whether or not to act, but whether or not to speak.  The Left
calls this Speaking Truth To Power, but in essence it is the very Red Pill impulse to state the
observable truth of a situation, regardless of the consequences.  BETAS fear this almost more than a
physical confrontation.  BETAS keep their mouths shut, their ass in the seat, their head down, next
problem, next question, maybe they won't see me if I'm quiet enough.  BETAS prefer hiding or
running to confrontation, and those who have been habitually emotionally abused by domineering
women in their childhood have been trained to do just that.

They are highly susceptible to shame and disgrace, and strongly encouraged to hand their sense of
moral guidance and personal responsibility over to the nearest convenient woman.  That's very hard
programming to overcome, whether you're in school, in an office, or in a relationship.  The BETA
fears retribution, judgement and rejection . . . so he is willing to submit to nearly anything in an
attempt to avoid it.  The last thing a BETA wants is to call attention to himself by calling attention to
a problem, much less volunteering to fix it.

ALPHAS don't have that problem.  They understand that they are agents of change in the universe,
limited only by their will and their situation.  They actively seek power and control, and they do not
hesitate to use it when appropriate or prudent.  They learn how to use their Voice, how to assume
command or control of a situation, and do not hesitate to call attention to problems that need to be
addressed out of fear of retribution.

ALPHAS not only possess the self-awareness and instinct to know when and how to act, they also
possess the understanding that they have the power to be a potent force in the universe, if they have
the will to do so, and they assume the authority for that power along with the responsibility.
 ALPHAS don't "bitch", they point out obvious and sometimes blatant flaws in the way things work.
 In the absence of a legitimate structure to disseminate Authority, they assume that authority
themselves, and do not hesitate to use it until a demonstrably superior Authority supersedes it.

That means that ALPHAS take a stand.  They ignore or overcome the fear of the retribution, shame,
humiliation, and rejection they might suffer in taking such a bold risk.  ALPHAS are dominant in life
because they are presented with situations that they deem unacceptable, and they call attention to it
until it is fixed.  That is rarely popular with the established Authority, particularly if that authority has
lost credibility and respect for failure to perform.  Authority without efficacy and respect is tyranny
and control, nothing more.

ALPHAS speak Truth to Power, even when it could mean their ass.  That's just who they are.  That's
just who this kid is. Two days ago, Duncanville, Texas high school student Jeff Bliss overcame his
BETA instincts to docilely be subject to the brutal banality of his high school educational system, and
instead of grumbling about it passive-aggressively on Facebook and then doing it anyway out of fear
of retribution, Jeff found his ALPHA.

Jeff spoke Truth to Power, and did so mindful that the consequences could be -- personally -- dire.
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 When Jeff was presented with a situation he felt was unfair and ineffective, he took a stand and said
what needed to be said . . . and thanks to the ubiquity of smartphones, his words have sparked a viral
firestorm over the event.

Check out the balls on Jeff:

That young man needs a full ride to the college of his choice, and then a TEDtalk afterwards, as
a reward for his courage and valor. He is a young man who recognized his own weaknesses,
having dropped out of school for a year and experienced life as an adult without an education, and
then he passionately went back once he understood its value. And when he ran up against a lack of
performance, he held his teacher accountable.  He did not sit down and shut up.  He said his piece
and he boldly left for the principal's office.  Now he's an internet star, and as well he should be.

Charles and Jeff both found ways to break their BETA and act.  The Red Pill recognizes the
importance of action over words, but in Jeff's case his words were, in effect, actions.  Both men took
responsibility for what they did, and both men are being rewarded for their courage and boldness with
the glory of renown.

Of course, either situation could have ended very differently, with different variables.  But I feel that
both men would have done the same thing without the cameras rolling.  Character is what you do
when no one else is looking, and both of these men demonstrated their strong characters with the
full knowledge of the risks, and little hope of reward.  Yet they rolled the dice anyway, took a shot to
end injustice and tyranny, and found their ALPHA.  (Oh, and Jeff?  My Niece thinks you're like
WICKED hot.  Just sayin'.  ALPHA = Damp panties, always).

If you want to break your BETA, that's how it's done: by embracing your fear and proceeding
anyway, not fleeing it.
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No Guts, No Glory: Quit Being A Pussy About Love
May 21, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

For all of you doubters out there, let me lay some Cosmic Wisdom on you: Love exists.

That may seem like a whacky thing to hear from a dude who prides himself on taking a Red Pill
approach to life -- but the Red Pill isn't about just the harsh, stark realities of life, it's also about
being honest about the good things in your life.  

Take a step back and think about it for a moment: the idea of the Red Pill is to substitute, as much as
possible, an Objective perspective ("how things actually are") for a Subjective perspective ("how
things seem to be through our own perception filters") when collecting data and making decisions
about your life.  That means ALL things, not just the stuff we're buggin' about.

Now, I'm not running down the power of the Subjective approach to reality.  There are whole vistas
of human endeavor that depend utterly on our ability and willingness to set aside the Objective facts
and substitute a Subjective perspective that proves more useful.  Hope, for instance, is predicated on
the idea that even though things are shitty, that things will not remain shitty . . . without any shred of
evidence that is, in fact, true.

Similarly, Fortitude is based not on the idea that you can, objectively, make it through a crisis, but
that you, subjectively, WILL make it through a crisis, even though the objective facts of the matter
seem to run counter to that proposition.  Hope, Fortitude, Courage, and dozens of other facets of the
human condition require a Subjective approach to reality in order for us to overcome our perceived
weaknesses and achieve.

Blue Pill reality happens when you put all your chips on the Subjective, and discard all but the most
glaring elements of the Objective.  You not only believe in the power of Love, you're willing to
use it as a justification and rationalization for the most foolish and self-destructive behaviors.
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 You not only believe in Fairness, you assume that everyone else also believes in Fairness and is
trying to promote it just as fervently as you.  You not only believe in Equality, you insist that you're
getting Equality, even when you are unfairly penalized by a system or culture that determines that
your group, for whatever reason, is less equal than others.

That Blue Pill overdose leads to irrational idealism.  The Red Pill overdose leads to hopeless
cynicism.

Neither one of those things leads to actual happiness.  

Athol makes an excellent point when he discusses the need for the Blue Pill, despite the number
of ardent Red Pill proponents who insist that Love is a fruitless endeavor undermined by the "Red
Pill Reality".  The Red Pill can be a heady experience, don't misunderstand - it will open your eyes to
see the social universe in a whole new perspective.  Once you understand the underpinnings of
modern social/sexual behavior through the lens of the science of evolutionary biology and
neurochemistry, the impulse to reduce everything to those terms is almost irresistible 

But while the Red Pill shows you the stark reality of the dating arena in this day and age, it should
also point out the fact that yes, Love still exists in the world, and it's possible for any human being to
find it.  Hopelessly shmaltzy?  Or pragmatic observation?  Attend:

Love, as we understand the base emotion, can be loosely defined as "the emotion of feeling another
person's happiness and well-being are a precondition of your own".

Mother love, Caritas, first results when a mommy fulfills her baby's vital need for comfort
and sustenance, and that emotional transaction continues to be replayed throughout our lives.

Philios, "brotherly love", first results when we are children, and we develop empathy and sympathy
for our playmates.  We don't want our friends to get hurt, and we don't want our friends to hurt us.
 Those who take Philios to extremes often find themselves tirelessly devoted to improving the welfare
of their fellow man even at the expense of their own well-being, using the buzz of Universal
Compassion as their justification.  
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Agape, the love between Man and the Divine, is  exercise of self-awareness and an existential
development of a total psycho-spiritual response to the Universe.  It can develop in anyone, at any
time, and be either profound or fleeting or both.

Then there is Eros.

Our conception and perspectives on Eros develop at adolescence  when our child bodies are subjected
to the forge of puberty and we start noticing the opposite (or same) sex in a sexual manner.  "Sex", of
course, is the goal.  Sex for reproduction, sex for pair-bonding, sex for recreation, sex because the
cable is out again.

But Sex is not Eros.  It's merely a component -- albeit the essential component -- for Eros.  The
motivation for Eros may be Sex -- 'cause orgasms are cool and all -- but Eros encompasses a far
wider field than the mindless rutting implied in hook up culture.  True Eros is the combination of Sex
with a deeper understanding of the soul of the Other Person.  True Eros is the institutionalization
of a mutual feeling in which each party's happiness and well-being is essential to either and
both.

True Eros happens -- and keeps happening -- because our sexual feelings become entangled with our
compassionate feelings, the whole thing gets washed out in a wave of oxytocin and serotonin and
vasopressin, and somewhere in our neurology a switch gets flipped: we make the emotional decision,
quite apart from the objective situation, that the Other Person's well-being is now essential to your
own.  Every aspect of their well-being.  

The gratification we get from the experience can be completely one-sided.  I've seen cases when
unrequited love, instead of turning sour, was enobled by sacrifice and higher purpose.  I'm not saying
that those people went on to be happy, but they did feel the satisfaction of seeing the Other Person
thrive and prosper which, to them, was reward enough.
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But usually Love - Eros - the love between (for about 75-80% of the population) a man and a woman
for the implied purpose of pairbonding and reproduction is mutual, at some point, in some form or
fashion.  It may be unequal, it may be toxic, it may be abusive, but there is a reciprocal element
there.  She loves me, I love her.  Or "My happiness is predicated on her's, and vice-versa".  That's
Love.  And when that Love is Eros, then the implied responsibility for that Love takes us into
some very intimate areas, places where the other forms of love - Agape, Caritas, Philios - cannot
touch.

Eros implies a pairbond, a mutual exchange of compassion, fulfillment and caregiving at the most
intimate of levels, an exchange that benefits both parties.  The benefits may not always be equal in
strength or capacity, but it is the reciprocity that is the key element in true Eros.  Following your wife
around, kissing her ass and begging for sex Blue Pill style is not true Eros, because it has lost
the reciprocal element.  Similarly, demanding sex from your wife regardless of her feelings in the
matter might be pure Red Pill, for some people, but it is not true Eros.

There is balance in Eros.  Equilibrium.  Rarely is their Equality, simply because relationships are
dynamic things and the notion of "equality" is highly contextual and idealistic.  Balance and
Equilibrium are pragmatic concerns: when your wife is sick, you tend to her, you don't order her to
clean the house.  When you lose your job, she should tend to you, not berate you for your failure.
 True Eros implies not just the willingness to put another person's well-being as conditional to your
own, but the willingness to adapt and modify your personal behavior to improve the nature of the
equilibrium.

True Eros means you don't kidney-punch in an argument.  True Eros means you don't call each other
mean names.  True Eros means you recognize and acknowledge the vulnerabilities of your mate, and
while you are not obliged to "fix" them, you are obliged not to damage them further or put them in a
position where others may do so.  True Eros means you are not just each other's intimate lover, but
also their guardian, defender, and protector.  True Eros means that you hold each other to a high
standard of accountability, but don't dwell on failures except as they serve as learning experiences.
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 True Eros means withholding summary judgement, considering your partner's perspective
thoughtfully before acting, and being willing to sacrifice on their behalf.

That last part usually makes people squirm.  Thanks to 2000 years of Christianity (no offense), the
idea of 'sacrifice' has been kicked around so much and in so many arcane directions that we often
forget what it means, at its root: to give something meaningful up to the Sacred.  It doesn't have to be
your life, it can be a goat, a cow, a car, a belief, a cherished heirloom, a perspective, a prejudice, an
ignorance, a purpose, a plan, a vacation, a dream.  Because of the Big Sacrifice implicit in the
Passion, too often Christians (and our Christian-influenced secular culture) misunderstands the nature
and utility of sacrifice, seeing it only in its most stark and mortal terms.  They often miss its
pragmatic nature.

Yet if we consider our pairbonds sacred, see our marriages as holy rites implicit with sacred
responsibilities, if we accept that we are the priests and priestesses serving the higher purpose of
establishing Eros - the basis of the Family - in our sanctified unions, then we alone are responsible for
its success or failure . . . and far too often the abortive marriages we see in our society are due to the
unwillingness of one or both parties' willingness to sacrifice for the benefit of the greater entity.

Western consumer "me" culture has taught us to ask "what's in it for me?", and then reduce the
answers down to the absolute most objective elements, making a relationship a cost-benefit analysis,
first and foremost.  Women shop for husbands like shoes, these days, trying on one after another and
then changing their mind in a fit of hypergamous indecision.  Men shop for wives like cars, finding
the shiniest, prettiest model they can afford and then being all-to-willing to swap it out for a newer
model if he can afford it.
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Neither approach leads to true Eros, and those who seek "love" through a numbers game or based on
superficial issues are almost always doomed to disappointment.  True Eros isn't just passion -- we can
just about bottle and sell passion these days.  Yet true Eros is in scant supply.  True Eros isn't about
"variety", it's about interest.  True Eros doesn't come and go; it's hard to start, it's difficult to
encourage, it's fiendishly tricky to maintain, and it takes skill and talent to sustain over the years.

True Eros implies trust, and that's a hard thing for a battle-scarred Red Pill veteran of Combat Mating
to generate, when every member of the opposite sex is viewed with automatic suspicion.  True Eros
implies compassion, and that's hard for a Red Pill man or woman to indulge in without being critical -
for we are compassionate when the Other Person is damaged or weak or unfortunate.  The Red Pill
often reveals to us just why they got that way, and it becomes all-too-easy to dismiss their pains and
anxieties as "their own fault", which is the antithesis of compassion.

True Eros implies Respect, and the Blue Pill is far too ready to lend itself to a condescending,
disrespectful, or obsequious pattern of behavior.  When we are too idealistic about how things should
be, we hold out unrealistic expectations for our partner, which leads inevitably to disappointment 
which leads - too often - to disrespect.  True Eros implies Devotion, and the Blue Pill seeks to bury
both the intensity and the commitment intrinsic to that impulse under the weight of "independence",
as if Eros could exist when either party is more devoted to their own happiness and well-being than
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that of their mate.

Trust.  Compassion.  Respect.  Devotion.  These are the things that contribute to the Love that is true
Eros: the real True Love, leading to the real Happily Ever After.  Those are the ONLY things that can
get you there.  If you don't have all four, then you don't have true Eros.

But to get there, as a priest or priestess devoted to the sacred nature of their union, you must sacrifice
your mistrust, your vulnerability, your disdain, and your selfishness.  That may seem contra to the
Red Pill philosophy to some, but I argue that the Red Pill insists we see things as they are . . . and the
objective fact is that there are plenty of people who achieve true Eros, even in our damaged and
evolving society.

The Red Pill Fact is that it isn't impossible to trust, respect, love and devote yourself to a person and
not be betrayed.  While we see plenty of examples of total disasters, when it comes to marriage and
relationships, if we look objectively we can also see quite a few examples of folks who, through
talent, trial and error, or luck, got it right.

Love, true Eros, isn't impossible under the Red Pill.  Indeed, it is the ultimate fulfillment of the Red
Pill, if you have found and vetted the Other Person to the point where you trust them, feel for them,
respect them, and can comfortably devote yourself to their well-being.  That doesn't mean harboring
illusions about their personality, mental and emotional state, or other issues, it
means acknowledging the problems, being dedicated to the solutions, and being willing to weather a
tempest or two while you come to that equilibrium.

Athol says we need both the Red Pill and the Blue Pill, the ALPHA mode and the BETA mode to be
in a fulfilling Red Pill marriage, and I cannot disagree.  Vox adds, cogently, 

"I don't recommend choosing illusion over reality, but it is also important to understand that the
potential for doing evil is not the same as actually committing it.  And experiencing temptation is
not action.  Knowing that a woman does not belong on a pedestal is not synonymous with
believing that she dwells in a sewer." 
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I will go one further: you cannot discard the possibility of true Eros, of Love fulfilled, even of
passionate and exciting Romance, and hope to find happiness with the Red Pill.  Contentedness,
perhaps, but not happiness.  

There are no guarantees, and the cynics who abound in the Manosphere desperately want some.
 That's their fear talking: fear of rejection, fear of failure, fear of judgement.  They deride the idea of
love because it's naturally safer for them to do so - without expectation, there can be
no disappointment   Love, even the possibility of true Eros, is a very scary thing regardless of your
gender, and often it seems just more sensible and reasonable to abandon the idea altogether -- hell, it's
very tempting.  Athol, Vox and I get that.

But those supposedly Red Pill men who are certain that all women are secretly evil and prospective
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goldigging hypergamists, who don't think that love, true or otherwise, is even possible . . .y'all aren't
just ignoring the objective fact that it is possible, y'all are being a bunch of pussies.

Seriously.  It's implicit to a mature masculinity that good men are willing to take risks.  Hell, taking
risks is the male prerogative,  it's our forte.  Yet men who would put their life savings on Black and
spin the wheel with abandon won't even approach women because of the "risk" of their hearts and
wallets.  Men who would gamble that they can draw just a little bit faster than the other guy don't
want to risk their feelings being hurt by rejection.  Guys who are willing to borrow extravagantly to
fund an enterprise with little hope of a return aren't willing to consider that maybe -- just maybe -- all
women aren't there to take them to the cleaners in a divorce.  That all women aren't unfaithful.

You men who feel that love is beyond your reach due to your culture, your era, your society, or the
vagaries of feminism . . . stop being such a pussy.  Take a risk.  That doesn't mean you have to be
stupid about it, blinded by love and led around by your dick, but right now you sound like
the whiny kid who always stands on the sideline during Dodge Ball because he's scared to get hurt.
 Yeah, love is scary.  Get over it and take the hit like a man.

The Red Pill didn't promise you Love, it merely shows you the schematics.  It didn't make you
divorce-proof, it merely gave you some skills to deal with the possibility.  Vox can't tell you how to
find the perfect woman, and Athol can't tell you how to have the perfect marriage, all they can do is
point you in the right direction.  It's up to you to take the risks, make yourself vulnerable, and open
yourself to the possibility of trusting a woman . . . because there are dudes out there who have made it
work, and work well.  It's not impossible.  We're not fooling ourselves.  Yeah, we're lucky . . . but we
were also smart enough to know when to sacrifice what was needed for the greater glory of our
union.  We have taken upon ourselves to be the priests who do what needs to be done to keep the
union sacred, and part of that is the risk of being hurt.

That's why a lot of us Old Married Guys (defined these days as anyone who has made it 10 years --
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yeah, we know, we're depressed by that, too) who have taken the Red Pill and are running and
enjoying Married Game shake our heads at the MGTOW who are so vocally anti-marriage.  Because
taking the calculated risk of finding and loving someone who will, likewise, trust, love, respect, and
devote themselves to you IS a perfectly valid way for a Man to Go His Own Way.

The key is to keep an objective eye on everything, the bad and the good, and a subjective perspective
in your heart that knows yourself well enough to recognize a good thing when you see it.

Look, if you really, truly aren't "the marrying type" or genuinely recognize that you truly aren't that
interested in pairbond in general, if you are preoccupied by your profession or your vocational
passion and you feel that splitting your focus would detract from that, if you just don't think that
romance, love, and Eros are that important . . . dude, I hear you.  Quit talking about how the rest of us
are doomed idiots.  Go your own way with our collective blessing secure in the knowledge that you
have made a conscious, informed decision . . . for you.

But if you harbor secret longings for true love and romance and a woman who will stay steadfastly by
your side, devoted, loving, capable and as respectful of your masculinity as you are of her femininity
. . . then don't look at the Mating 2.0 world as a disaster.  To do that is to admit defeat and concede
that you have abdicated the quest for greatness, and have clung instead to the flotsam of mediocrity.
 If you look at the women of the world and recoil in fear and horror instead of preparing yourself for
the challenge of finding a superior mate -- and in the process make yourself a superior mate -- then
you've already lost.  You're spiritually soiling yourself in front of ancestors who tamed the
wilderness, crossed the oceans, built mighty empires and defeated insurmountable foes . . . because
you can't handle the idea of losing something you don't even have yet.

Now go out there, learn some Game, inform yourself, hone your skills, take a fucking risk . . . and
quit being such a pussy about love.  This isn't rocket science.  This isn't a marathon.  This isn't a
fiendishly clever international plot to turn you into a mindless ATM machine . . . believe me,
feminists just aren't that bright about that sort of thing.  Yes, the weather conditions could be better,
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but a man doesn't shirk from cloudy skies when sunshine might be over the horizon.

Love is a human universal -- not just sex, but true Eros.  It occurs in every human culture, and is the
basis for some of our most powerful myths and legends.  Many, if not most of your ancestors knew of
love, even when they were terrible at it.  This is something that men have mastered for thousands of
years . . . and your whining and despair about how awful it is right now insults your ancestors and
undermines your own self-respect.

That's not how a mature, masculine man reacts to danger.  He educates himself, understands the risks
and the rewards, he prepares, he trains . . . and he at least makes the best attempt he can.

No Guts, No Glory: Either get in the game or quit yelling to the rest of us from the sidelines that
we'll get hurt .  We know the risks, we know the dangers, but we know the rewards possible, too.
 Assuming that no men are capable of managing a successful relationship just because you can't -
when it's pretty clear that quite a few of us are - doesn't make you more wise, intelligent, or Red Pill-
astute.  It just makes you look like a pussy who's just scared of getting hurt by the ball.  So get
over it.

You're embarrassing us.
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Red Pill Marriage: When "Make Me A Sammich!" Means "I
Love You!"
May 22, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

We've all witnessed the unfathomable power of the Divine manifest in the Midwest this week (take
your pick as to blame Jehovah, Thor, or Zeus, and there's always the possibility it was a collaborative
effort) in the form of freaking massive F4 and F5 tornadoes, and the devastation and death they left in
their wake.  Of course it was inevitable that someone in the Manosphere would be affected, and sure
enough, my pal LadySadie, over at motivationalhierarchy, had a close brush with the full fury of
Nature.

Luckily, it was a near-miss -- unluckily, a "near-miss" in tornado language is the equivalent of
weathering an entire hurricane . . . in ten minutes.  That means tons of clean-up, debris removal, and
repair.  How much?  Take a look at her site for a lovely pictorial review of the fun.

Now, this wasn't intended to be an attempt to inspire sympathy and assistance for LadySadie -- she's
got matters under control.  As a matter of fact, she's aggressively against being a victim, even of
Nature.  What really inspired me to write this post was her recognition of some key elements of the
importance of gender roles, especially in a time of crisis.

The disaster sparked the usual rural-Midwest community effort of neighbor helping neighbor restore
and repair (the Southern version looks very similar, except with more Sweet Tea and biscuits), and
LadySadie's beau had a crew of friends and neighbors descend on the damaged farm to help with the
monumental task.  This isn't raking leaves -- this is the safe dismantling of twisted metal and
splintered wood, using power tools, saws-alls, chainsaws, axes, hammers . . . basically stuff most
Vassar grads are unfamiliar with.  It requires teamwork, coordination, skill, competence, and clear
hierarchy to get the job done.
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That means Men.

Now, LadySadie is no wisp of silk and fluff, she's no fainting flower, and if left to her own devices I
have every confidence in her ability to handle her business in a crisis better than the average dude,
easily.  Indeed, the desire to actively assist in the work must have been overwhelming.  Moms hate a
dirty room, and when the whole farm is dirty, well . . .

In any case, LadySadie is in a solid Red Pill relationship, and she's very aware of such things as the
importance of the division of labor in a time of crisis.  So when the Menfolk showed up in trucks with
implements of destruction and a determination to remove every scrap of debris in sight, she didn't
grab a chainsaw and try to join them . . .

. . . she went into the kitchen with her daughters and made sandwiches.

Now, while the few feminists who happen across this blog recover from your head exploding, Lady
Sadie is not a mindless little domestic drone.  As she tells me herself,

I found it fascinating to watch the work take place, and the efficiency of the whole
operation was just short of breathtaking.  There wasn't any reason for me to by in
the way, and while I can use a chainsaw and a saws-all, I am far more effective at
being the care-taker.  Now that the major debris is removed and [the Beau] is back
at work, I can go with my girls and rake the splinters, pick up glass and nails and
replant the garden where it was damaged. 
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She's highly competent, and highly capable.  And she's so intelligent that she recognizes when female
interference in a masculine endeavor is counter-productive to the goal.  Sure, she wanted to help.
 But she's been around farms, around men, all her life, and she knows how men work.

And men work best when there are no women around.  Further, Men work best when there's
no women around . . . until lunchtime.

That sounds trite and misogynistic, but the Red Pill observable fact of the matter is that when men
self-organize to do a job of work, they typically assume a highly-efficient hierarchy based on
experience and competence, reduce communication to a casual banter designed to advance the
work, and default to the "dudes-crudely-bullshitting-while-they-work" mode designed to
increase strength-building testosterone and reduce thought-provoking estrogens.  The presence
of even one female in such a group can and usually does disrupt this vital element of masculine
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culture.

Sometimes you can "overlook" a woman, ignoring her presence to the point where you almost forget
she's there - if she's quiet.  But even then the feminine presence can be felt by the group, and while
they might approach the male-only level of efficiency, even having a woman watch them slows men
down.  If a woman is talking to them, no matter how efficient they might appear they have actually
slowed down their work.  If a woman is attempting to help them, unless they have worked in that
capacity before and she knows her shit about tools and tool safety, and how to work in a male-
oriented work party, then the efficiency is broken along with the concentration on work.
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There's a reason that the meme of construction workers whistling at passing women is a part of our
culture . . . and has been since the Pyramids were built.  When men are involved in a male-only,
masculine exercise like construction, demolition, defense, or hacking code, then they revert to
the base-level of masculine culture in an effort to find common language and streamline
efficiency.  As such, group objectification of passing women not only encourages genuine bonding
among the men (sorry, ladies, we're really just that way), it also allows a brief emotional break from
the intensity and focus of the work . . . and a natural point at which to resume.

That seems like a minor thing, but taking that away from men (as feminists want to do in pursuit of a
"non-sexist" world) would be the functional equivalent of allowing women to work together without
being able to discuss their relationships with each other.  No, really.

Instead of trying to "help", LadySadie and her daughters went inside and
prepared food and other refreshments for the Menfolk.  And they stayed the hell out of their way.
 That wasn't a humiliating demotion to domesticity on her part, it was a conscious and appropriate
decision to contribute to the effort in the most powerful way she could: by supporting the existing
masculine organizational structure both materially (food) and emotionally (Caritas-lite, Cheerleader
variety).

As LadySadie related to me in a private email,

I don't know exactly how to state this, but there seemed to be a big boost of respect
for [the Beau] from the other men because I was there doing the meals and staying
quiet and out of the way. 

The respect that LadySadie detects is genuine, and it's not because her Beau is adept at keeping his
woman quiet and in the kitchen.  The respect is the honest tribute due a man who has managed to
build a relationship strong enough with a woman so that she respects HIS need to handle his manly
business, with the implied reciprocal agreement that he respects HER need to handle her womanly
business.  They aren't giving him respect because he's being oppressive, they are paying him respect
out of admiration for his ability to build a sturdy House.

If the issue was stuffing envelopes or making signs for an event -- social organization and promotion
being usually more in the feminine realm than the masculine -- then those same men will further pay
the Beau respect when he has to bow out of boy's night because "LadySadie needs my help to get

ready for the parade tonight."  They won't rag on him one bit: he has established his mature

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-HKLonZZYZ_I/UZ0R4U99p2I/AAAAAAAAFAg/UWsXGna6pKQ/s1600/tumblr_m5gzdsNeVr1r9qhhio1_500.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 627 of 1013

masculine credibility by demonstrating the strength of his relationship in public.  After that,
when your woman requires your aid, not providing it at need is going to get you a lot more crap from
your friends than handling your relationship business.

Most women in the post-feminist era are scornful of such gestures, seeing them as an inherently
demeaning assumption of traditional gender roles.  The first time a young Mrs. Ironwood asked Papa
Ironwood what she could do to help work on her car, she almost had a fit when he told her calmly,
"Just stand there, be quiet and look pretty."  But she learned quickly enough.

LadySadie, being wise and understanding of the Red Pill, knew that the visible support of women
for men while they are working adds both incentive and validation of their effort.  Men thrive
on female gratitude for honest, hard work done on their behalf.  Indeed, if it is lacking in quantity
. . . then so will the man in question be.

LadySadie points out that while she and her girls were being helpful and supportive, a couple of the
men who had graciously donated their time, tools, talents, and trucks to help were repeatedly
harassed by text or phone by their wives.  Each text or call doubtlessly slowed down the effort.
 When men are working, we like to WORK, without interruption or distraction.

As annoying as the telebitching was, I've personally experienced even worse female forays into the
masculine realm in the wake of a disaster.  I live in Hurricane Alley.  I'm the veteran of over fifteen
major storms, including rockstars like Fran, Bertha, Andrew, and Floyd.  When shit has fallen out of
the sky all over the place, a Man with a Chainsaw and a Truck is suddenly the most important man in
town.  

The amusing thing about post-disaster cleanup in my town is the number of "strong, independent"
women who are "perfectly capable" of doing "anything a man can do".  When the feces hit the fan,
these women tend to divide into two rough groups: the larger "Oh, God, why isn't anyone helping
me?" victim group whose answer to the crisis is to try to call a commercial tree-removal service and
then complain bitterly when they can't get out there in a timely fashion, and the "I can handle this
myself!" group.  In most cases, they demonstrably cannot.
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(I'm not talking about lesbians here, for the most part.  My town has a HUGE number of lesbians, I'm
proud to say.  The vast majority aren't man-hating feminazis or radfem Third Wavers, most are just
women trying to live a normal life in a safe place . . . and my gods, the power tools . . .   The lesbians
I've worked with and had as neighbors have generally been broad exceptions to this rule, and most
are knowledgeable enough of masculine modes of work that they can blend almost seamlessly in a
job.  I love lesbians.)

The objectionable women are the heterosexual dominants, usually divorced or married to
Beta/Gamma schlubs, who feel that "if a man can do it, I can too" . . . and then they actually try, with
little or no idea of what they are doing.  I saw this repeatedly after Fran.  I saw one woman rant,
outraged, at the local Lowe's store because they hadn't stocked enough chainsaws, and actually insist
on talking to a manager and filing a complaint with Corporate (which had also been hit by the storm)
. . . on a store without power, without a roof, and which had graciously decided to open up in the
parking lot to help with the crisis.

I watched another (sorry, Yankee) woman I knew dealt with her frustration of having a 150 year old
pinoak tree neatly bisect her garage and her minivan during Fran by screaming first at the insurance
adjuster, then at her husband, over why they couldn't "just call someone to deal with it!".  They tried
to explain that the destruction was so wide-spread that there was literally no one available to answer a
phone in any shop because everyone was already out in the field, and the phone lines and power was
down.  She said that was ridiculous - it was business hours, wasn't it?  Her entire attitude was that it
was up to the rest of the world to fix her problem, and that she was inherently entitled to action on her
behalf, regardless of the situation.

The adjuster fled -- the husband should have.  She had steadfastly intervened in his developing any
close friendships with other guys over the years, instead inflicting her own circle of divorced harpies
and bitter, unmarried girlfriends on him.  When she angrily demanded that he "call some friends to
help", he had to admit - in front of me and a couple of other neighbors - that he didn't have any dudes
he could call.
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Don't look at me.  I had shit to do myself, and there was no way I was getting in the way of that
woman.

This is the funny part.  In the end, the woman decided that she could handle the tree herself, because
"none of you damn men are competent enough to do it!".  After hacking her way through the branches
to the minivan door, she got the car successfully started.  The tree was suspended between the back of
the crushed van and the garage, so she felt she didn't even need to secure it, since it was "attached
naturally".  Several of us tried to talk us out of it, but she dismissed us all as being both incompetent
and attempting to undermine her "independence" as a woman.

So we watched with a mixture of amusement and horror as she drove the minivan forward twenty
feet, pulled the pinoak canopy off of the garage . . . and caused the deadfall suspended within to
take out her kitchen and about half of her dining room.  Insurance didn't cover it, of course -- it
happened after the adjuster she'd just pissed off had left, and she caused it.  Because she was strong,
independent, and didn't need a man's help.

If there is justice in the universe, that dude has gotten divorced by now.

She wasn't alone.  Single moms and corporate spinsters are virtually helpless in the aftermath of
disaster, dependent on menfolk for aid and assistance.  All they can do, it seems, is beg, cry in
frustration, and complain bitterly about the unfairness of things.  The manual labor and tool-using
ability they sneer at during good times suddenly becomes vital, but they have a hard time attracting it.
 Those who disparage men and masculinity during good times cannot expect to be subject to
their masculine grace in bad times.  Those who discourage masculine pursuits and solid male
relationships in their husbands' lives have no right to expect their "males" to sudden become
Men, just because the power is out and the roof is leaking.  

Men built this civilization.  Men can wreck it.  And only Men can rebuild it.

Over and over again our modern world has shown how fragile it is in the face of such disaster, or
terrorist attack, or random force of chaos.  The sophisticated post-industrial civilization that allows
women the luxury of feminism can be wiped away in moments, especially in an era of festering
police wars and global climate change.  How many feminists were running toward the Twin
Towers on 9-11 when they were burning and collapsing, and how many were running away?
 How many former Boy Scouts were running toward them . . . and how many were running
away?

We're all one meteor away from a paleolithic existence or worse -- and that's an inevitability, not a
possibility.  When the sky gods war or the earth goddess dances, when the human curse of zealotry or
simple stupidity lays waste to our delicate civilization, it takes Men, doing Manly things, to bring
us back from the edge of barbarism.  Despite all the hoopla about the "civilizing" force of
femininity, we'd all be holding our book clubs in mud huts, if women were in charge of building
Civilization.
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Gender roles are important at such times.  When men are willing to toil and labor for the common
good, they don't do it for money.  Beyond their inherent altruism and civic spirit, they do it for the
respect and honor they get from their male peers, and the affirmation and admiration they get
from the women in their lives.  If your dude has been out tearing apart the twisted remains of a barn
in your yard, ladies, don't offer to "help".  Instead, smile, ask if there's anything he needs, thank him
and his buds for what a good job they're doing, and get the hell out of there.

And if he calls to you, "Hey, Babe, how 'bout fixin' me a sammich?", I can assure you that that's his
way of saying "I love you, thank you, I aim to do you proud."  He just doesn't want to say that in front
of his dudes.  It will break their workflow.  He'll tell you later, when you're alone . . . and you can
really thank him for his herculean efforts properly.

A man at work is always a hero in his own mind, and a Red Pill woman can impel him to even
greater heights of heroism and dedication just by expressing gratitude, respect, and appreciation in a
way he understands.  You can criticize his efforts, or you can inspire him to go fight dragons on your
behalf.

And hell.  What woman could ask for more than that?
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Male Shaming Our Military
May 25, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

One of the most frustrating and infuriating things about the on-going Gender War is the wholesale
male-shaming that occurs when a feminist gets a bee in her bra about something -- anything -- and
then tells a man (or, usually, all men) to grow up.  Case in point: this morning's CNN Opinion piece
by Pepper Schwartz entitled, condescendingly enough, Can Men Evolve? in the teaser and Soldiers
and Sex: Can Men Grow Up? in the article.

The very title is an attempt at wholesale male-shaming, and while the subject matter is very, very
serious -- sexual harassment and rape in the military -- the perspective and attitudes Dr. Schwarz
espouses show both a stunning naivete about the function and nature of the military and an appalling
and misandrist opinion about men and masculinity in general.

Let's start with the issue of shaming: Any time a woman tells a man to "grow up", unless the woman
in question gave birth to the man in question this directive is the moral and semantic equivalent of
saying "stop being such a bitch" to a woman.  It is openly disrespectful, makes dramatic and
erroneous assumptions about the nature of men and masculinity, and more often than not
demonstrates the ignorance and evident unsophistication of the woman in question.

Men, that is, mature men who have assumed adult responsibilities (like, say, carrying an M-16 and
killing people on behalf of the US Government for a living) should be accorded a level of respect
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commiserate with that responsibility.  When a woman says "grow up", she is deliberately trying to
shame and disrespect a man by assuming a superior moral posture . . . when upon close
inspection, that posture is rarely deserved. 

 "Grow Up" implies that the woman in question has a right to judge the actions and behaviors of men
-- and in this case, men in a male-originated, male-dominated, and male-oriented profession.  The
idea that Dr. Schwarz, for all of her journalistic street cred, is somehow by nature of her gender
entitled to judge male maturity without considering the context of the complaint paints the misandrist,
sanctimonious condemnations of my daughter's 11-year old friends, not a thoughtful adult
perspective.

I'm not denying that the sexual harassment and rape of our women warriors is a tragic and
unacceptable situation; it was also quite predictable.  Feminists in particular and women in general
see our vast military as just another civil-service job with a really strict dress code, not the organized
and institutionalized tool of projecting violence and death anywhere in the world at need that it is and
must be.  Minor but important difference.  We take young men who barely know how to eat with a
fork and knife and turn them into killing machines . . . so that feminists can have the freedom to
condemn them wholesale.

The military is a uniquely male-dominated field for obvious reasons.  Men banded together for
mutual defense and to protect their mutual holdings since the Paleolithic, and after agriculture that
tribal warrior culture blossomed into the sophisticated and regulated -- and highly efficient -- military
system we have inherited today.  Remember 300?  Have you read Anabaxis?  Do you know who
Alexander the Great, Sun Tzu and Julius Caesar are?  They are the roots of the modern military
culture.  And the needs and necessities of military life - brutal efficiency and absolute discipline -
have given similar form to the institution of the military regardless of whether it sprung from the
Mediterranean Basin, the Indus Valley, or the Yangzte.  When men organize to kill other men and
destroy property, there's a right way to do it.  The ARMY  (or NAVY) way.
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Notable exceptions aside, women do not fight in armies or navies, and women do not form armies of
women.  There's a reason for that.  Men who are trained to overcome their socially-conditioned
hesitation to take a human life, and then be able to do it upon command and live with the
psychological aftermath, can only do so through a very strict regime of conditioning their natural
aggression into a highly-controlled tool.  That process is military training, in which not just women,
but all human beings are by necessity objectified.  If a terrorist in Fallujah can be a woman, then
assuming special exceptions to that rule in some misguided application of chivalry is a ticket to a
dead soldier . . . and that's not the ARMY way.

Objectification is a requirement for the military, a psychological requirement.  Not just of the Enemy,
but of your subordinates, your superiors, and your peers.  If you attempt to subjectify the military
experience more than absolutely necessary, the psychological protections military training instilled in
you falter.   You cannot -- cannot -- see female soldiers any differently than male soldiers, despite the
obvious disconnect implicit with that statement.  The idea that some "girls are special" course is
going to work -- or that we'd be happy with the results if it did -- is ludicrous and naive.

Of course, there have always been problems with that process, because men are individuals and the
military works best when individuality has been de-emphasized.  Some individuals are just not
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psychologically capable of accepting that process, and some are perfectly fine until the extreme stress
of military life causes a mental switch to flip.  If the most basic human prohibition -- do not kill other
people -- can be so summarily removed by the process, there is a natural danger that some will
consider this all the psychological rationalization their subconscious needs to abandon others.  Switch
flipped.  In some cases, that switch, unfortunately, leads to sexual assault on fellow soldiers or
sailors.

This, too, has been a problem that has been around since the Paleolithic.
 And it did not start being a problem when women were allowed into the military.  The tie
between sex, aggression, domination and submission is well-known, if not well-understood.  The
military, by necessity, controls aggression and uses domination and submission implicitly in its
organization and culture.  But you can't ignore the sexual component of the equation, like Dr.
Schwarz wants to do, or gloss over it with "That's disrespectful!" . . . just because the soldier or sailor
who was the victim of the assault happened to be female this time.

It's easy to look at all the fancy equipment, the drones, the planes, the artillery and tanks and all the
other ways we've made mass destruction efficient and impersonal and decide that modern military
life doesn't need more character or discipline to carry off than, say, that needed to design and produce
a video game.  But that mistakes the nature of the military and its job, and glosses over the ugly
reality: all of those fancy toys are still just the spear in the hand of one man who is about to slay
another . . . and who himself may be slain in turn at any moment.

That kind of constant existential crisis needs release, or tragedy beyond the planned tragedy of war
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occurs.  Traditionally, wise military commanders made certain that ample camp followers or
prostitutes were available to keep this relief at hand.  But even then, when sex was easy, cheap or
free, still the mix of aggression, domination, and submission led to abuses.  In the final analysis, the
gender of the victims matters less than the issue of sexual abuse over-all; where were Dr. Schwarz's
cries for "men to grow up" when an Army sergeant in Korea abuses young men for years before
getting caught?  Only when women's virtue is at stake is Dr.Schwarz bothered.  Only when women's
lives are affected does Dr. Schwarz see a problem.  Our young men can get butt-raped by their peers
and superiors all day long, and Dr. Schwarz and her equivalents are silent, more preoccupied by
issues of diversity and equality and finding the perfect match than righteous rage at such offences.

What Dr. Schwarz is doing here is similar to what almost all feminists (with a few gallant exceptions)
and most modern women do when it comes to considering the military: they don't hesitate to take
advantage of the aggression of our young men when there are Bad Guys around, but otherwise they
treat the men who have sworn to protect her First Amendment rights to disrespect them to the death,
if necessary, and classed them all as rapists and discriminatory thugs.  She has, like almost all
feminists today, exploited the idea that young men are disposable in our society, and she treats them
accordingly.

I make frequent exception here because I know many women soldiers who don't feel a bunch of "girls
are special!" classes are the answer to the problem.  Indeed, there are many who feel this approach is
precisely the wrong way to fix the problem, and since they have more direct experience with it than
Dr. Schwartz, I think I'd trust their judgement more.  Coincidentally, NONE of these brave women
warriors (some of whom were rape victims themselves) ever made the childish and irresponsible
demand that "Men just grow up!".  Because they understand men and the military a whole lot better
than Dr. Schwartz does, apparently.
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They know that the basis of this behavior isn't a lack of role models, proper instruction, or sufficient
diversity training classes.  The men who assault (and despite Dr. Schwarz's contention female
perpetrators of sexual assault are "rare, and not systemic in any institution", I would venture to say
that it is actually far less rare and simply far more under-reported, due to a number of factors, based
on anecdotal evidence) are not "immature", they are not being "puerile", they are not "boys being
boys" . . . the men who commit these crimes are under herculean pressures, inadequately supported,
and frequently under-supervised.  While rape and sexual assault are tragic results of this problem,
they are mere symptoms.

Dr. Schwarz's snit over sexual assault seems trivial and trite when one
looks at the suicide statistics for our active military and returning veterans. In 2012, there were 349
suicides among our active-duty military, and around 22 a day among our veterans -- that's around
8,000 suicides last year.  And the vast, vast majority of those suicides were men.

According to the Pentagon's own stats, that means that there were about two and a half rapes for
every suicide in 2012.  I suppose depending how you valued the two issues, one could make the
argument that
sexual assault on serving female military personnel VASTLY outweighs the petty little problem of
our returning veterans chewing on their guns.  At least, that's the argument Dr. Schwarz seems to be
making.

I would remind her that for the majority of the history of our republic,
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much less the histories of other nations, for centuries our young men were subjected to these outrages
and indignities without their original consent to even join the military, subject to conscription due to
their gender alone.  As tragic as the stories of military rape survivors are, they chose to join the
military of their own free will, a luxury generations of young men before them did not have.  Once
again feminism overlooks conscription as incidental to the male-female equation, devaluing the lives
and free will of men by dismissing an inequity that outlasted slavery and male-only voting rights.  It's
bad enough to volunteer to fight and get raped.  To be conscripted against your will to fight, and
then get raped, is a horror piled upon a tragedy.  Not a single American woman can complain
of that.

Some of the conclusions she makes are correct.  We cannot go back to an all-male military, despite
the number of problems we are going to have.  We can't even go back to an all-straight military.  But
you
cannot attempt to fundamentally alter a process of psychological conditioning developed over 10,000
years with a couple "girls are special!" classes.  The process of finding a comfortable balance
between the necessary aggression needed to fight and win a war and the socio-sexual reality of the
mixing of the genders is going to be long, tedious, and fraught with difficulties.  But just as we have
(eventually) managed to establish a base-line of behavior in the workplace, it will happen with the
military . . . eventually.

Beyond the foolishness of "girls are special!" classes, the notion that male sexuality needs
"instruction" from any quarter is offensive.  Do women need "special instruction" about their sexual
values, or would Dr. Schwarz see that as a paternalistic attempt to control the sexual lives of women?
 Would they be required to challenge and confront whatever ridiculous notions of sexuality they had
when they signed their enlistment, and perhaps be forced to change their beliefs and practices to "fit
in" with everyone else's?

Somehow I think if the Pentagon started telling women that they needed to be considering what kind
of housewives they needed to be after their term of service was up, some folks might get upset.
 Telling a young man that he has to be a "gentleman" (without defining the term) or "evolved" (when
there is no logical basis equity feminist should be justly angry about.
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for the idea that such a change in belief would indeed be an
"evolution", and not a "devolution") is an unfair and unacceptable attempt to re-program his
sexuality, something any

Part of the problem, ironically, is the very code that once kept such things from occurring in
abundance, the Code of Honor or Chivalry commonly adopted by all men in the West over the last
few centuries, was sufficiently trashed in the eyes of most men by feminism as to have little or no
power, now.  It was a "tool of the patriarchy", and therefore a fair target of feminists over the years.
 Now that they have brought down a deluge of disdain and disrespect for the masculine codes of
honor, they complain that they are no longer protected by it . . . but apparently Dr. Schwarz considers
a couple of classes and some shaming language is sufficient to replace a millenia-old masculine code
of conduct.  Indeed, the military is one of the last refuges of such thinking . . . and Dr. Schwarz and
her feminist allies seem determined to eradicate it even there.

Of course feminists can't invoke honor or chivalry - because that
would empower men to be better men.  And that would be sexist.  Feminism cannot abide
anything that empowers men.  Instead of appealing to our better nature and attempting to raise us
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with respect and admiration by invoking our honor and chivlary, the way her foremothers did, Dr.
Schwarz seeks to castigate, demean, and denigrate the masculine impulse toward a warrior code and
favors replacing it with an H.R. lecture.  Just the thing to inspire a man to die for
his country.

The idea that men need to "grow up" -- the same men Dr. Schwarz depends upon to defend her -- is
inherently disrespectful toward our gender and our military men in particular.  While she states her
goal is to turn men into "safer colleagues and partners" -- that is, more useful to women --  one would
think that someone with a doctorate in sociology would recognize the inherent problem with
attempting to make our highly-trained trained killers "safer".  Her stated desire to "change the hearts
and minds" of men in the military -- ALL men -- is condescending and disrespectful to the memory
of what we all owe to that institution.

Finally, the most galling thing about Dr. Schwarz's proposal is that it
assumes that changing men is even within her purview.  Does she likewise favor any male proposals
to "change women"?  Or is she operating from the basic operating principal -- like so many feminists
-- that men are inherently broken because we aren't just like women? 

That men are the problem just because we are men?  She bandies about the idea that our sexuality and
aggression are tied into dominance and submission, and perhaps someone with a greater background
in psychology wouldn't be so naive, but the fact of the post-feminism world is that feminism broke
the bonds of gender expectations . . . of both genders.

You can no longer "expect" us to be "gentlemen" anymore than we can "expect" women to be "warm,
friendly, and faithful".  Just as women got busted out of their awful gender role of domestic drudgery,
men were liberated from the expectation of going and dying on some beach because of some girl
back home.  Or treating everything with a vagina as worthy of protection.  And you can expect that
the next time you suddenly want to see a lot of young, strong, disposable males ready to line up and
keep harm at bay . . . you can send your daughters to face the threat instead.

With this kind of insulting and demeaning attitude prevalent among feminism and women in general,
there's just not a lot of reason our boys should pick up a rifle and die to protect the very people who
treat him like a retarded child while he does so.  And if that seems somehow unfair, that men
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would shirk their responsibility to kill and die on your behalf, Dr. Schwarz . . . Welcome to the
Manosphere, Cupcake.
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Pinterest: What It Really Means
May 29, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Pinterest, if you are unaware - and let's hope to Zeus Pater you are - Pinterest is a website devoted to .
. . well, putting up pretty pictures of stuff you want.  It's a point-and-click coveting scheme, a means
of displaying conspicuous consumption of things you wish you had, to demonstrate your good taste.
 Needless to say, the site is packed to the gunwales with women who want to impress other women
with stuff they don't actually have.

In other words, it's essentially a scrapbooking site . . . for people too lazy to actually take the trouble
to scrapbook.  You just point, click, and BAM!  Instant taste and charm.

Now, it's easy to see why this site has a great appeal to women - it's a function of the Female Social
Matrix, in which women are positioned in part by the admiration they get from other women.  In the
Olden Days, a few years ago, ladies were forced to do this by actually going out and buying things
and arranging things and painting things -- remember Trading Spaces?

No more.  Now you just point . . . and click.  Instant taste.  Instant admiration.  Instant gratification.  
Of course there is a social marketing component -- you have to share your taste in order to receive
gratification.   Your friends, colleagues, neighbors, and strangers on the internet can inspect and
approve and compliment you on the stuff you would have bought, if you could have, or wanted to, or
had the energy or . . . you know, do anything but sit on Pinterest and mindlessly point and click their
way into demonstrating an independent sense of style.  But women actually brag about the "pins"
they've acquired and shared.  Think of it as the feminine equivalent of fishing . . . on the Wii.

While I enjoy a good estrogen-fest as much as the next dude who watches porn all day, there comes a
point where the chiffon prom dresses and the stylish patio sets with the perfectly-matched picnicware
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and the luxurious bedroom suite that cost more than your present home just gets to you.  I know it got
to me.

So I went down to the dungeon of Stately Ironwood Manor and put the Flying Monkeys on it.  And
being bored, and tired of attempting to recreate the complete works of Shakespeare banging on the
one sorry typewriter I have, because, c'mon, Amazon?  So they came up with a few small little tokens
("pins") related to the Red Pill and the Manosphere.  Because, y'know, Pinterest should really be
introduced to the Manosphere.  I'm sure we'll get along famously.  

Trade 'em, collect 'em, make your own, share them all over the place and watch some folks squirm.
 Because a subversive Puerarchy is an effective Puerarchy.

So . . . if you have a Pinterest account, or just want to piss off a bunch of prissy girls who think a pink
and teal granite countertop is worth damp panties, then start "pinning" these things and make some of
your own.

Really.  The Monkeys assure me it is quite therapeutic. Enjoy.

http://pinterest.com/ianironwood/the-red-pill-society/
http://pinterest.com/ianironwood/the-red-pill-society/
http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-CjO7EMKnGE4/Uaajoby4z1I/AAAAAAAAFFA/zAY-dsfWK20/s1600/Untitled.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 644 of 1013

You Know Who Hates Gamma Rabbits More Than The
Manosphere? Feminists.
May 31, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Back in my Blue Pill days, I went through my Gamma phase.  I'm not proud of it.  It only lasted a
couple of years before I snapped out of it.  But it happened.  I can admit that now.  In fact, snapping
the Gamma was one of the first steps on the road to Breaking Beta.

If you're not down with it yet, go study Vox Day's brilliant Socio-Sexual Hierarchy, listing social
descriptions of all manner of men on the hunt for women.  Gammas are the "male feminists", the
manboobz, the "I can be manly while I hold my wife's purse at a party while she talks to another guy"
dude.  Gammas, in their evolved form, become self-loathing White Knights like Hugo Schwyzer,
professional Mangina.  Essentially, Gammas have come to believe that all things male are inherently
bad, and that all things female are inherently good -- sacred, even.

Typical presentations of the Gamma include low self-esteem buttressed with a "if I kiss enough
female ass I'll be accepted!" attitude that can be pathological in its intensity.  Gammas are the true
"Beta Orbiters".  When they do mate, it's usually with the female equivalent or lower -- except in
those hilarious cases where a low-number Gamma inexplicably marries a higher-level woman.  Those
things tend to be short and painful.

But this guy over at Salon is pitching a particular bitch-fit over the lustful thoughts he has about
strange women, and how he feels genuinely offended on behalf of his twin daughters and his Tiger
Mom, MD wife.  As he pathetically confesses the righteous indignation he feels at his own penis'
mindless objectification of women (let's ignore the fact, for the moment, that a dude usually only gets
in such a state when his sex life is in "IV drip mode") his tone is clearly pleading for affirmation and
acceptance.

It's the Gamma Rabbit Trap: capitulate to the idea that women are superior to men, in all important
ways, under the theory that such sniveling capitulation will gain you acceptance, love, and pussy.

Brother Rabbit, it don't work that way.

The Gamma Rabbits are like Black Republicans: you can't figure out how anyone would labor
and advocate for a position so blatantly -- proudly! -- against their best interests.  You see, this
obvious ploy of appeasement is designed to make him feel better about his "lustful, sexually
objectifying" thoughts, because feminism has told him since birth that such thoughts are evil. Andy
has voluntarily confessed and repented of being part of "rape culture", and fervently desires a non-
sexist, non-threatening world.  A Blue Pill world, where words like "hypergamy" and "infidelity"
never exist.  Where "regular sex" is timed by the moon, not by the clock.

 So . . . this guy should be crawling with feminist support and admiration, right?  Because that's
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clearly what he expected: affirmation for his progressive feminist views and the acceptance of him as
a man because of his recognition of the inherent evils of owning a penis.

Only . . . not so much.  Poor bastard.

Not just one, but two scathing reviews of his Gamma-laden posts were made by feminists.  The thing
is, they didn't take issue with his political perspective.  They took issue with . . . him.

In New York Magazine, in an article entitled, "I'm a Woman, I read Slate, I Write Violent Thoughts
About A Man Who Writes About Being Horny.  How Can I Stop That?" (when, clearly, she has no
desire to stop), Maureen O'Conner conflates her hatred of male sexuality and fatherhood in a screed
that - if the genders were reversed - would land her in anger management counseling or fired and
escorted from the building by security.  In part Ms. O'Conner's violent misandry over male
feminist Andy Hinds' admission that yes, he too has a penis (although he's very ashamed to admit it)
goes something like this:

". . . deep in the vaginal recesses of my female imagination, I fantasize about
tearing Slate writer Andy Hinds limb from limb. "

"If I had more respect for Andy Hinds, I might indulge my fantasy about punching him in
the gut so hard that he doubles over in pain for a moment. "

"Unfortunately, like Andy Hinds, I too am but a prisoner to my instincts, no matter how
hypocritical or rude. The heart wants what the heart wants, and my heart wants
violence. "

"Sure, I may want to throw Andy Hinds and [professional Mangina] Hugo Schwyzer into a
tank full of hungry sharks, but  . . ."

This, Andy, from your feminist "allies".

Oh, but it gets worse.

From Jezebel, the Industry Leaders In Organized Misandry, in a post entitled: "Daddyblogger
Controls His Boner With 'Imaginary Burqas'" by Katie Baker, which goes beyond the violent imagery
above and just resorts to humiliating, shaming and effectively destroying this man for sharing his
confusion about his sexuality in the feminist-approved way:

But it's not sexist to think about boning strangers, and it's horrifying, really, to resort to
mentally censoring women so you don't have to consider the possibility that you're not
actually as much of an "enlightened" feminist as you think but a dude with a latent
Madonna-whore complex (Hinds could ask his wife how she feels about all this, at least?)

This is actually worse that O'Conner's piece, because not only does she emasculate him for self-
emasculating, she further emasculates him because he doesn't have his wife's permission to think
these thoughts.  And then she goes on to state that she agrees with all the violent misandrist crap
in O'Conner's post.

http://nymag.com/thecut/2013/05/violent-thoughts-about-a-man-how-can-i-stop.html
http://nymag.com/thecut/2013/05/violent-thoughts-about-a-man-how-can-i-stop.html
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Way to go, girls.  Another win for our side.

See, Gentlemen, when the poor Gamma Male Feminist Rabbits do try to talk about how proud and
dedicated they are to non-sexist culture and gender equity, the moment they poke their head up out of
their hole the feminist lawnmower rolls over it.  Andy is an almost complete Scalzi, but he's already
getting hammered for his "enlightened" attitude by the very feminists he's trying to identify with.

In his own blog, he frets over the comments from the "Men's Rights Movement" and being
misunderstood, not quite understanding that it wouldn't matter how clear and concise he had been,
any time a "male feminist" says something out loud, he will and is always castigated roundly by a
plurality of female feminists.

It's like a law of nature.  Just see how much respect professional Mangina Hugo Schwyzer has in their
circles.

Andy, what you have to realize (and probably wont) is that regardless of the kicking-around you feel
in the Manosphere among "Men's Rights Movement" and "Right Wing" trolls, the fact is that we're a
lot more forgiving than the feminists are.  We're always willing to help a brother out, if he's willing to
admit that the bullshit disguised as political theory known as "feminism" has less to do with equality
as it does with female entitlement.  The ladies at Slate and NYMag feel utterly entitled to bash you
and your life, your lifestyle, even your wife and kids with impunity, because they know you won't
defend yourself.  Even that "What I meant to say" pieces will be ridiculed . . .  if it's even noticed.

Here's the thing, Andy: you will never be accepted as a "feminist" by feminism, because you are
Male, and therefore part of the "Patriarchy" and oppressive "Rape Culture" that you, yourself, have
been trained to loathe.  Fear, guilt, and early indoctrination convinced you that male sexuality was
"bad", and feminism has compounded that feeling by publicly ridiculing your sexuality even as you
struggle with it.  On the other side, your unwillingness to admit and embrace the fact that a) you have
a penis b) there's no inherent shame in that fact and c) any group who espouses equality and then
indulges in such nasty bits of misandry is so intellectually dishonest at its core that your "alliance"
with them resembles more a prostitutes alliance with a pimp, not the honest and equal intellectual
partnership.

Read these posts again, Andy.  Feel how much they scorn and despise you?  You are contemptible to
them . . . because you propose to agree with them.  If they were truly dedicated to a non-sexist world
they would have applauded your admission, not condemned it.  But they treated you like a thuggish
rapist for admitting that you had illicit thoughts.

Here's the Red Pill truth, Andy: illicit thoughts about random women are part of your evolutionary
heritage, and attempting to eschew that so you can make a couple of bitter feminist bloggers happy
(when they are predestined not to be happy) with you is just stupid.  You really area Beta Dad, and
no, I don't mean that in a "good" way.  In fact, you're less Beta and more Gamma.  A White Knight.
 Just the kind of dude feminists love to throw under a bus until you howl . . . which they then point to
as proof that they were right all along.

http://www.betadadblog.com/
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Look, I'm sure you have a spiffy marriage and your kids are adorable.  But Andy, if you don't clue
into some stuff real quick, I prophesy a divorce or estrangement within a decade, and then you'll be
here, bitter, and wishing you had listened to us.

First, ditch the fear of women.  As much as you love your wife and daughters, that does not extend to
the millions of women that would be happy to falsely accuse you of rape, take advantage of your
gender in the workplace, or yawn with boredom when they hear of your death in an industrial
accident on the news.  The idea that feminists have any male's rights or issues in mind is
demonstrably false.  Your continued adherence to this self-destructive, genocidal ideal is going to
bite you in the ass even bigger than it has, mark my words. (Go ahead.  Mark them.  I'll wait.)

The Red Pill Truth, Andy, is that your wife earns more than you do, which means (if the stats are
correct) that despite everything else, you have at least a 40% chance of divorce in the next decade if it
continues.  The truth is that feminists will never accept you, they will always reject you no matter
how "nice" you are, and in fact the nicer you are, the more they will despise you.  Gamma Rabbits
don't fit into their program unless they need votes or someone to take out the garbage.

It kinda sucks you have daughters, because you're all awash in "girl power" feminism.  If you had
sons, then you'd have a much different perspective.  One in which you would see your son's
achievements and performance retarded and belittled because of his gender.  One in which your son
would not matter even in the abstract to most feminists, because he's "part of the problem".

If you're smart, you'll start reading the Manosphere, Andy.  Not the PUA stuff, but the Married Man
Sex Life Blog/books/forum by Athol Kay.  No More Mister Nice Guy.  And my own humble blog.
 You'll discover that being Beta -- or worse, Gamma -- gets you respect from neither gender.  The
only ones who love Gammas are other Gammas . . . until you stop acting like a Gamma.  Then they
turn on you and devour you.

Seriously, dude.  You're a good dad, that's obvious.  You want to be a good husband.  Feminism will
help you with neither of those things.  Don't believe me?  Count the number of feminists you know
who have been in long (15+ years) happy marriages to the same man.  Go ahead.  I'll wait.

Didn't take long, did it?

That's the dirty little secret feminism doesn't want you to know.  Feminism is not a reproductive
strategy designed with a long-term relationship, much less marriage, in mind.  In fact, it celebrates
divorce and the estrangement of children from their fathers as a matter of course.  You might
disparage the "MRAs" as a bunch of bitter boobs, but the chances of you being there someday, if you
keep doing what you're doing, are better than hitting the Pick 6. Ever.

So Andy, I invite you to seriously reconsider your position.  In fact, just to be a good guy about it, I'm
going to send you a review ecopy of the Manosphere book as an introduction.

But for the love of Zeus and Hercules, stop acting like you raped someone because you popped a
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boner over some babe.  It's embarrassing, harmful to your fellow men, and even your wife -- as
sympathetic and empathetic as she's likely being about it right now -- isn't going to find you any more
attractive because of this.  Quite the contrary.

Welcome to the Manosphere, Andy.  Learn how to Break your Beta. We can help you be a better
man.  Hell, it might just save you.
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The Manosphere: A New Hope For Masculinity Is Now Live!
June 5, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Finally.

The Manosphere book went live on Kindle last night, just before midnight.

The story of how the book came to be, came to be written, and then how it went through a gazillion
editions before, alas, I was forced to publish it myself (it wasn't rejected, exactly . . . it's complicated)
is freakin' epic.

If I promised you a review copy and you haven't received one, email me.  I'm a little out of it.

The book is not intended to be exhaustive -- it's an intro and a survey, not an in-depth study, even at a
robust 270,000 words.  The number of bloggers and experts on various things I mention is vast, yet
there is still so, so much more of the perpetually-evolving Manosphere to chart.  This is intended as a
place to begin the journey, not end it.

Among the notables quoted within are:

Hugh Hefner
Robert Bly
Camille Paglia
Dalrock
Ferdinan Bardimu

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/the-manosphere-a-new-hope-for-masculinity-is-now.7729
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2013/06/the-manosphere-new-hope-for-masculinity_20.html
http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-KXf1A1LCp2U/Ua9nEr_av3I/AAAAAAAAFFQ/K9RUEepr5Jw/s1600/Manosphere+cover+2.TIF
http://www.amazon.com/The-Manosphere-Hope-Masculinity-ebook/dp/B00D74DQ8E/ref=sr_1_3?ie=UTF8&qid=1370450579&sr=8-3&keywords=manosphere
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The Society of Phineas
Dr. Albert Mohler
Kevin Deride
William Bennett
Christy Krumm
The Private Man
Hailey of Hailey’s Halo
Deti
TakenInHand.com
Sexo Grammaticus
Cath Eliot
Warren Farrell
The Spearhead.
Manboobz
A Voice for Men
Roger O. Thornhill
John the Other
Jack Donovon
Michael Kimmel
Sam Keen
George Lucas
Badger
Peggy Noonan
Rollo Tomassi
Hugo Schwyzer
Susan Walsh
Dr. Andrea Doulcet
Sara Ruddick
Suzanne Bianchi
Good Men Project
National Organization of Women
Joe Kelly
Jenny Thalheimer
James Poniewozik
Emily Goulding
Chloe Angyal
Neil Shyminski
Dr. Roy F. Baumeister
Average Married Dad
Erik von Markovic
Roissy
Roosh
Neil Strauss
Jonathan Frost
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Liza Mundy
Kasey Edwards
Andrea Dworkin
Dr. Philip Zimbardo
Nikita Duncan
Joe Francis
Victor Assange
Tucker Max
John Gray, PhD
Dr. Helen Fisher
Dr. Emily Nagoski
Ogi Ogas and Sai Gaddam
Dr. Vicki Levkoff
Bill Powell
Marina DelVecchio
Athol Kay
And many more!

So check it out, review it, tell me if you think it sucks, tell your friends if you think it's good, and
generally let me know I haven't been spinning my wheels for the last two years on this project.

More promo stuff to come, but I thought I'd at least let y'all know.  Oh, and I uploaded it yesterday in
honor of my brother Sylvester's birthday.  Happy b-day, li'l bro!

The POD version should be ready in plenty of time for giving a copy to Dad on Father's Day (fingers
crossed) but I will probably release more versions on more platforms as time goes on.

Oh, and very, very little of it is recycled blog content.  Just sayin'.  I wouldn't charge you that much if
most of it wasn't new material.

(Oh, and my editor killed a few quotes . . . including John Scalzi's.  The note said (??? Not
important or well known enough to be of interest - cut).  Life's hard out here for a Gammarabbit.)
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The Manosphere review over at stagedreality
June 11, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Wanted to give a shout-out and point out a review (first!) of the Manosphere book, over at
stagedreality by blogger Leap of Beta.  I won't add too much to what he's said -- it stands on its own -
- but I accept the criticism as eagerly as I do the praise.

While we both come from different backgrounds and we're at different stages in our lives, with
different values and different perspectives, we're both men in this century, and by participating in the
Manosphere we help bring other men to wisdom and maturity.  And how to get mad poon.

The book really grew out of the 2011 debate that tried to define the Manosphere as either a MRA
phenomenon or a PUA phenomenon.  While both had outstanding claims to the role, the fact is that
the Manosphere is bigger than both of them, and is inclusive of both of them, plus plenty of other
dudes who were some mixture of both of those and more.  The Manosphere exists, and will continue
to develop, as a 21st century vault of wisdom and debate about masculinity and a means of the un-
fathered to help initiate themselves into the company of mature men.  Or just get mad poon.

Thanks again to Leap of Beta, whose own blog is worthy of checking out regardless of what he says
about me.

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/the-manosphere-review-over-at-stagedreality.7727
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2013/06/the-manosphere-review-over-at.html
http://stagedreality.wordpress.com/2013/06/11/book-review-the-manosphere/
http://stagedreality.wordpress.com/2013/06/11/book-review-the-manosphere/
http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-CGPglW7C4BI/UbeEr_VRaSI/AAAAAAAAFFg/fI0nqS-bITU/s1600/5318649764_09cd19d773_z.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 653 of 1013

The Patriarchy 2.0
June 16, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I've discussed the Red Pill in terms of marriage, relationships, and a general approach to life.  During
the last two years or so I have rarely extended the metaphor or the practice into the realm of
parenting.  That has been by design - I take great strides to keep my children's childhood happy, that
being one of my Wolf Alpha Prime Directives, and discussing them overmuch on my blog endangers
that.

However, things have changed in the last few months.  Thanks to some you-wouldn't-believe-it-if-it-
didn't happen-to-you events, Mrs. Ironwood and I have been devoting our "abundant free time" to a
special project.

We've been fighting crime.

No, really.  The long and short of it is (and about all our lawyers will let us say at this point) is that
back in late February, my 13 year old son was abducted by his 23 year old female teacher.  He
was safely returned, and was unmolested, but the consequences for my entire family have been
fairly profound.  The loss of trust and the loss of security was devastating, and we're still dealing
with the aftermath.   If you recall my PLEASE STAND BY post in late February, that was due to the
immediate aftermath of the event, and the "Demon's Run" post dealt with the first of several
confrontations with various legal and official authorities.

While that battle rages on, another issue was dropped on our doorstep.  The Niece who has lived with
us for over a year and acted as our nanny at Stately Ironwood Manor fell in love with a worthless
boyfriend with an addiction to that faux canniboid mixture known as "Spice".

Spice is EVIL.   

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/the-patriarchy-20.7726
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2013/06/the-patriarchy-20.html
http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-Ks2GcZJgMSE/Ub4ISzCAwzI/AAAAAAAAFF4/lJ-9CDEQmkA/s1600/Ironwoods+fighting+crime.jpg
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Unlike the fairly benevolent weed cannabis, Spice is essentially some mildly euphoric herbal base
like Marshmallow Leaf or Damiana . . . sprayed or soaked in a number of organic solvents and
caustic chemicals.  Touted as being "legal" (it's not - most jurisdictions don't have specific laws
making it illegal, but the FDA has - so yeah, it's illegal at the Federal level, but most people don't
know this and feel helpless to keep it out of their communities.)and sold as "incense", labeled "not for
human consumption" (the Spice industry's equivalent of "For Novelty Purposes Only" or "For The
Prevention Of Disease Only")  Spice has become extremely popular in middle schools and high
schools because of its lack of regulation and how easy it is to get.

The problem is, unlike pot, Spice (sold under a variety of brand names including BIZZARO and
Neutronium) is not only easy for them to get, it's also HIGHLY addictive.  Like crystal-meth/heroin/
levels of addiction, plus a violent change in personality that can resemble schizophrenia. Violent
schizophrenia.   Some kids smoke Spice once . . . and just never come back.

My Niece's boyfriend got her and a number of other girls to steal for him from their families and
friends to support his Spice habit - and of course he got them hooked too.  In just a few months my
Niece dropped out of college and began exhibiting all sorts of other classic addict behaviors.  And
then our stuff started going missing.  I'm still pursuing the matter . . . and him.

Since then, Mrs. I and I have been collecting data on local Spice vendors, using our Niece (who is in
rehab for it at the moment) to inform on her ex-boyfriend's MO and dealers, and we've turned that
information over to local law-enforcement, along with the applicable FDA statutes and potential
charges.   Believe me, ask anyone in your local law-enforcement agency about Spice, and they'll be
happy to tell you what they've seen.

To quote one cop I've spoken to, "If you catch your kid with Spice just once, go find a way to buy
them a big bag of weed.  Kids on weed go to the convenience store at 3:00 am with the
munchies. Kids on Spice go to the convenience store at 3:00 am with a pistol.  Weed makes you
unambitious.  Spice makes you viciously ambitious in a very negative way."

Spice can destroy you.  It essentially "embalms" your lungs, producing a nasty and distinctive

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-7QTxGCDVvvI/Ub4IvMspxrI/AAAAAAAAFGA/h-jAvOeXCsc/s1600/0da901d6c6f4225e2b8f1ea1c2f2a36f.jpg
http://www.theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2012/02/alpha-move-kick-someones-ass-who.html
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hacking cough, it eats holes in various parts of your brain, and it often leads to seizures and violent
psychotic episodes.  If there was ever a case to be made for legalizing pot, Spice makes it.

Why am I bringing all of this up?  Because as the Mrs. and I have been hacking our way through this
(and I've been trying to hack my way through getting the Manosphere book out) it has occurred to us,
over and over, that in interviewing all the teens we have who are addicted to Spice, in just about
every case the kid lacked a strong, compelling father figure.  In many cases these kids were raised
by grandparents or single moms who just didn't know or didn't have time to watch and supervise their
kids adequately . . . and then their jewelry goes missing, and all the Christmas presents she got her
kid are in a pawn shop somewhere and their little girl is having inexplicable seizures at school.

The lack of strong, involved fathers contributed to this problem.  When feminism threw down the
Patriarchy, they also threw down the moral authority of paternalism with it, allowing the next several
generations of kids to be, as a culture, Fatherless.  Paternal authority is unlike Maternal authority.
 Maternal authority can get you to clean your room out of guilt and do your homework.  Paternal
authority tells you to stop seeing that boy if you value his life. When we lost the Paternal authority of
the Patriarchy in this culture, we also lost its ability to order and regulate our social affairs and
expectations.

With the erosion of "patriarchal", traditionally-male values like Family (as opposed to individualism),
Duty (as opposed to irresponsibility) and Honor (as opposed to entitlement) feminism broke the
shield that once protected our children from such things as Spice and abduction and tried to
replace it with Social Workers, Diversity Training, and "Self-Esteem" lessons.  

And I've fucking had enough of seeing our kids' lives get wasted because of such things.  My son told
me instantly when he got home what his teacher did, because he knew he could trust me and trust me
to do the right thing, whatever that was.  I'd like to think I haven't let him down on this.  Four months
into his crisis, we're still grinding away at the various bureaucracies to see justice done,
accountability accorded,  and our children protected.  It hasn't been easy, and it's far from over, but
he's watching me give it everything I've got, so even if we lose, in the end I've won . . . and so has he .
. . just by not giving up.

As we men collectively face the social horror of the 21st century, therefore, it occurs to me that the
re-establishment of those sorts of masculine values can only be affected if we re-found the
Patriarchy.  

Not the way it was - the pre-Industrial patriarchy won't work anymore, and the post-Industrial model
got crippled before it really was firmly developed - but in a new way.  We need "rule of the fathers" if
we value our children's lives and futures . . . because the alternative is abandoning them to the whims
of what feminism has wrought.  And I ain't got not time for that.

We need Patriarchy 2.0.
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So this Father's Day, I'm officially re-founding the Patriarchy in honor of Papa Ironwood and all
the other dads who made it through the Feminist Interregnum successfully.  True, most dads out there
today feel unempowered and helpless against the giant bureaucracy that has evolved to keep them
from influencing their own children, but that doesn't mean it can't happen.  They may feel impotent
in the face of domineering wives or baby-mamas who feel that they and they alone have an active say
in parenting.

They are Beta dads, and it is because of their inaction and their unwillingness to stand up to their
wives or the system on behalf of their children that stuff like Spice happens to our kids.  Only strong
fathers can provide the kind of no-nonsense direction and order a developing kid needs.  Mothers
compromise, seek consensus, worry about their child's feelings before the other elements of their
lives.  Dads Lay Down The Law.  And if you are incapable of that, you need a dose of Red Pill
parenting, stat.

Those men who have, by accident or intention, brought another human being into this world have
made a pact with their fellow fathers whether they understand it or not.  I've seen, up close and
personal, what happens to a kid who is raised by just a mom, or by a strong mom and a weak dad, and
the results fill our psych wards and juvenile detention centers.
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Patriarchy 2.0 isn't the broad-based Patriarchy of yore; it is the quiet forging of strong bonds
between all fathers, local and national, to act as a collective defense of our children.  It has fuck-
all to do with marriage, as the shattered landscape of our social system has amply demonstrated that
marriage and fatherhood are now well-estranged, in general.  Patriarchy 2.0 is smarter, leaner, and
more pissed off.  Patriarchy 2.0 isn't pushing for the return of the Traditional Family as much as it is
striving for the survival of the families we have.  

Patriarchy 2.0 is a 21st century response to the problem of child-rearing, with the understanding that
the Diaper Years are, actually, the easiest for a dad to navigate.  Patriarchy 2.0 implies a spirit of
activism on behalf of all children, not just your own, and a willingness to ignore the "better" approach
of feminism and HR departments.  Patriarchy 2.0 is not opposed to MGTOW, PUAs, or any other
aspect of the Manosphere.  We're all just Dads, who are worried about our kids, and we need to look
to each other for support and guidance because if we rely on the women in our lives to navigate such
treacherous waters, then we are risking the lives of our children and abandoning our duties as fathers.

I'm not saying that Fathering is superior to Mothering, or that Dads are better parents than Moms.
 What I am saying is that Fathering is important to both boys and girls, and that Dads can do things,
say things, and teach things to children of either gender that Moms cannot.  Most Beta dads are
content to back whatever their wife decides; Patriarchy 2.0 insists that Dads get to contest that
decision if they don't agree with it, and will step in and take charge when they see the need.
 Patriarchy 2.0 says dads deal with their business, and get other dads to help if they need it.
 Patriarchy 2.0 says if you see a dad in trouble, you help any way you can.  It may take a village to
raise a child, but it takes a Father to drag their ass into maturity.
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Fatherhood is a universal male value, and a universal masculine issue.  Feminism has tried for years
to destroy the Patriarchy by eroding or eradicating the father-son relationship, and poisoning the
father-daughter relationship, the removal of family planning decisions from male hands, assorted
other attacks on the very institution of fatherhood, and that's what has given us the mess we currently
stand within.  We can either accept it or we can fight against it.  I have some ideas how to fight it, and
over the next few weeks I'll be sharing some of them.

Father's Day is about honoring fathers, specifically our own, but henceforth I wish it to reflect on the
debt we owe to all Fathers, in all times, in all places.  Fatherhood is such a rare and special
commodity, thanks to feminism, that when it does genuinely appear these days it needs to be
nurtured, protected, and encouraged like a nascent flame during a storm.  And like that flame, it may
become the only light and heat we have in the future to get us through the storm.

To this end I am launching the Ironwood Initiative: a series of pro-active instructions and
information on what dads can do to help protect their kids - and all kids - from the dangers they face,
and how to bring them into manhood or womanhood successfully.  Patriarchy 2.0 needs guidance,
and I encourage all fathers out there to join me in giving the advice and support that all other
fathers need.  Patriarchy 2.0 is about Red Pill fathering, and while that's still a nascent and
nebulous concept . . . it needs to be done.

And the essence of the Red Pill isn't "what can I do?", it's "what needs to be done?"

Happy Father's Day to you all.  Call your dad.  Ask him what he thinks.  Listen.  And then start
approaching the entire idea of Fatherhood from a perspective of masculine strength and tenacity.
 Raising a kid ain't easy, but it's helpful if you have a couple of other dads around to help.
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The Ironwood Initiative: Taking Out The Trash (Patriarchy 2.0)
June 19, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

People often look with scorn on the attempts by the MRA community to affect meaningful change.
 Considering most of the issues they deal with -- divorce, custody, visitation, alimony -- tend to be
narrow and in reaction to their personal experiences, there isn't a lot of room in there for dudes who
didn't have a bitter divorce and custody battle.  So while these brave men are hurling themselves at an
unyielding system and howling in their frustration, the rest of us who are sympathetic to their cause
have little we can do save offer them our moral support.

But there is an issue which MRAs and non-MRAs in the Manosphere can find common ground upon,
and, further, it's an issue that affects all men, regardless of their status as parents.  Even better, it's one
that men, acting together, can actually have an effect upon without being labeled sexist misogynists
just for having a dick and speaking their mind.

Keep in mind that for the last 100,00 years, the physical security of the human race has been the
responsibility of men.  Whether we were driving off a cave bear incursion or using million dollar
drones to bomb hundred dollar tents, our job has been to first build civilization, and then defend it.
 Of course picking up a rifle and standing a post is one traditional way a man can do that, but the fact
is that most of the dangers we face aren't from unfriendly strangers with AK-47s.

In the tribal era, in the Time Before Writing, things were simple.  The sacred and biologically-derived
division of labor mandated that women stay in the collective safety of the village while men stood on
the periphery to guard, hunt, and defend if necessary.  To women was bequeathed the "life magic"
that kept the food supply and children supply running, while men held "death magic", the power to
take the lives of animals or other men in service and defense of the village.

Agriculture changed that by making violence more efficient through technology and organization, but
the same basic division-of-labor remained.  Only when we hit the post-industrial era did this primal
element of our masculine souls take a hit.  Military service is now a specialized and highly developed
skill, not a basic skillset of every man.  We are discouraged from learning the arts of violence by
nearly all women, from our choice of video games to practicing tactical skills during paintball.  Our
modern society does not empower us to protect and defend, unless it's in uniform at the behest of the
government.  The feminine imperative finds this to be a good thing.  The masculine imperative finds
this to be a highly frustrating and angst-producing thing.

A man can see this frustration fester if he does not find other ways to allow his natural impulse to
defend and protect to flourish and express itself.  When the most a man can do to protect his family is
pay a hundred-dollar-a-month alarm service and stock up on his homeowner's insurance, the psychic
frustration implicit in his inability to protect would be as profound - if not moreso - than a woman
who was deprived of any opportunity to express her need to nurture. (And yes, I know just like there
are men who would rather die than defend . . . anything, there are women who would rather die than
nurture . . . anything.  I'm not talking about those contra-survival clowns, just the rest of us.  Our
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descendants' future ancestors.)

This masculine frustration with the modern age and its limited ability to allow us to feel protective
and express our guardianship over what we value is not just a wistful, bitter, "loss of male privilege",
it's as tangible as the women who wait at church for thirty years for Jesus to send them a man, when
the man never comes.  Men need to feel protective of what they value; it is part of how they assesses
and express value.

Many people from outside of the US express confusion over the fierce manner in which we
Americans defend the Second Amendment, when we so clearly suffer from its abuses with gory,
bloody regularity.  The key to the matter is understanding that the 2nd Am. institutionalizes and
ordains with especial protection the masculine need to feel secure in his person, family, and property.
 The importance of owning a firearm in America is not the idea that you will be able to protect
yourself from a criminal or fend off invaders; it is the feeling of sovereign security such ownership
brings.

It was elevated to the status of a "right" by our founding fathers for much the same reason that Roe v.
Wade rightly elevated a woman's control over her own body as a sacred right by the Supreme Court:
because such a thing is essential for an individual man or woman to feel control over their own
destiny.  A woman who cannot freely control whether or not she has a child, or be forced into
marriage against her will, is not truly  free.  The man who cannot freely control whether or not he can
protect his child is likewise not truly free.

The other Western Democracies guarantee the right to due process, personal security, and (within
various limits) private property.  The United States is the only nation in which, thanks to the 2nd
Am., those rights are assured.

But the Ironwood Initiative is not a scheme to get dads to buy guns.  The issue isn't gun rights.

The issue is school safety.

Let me begin by saying that I'm not advocating armed guards, militias, etc. patrol our schools -- that's
neither reasonable or effective.  In fact, let's take the Lone Gunman totally off the table for the
moment and just look at general school safety.
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That sounds like a fairly mild issue to most men . . . until you're a father.  Before fatherhood, you
think of "school safety" as crossing guards and school buses stopping at railroad tracks.

Once you realize you're going to be a Dad, your entire perspective shifts.  Every news story involving
a child getting injured sends a chill up your spine.  Really, your first year of fatherhood is a full-time
freak-out.  Once you're a dad, you realize just how vulnerable your children are in a school system
long before they ever get there.  School shootings get your attention . . . but so does every child
abduction, missing kid, Amber Alert, and savage tale of criminal acts against children.

Your feelings of inadequacy to protect your kids from all manner of dangers when they are
supposedly safe at school can lead to insomnia and ulcers.  If you are divorced and your kid is in
another state . . . well, that's a kind of persistent hell.

School safety is getting a lot of press, but that's because the spectacular failures end up in the news.
 Once you take school shootings out of the equation, then bullying and drugs get the exposure.  My
suburban kid learned all about the Crips and the Bloods and how to gang tag an area in elementary
school.  He came home terrified the Latin Kings would come creeping through our neighborhood
after him for a drive-by.  Gang activity is a serious issue, don't misunderstand me - but your kid isn't
nearly as likely to get jumped in or jumped on by a gang in middle school, despite what the Gang
Resistance Education program might suggest.

The fact of the matter is, for boys "school safety" isn't just having a good place to hide when the
shooting starts.  It isn't just avoiding bullies and telling a teacher.  It isn't saying 'NO' to drugs or
watching after-school specials.  When we send our kids to school, the dangers there are real,
persistent, and can come from unexpected places.  While we anxiously scan the horizon for armed
gunmen and gang lords, we rarely take the time or emotional energy to consider the people who
are far more likely to be in a position to hurt your kid: the teachers and staff.
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Want to know an ugly Red Pill truth?  If you want to be a child molester in this nation, the easiest
way for a free ticket to your fondest dreams is going to college and getting a teaching certificate.
 Crimes that would get a crowd with torches and pitchforks on your lawn if you were a mechanic or a
systems analyst are heavily protected from prosecution and the consequences of their crimes by the
educational and legal bureaucracy.  If you are a child predator, having a teaching license is the
equivalent to having a half-price coupon to a strip club.

No one wants to think about that ugly truth.  It's Blue Pill thinking that a teaching certification and an
apple on a desk are enough to verify the security profile of the person who's teaching your kid.  Yet
every year hundreds of public school teachers are quietly shuffled from school to school after various
"incidents", anything from sexting a hot 8th grader to getting grabby during PE, up to and including
rape of a child.  I was shocked when I learned just this week that there are dozens, if not hundreds, of
child predators in my state that hold valid teaching certificates.  The way that most public school
systems are set up the bureaucracy involved is designed to protect the teachers, not the students.  It's
designed to protect the teachers FROM the students.

But rarely does the school do much to protect the students from the
teachers.

"Passing The Trash"
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That doesn't sound like a very big deal, but that's because when there is an "issue" with a teacher and
a student, and the police aren't involved, the school's first institutional impulse is to obfuscate,
protect, and deny.  If you have a legitimate issue, the bureaucracy is designed to make it go away
quietly, bury the parents in pointless paperwork, have a lot of conferences that result in little or no
action, and generally protect the teacher, the principal, the counselor, and the school board from any
pesky accountability.

Any father who has had to deal with this understands just how frustrating and dangerous to our
children it can be.

The Ironwood Initiative is designed to empower men, fathers, and the occasional Black Knight with
the knowledge and support to make the issue of School Safety clearly a masculine interest and a
goal of Patriarchy 2.0.  The Patriarchy 1.0 was founded on a man's ability to defend his home and
family from a threat.  Mature masculinity implies the power to protect and defend with your strength,
and no subject will make a father more vicious and angry than the idea that his children are being sent
into jeopardy every day.  Patriarchy 2.0 is in part a paternal response to the subtle dangers our
children face today.  Everyone does tornado drills.  No one does Child Predator drills.

The dangers faced by our kids are manifold: while everyone dreads the
horror of a school shooting, those tragedies are, thankfully, few and far between.  The fact is, your
kid is far more likely to be molested by a teacher at his/her school than getting shot by a lone
gunman. But while millions of dollars are being dedicated to the study of how to turn our elementary
schools into impregnable fortresses, virtually NOTHING is being done about the potential child
sexual predators they get locked into that fortress with.  If you're a Dad it should terrify you to
know that if your kid is molested by a teacher, then you can pretty much count on the school system
covering for them completely unless they got beyond Third Base.

School systems know this is a problem.  If examined in aggregate, the number of reported and
unreported cases of sexual impropriety and molestation in our public schools DWARFS the Sandusky
affair on an annual basis.  It makes the problems with child predators in the Boy Scouts and the
Catholic Church In terms of shear numbers, the number of kids who get molested or preyed upon in
public schools is vastly higher than those who suffered that fate in Catholic schools.  The reason you
don't hear about it is because the public school system's policies are designed to keep things from
being reported to appropriate law-enforcement authorities and handling things quietly "in house" as
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"personnel matters".

And as "personnel matters", they are naturally cloaked in the kind of secrecy that allows criminal
child predators to go on molesting indefinitely . . . and then retire at the public expense.

That is, they use the privacy issue in Human Resources to cloak and
obscure any chance of accountability you might have.  "I'm sorry, we can't release that information,

it's covered by Privacy laws" is the standard reply . . . which demonstrates, if nothing else, just how
unwilling most public school systems are to even deal with the issue.  School systems can feign
that they are afraid of being sued over violations of privacy and personnel records by their teachers . .
. because they make the process of demanding accountability so complex and obscure, and
many such issues are covered by statute that grants schools immunity from liability in a lot of
cases.

No one wants to admit that this sort of thing happens.  The fact is, it happens constantly, and the
public school system in this country goes out of its way to conceal and obfuscate it.  And because of
their unwillingness to keep their own house clean, serial molesters skip quietly from one school to
another with the tacit permission of and often a glowing recommendation from their
administrators. This happens with such frequency that there's even a an industry term for this
transference of child predators from school system to school system: Passing The Trash.  The
teacher resigns quietly, the parents are paid off or buried in bureaucracy, and the teacher moves to
another school system with a fresh start and a whole new crop of unaware victims.

Unless a child is violently raped on campus in front of a camera, securing a
conviction through the auspices of the school system is going to be nearly
impossible.  
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Even if the offender is caught and prosecuted, in the cases where the offender
is female the sentencing tends to be light, and in some cases the teacher doesn't even lose
her license, she just goes on "probation".  In fact it horrified Mrs. Ironwood and myself when we
learned from an inside source that in our state alone there are around 100 convicted sex
offenders who still hold valid teaching licenses in my state, who have managed to hang on to them
even while they are in prison, thanks to the rules of the State Board of Education.  Some of these
"educators" are even getting continuances on their ethics hearings while they are actively serving
prison sentences for their crimes.

Since public school systems get state and federal funds based in part on their reporting of violent
crimes and serious issues, the principals involved have a vested interest in burying and under-
reporting serious criminal offenses by teachers.  Any time a principal can avoid issuing a police
report and treat even serious sexual and criminal offenses by teachers as "internal disciplinary
affairs", they can keep their numbers low and their reputations intact.  And if some teacher does get
busted en flagrente delicto, then usually the family is quietly paid off through a "secret"
institutionalized binding arbitration, and the teacher is not only allowed to resign, they are often given
a glowing recommendation by their principal to help get them established in a fresh school system.

No record of the offense or any ethical problems are ever revealed.  Unless the teacher has a
criminal conviction and the new school system is willing to check their criminal background history,
the child predator can continue with their pursuit in a fresh district with a fresh crop of victims.
 Meanwhile, the teacher's previous employer quietly buries all record of it as a "personnel matter",
keeping it forever out of the light of day.

There's even an education industry term for the practice: "passing the trash".

This has to stop.  We can stop it.
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How?  Here's a list of stuff you can do to help make YOUR kid's school a
little safer from the teachers:

1) Run your own criminal background screen on every teacher and staff member at your kids'
schools.  It might cost you a couple of bucks, but it's worth it. Call any violations out in writing to the
school principal and the school system's HR department.

2) Start attending school board meetings and start putting non-agenda items on that revolve
around Passing The Trash.  For instance, ask that the school board require annual criminal screens
and fingerprinting of all employees.  They often do it for parent volunteers, but at least in my state
they only do them on teachers at the date-of-hire, and then never again.  Or ask for teacher's CVs to
be publicly available.  They might say 'no', but other parents and local press might be very
interested in their reasoning.

3) Identify possible "passed trash" that has landed at your school.  Common indicators are
suddenly leaving in the middle of the semester, frequent moves from school to school, etc.  Often
these teachers are extremely popular with their students, as that is part of their MO, so resistance to
the very idea is going to be strong.  Remember how many folks were willing to come out in support
of Sandusky?

4) Also at the school board meetings, move that the board require special
annual instruction of all teachers and staff in the warning signs and indicators of a potential
child predator, as well as the laws and criminal penalties involved for failure to report.  The Boy
Scouts of America has a twenty-minute video presentation and test online that would suffice, but I
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suggest you check out parenting.org's list of child predator indicators.  If every employee in your
kids' school system isn't required to know this stuff, make it your mission to ensure that they are.

5) Demand accountability.  School systems will bury as much as they can under the obfuscatory
blanket of "personnel privacy laws".  They will hide behind policies and pointless grievance
procedures.  Teachers are smart, they have protected themselves pretty well from the consequences of
their actions.

6) Most schools have an "open door policy" that they love to talk about at the beginning of the year.
 Something along the lines of "any parent is welcome to visit our school at any time".  Take them up
on it.  Make "surprise inspections" where you essentially walk around the school, recording anything
you suspicious you see.  If nothing else, it will make potential child predators nervous.  They work
best with inattentive parents (particularly single moms) and often seek out "troubled" kids.  If they
see a couple of Dads wandering through, looking stern and menacing, then they might think twice.
 And it makes principals nervous, which is never a bad thing.

7) Know the Regs.  Both the local school board policies and the state and federal regulations that
regulate your local public school system.  There's nothing a bureaucrat fears more than someone who
knows the regs better than they do.  In this case that includes the Safe Schools Act, No Child Left
Behind, and FIRPA.

8) Make friends with local law-enforcement over the matter.  Most local law-enforcement
agencies already have a touchy relationship with the school system, as "School Resource Officers" or
"School Safety Officers" are often stymied in enforcing ANY laws against teachers.  They're there to
keep the kids in line, not the teachers.  They see plenty of stuff they'd love to act on, only that's
difficult without a parental complaint.  Find a cop who has kids in the same school system, let him or
her know your concerns, and be vigilant to any attempt by the school administration to stymie your
efforts.

9) Record EVERYTHING.  Check your state's laws for legality, but in many states it's perfectly
permissible to record evidence of wrongdoing.  Even if it isn't admissible in court, often it's enough to
justify "probable cause" for further legal action.

10) Network with other concerned Dads over the matter.  Not moms.  As much as moms want to
be involved and feel strongly about student safety, they're often overly-concerned with public
perceptions, reputation, and "making waves".  When the Female Social Matrix is involved, most
moms don't want to be "one of those parents".  Dads don't mind making a few waves if their child's
safety is at stake, and they are a lot less likely to compromise to the reasonable-sounding suggestions
of the school administration.  Dads are also more personally intimidating, in most cases, and while
any violent language, threats, or even a raised voice can get you in trouble, being quietly menacing is
perfectly within your rights. Dads in groups are even more menacing.  Moms are too willing to "be
reasonable".  Dads can get away with being assholes, and aren't nearly as concerned with what the
neighbors think.
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Now, should the worst-case-scenario occur and you do discover  potential child predator at your kids'
school, then the school system often feels smug because they've been through this before, and they
feel "protected".  Local DAs often won't prosecute an "internal matter" in a school even if there has
been felonious criminal conduct.  State laws often protect local school systems from all liability, or at
least most liability.  But there happens to be more laws written about schools than most schools can
successfully obey.  Here's a few suggestions about how to put pressure on the school system to make
changes:

1) The Press.  There's usually some local newspaper in search of a scandal, some local TV station
looking for good stories.  If you can give them one, they might run with it.  "Five Local School
Teachers Face School Board Ethics Inquiry" would be too juicy for most to ignore.  There are limits
to what the press can do, and "going to the press" doesn't have the same potency that it used to, but
raising awareness of an issue is almost never a bad thing.

2) The State Police.  If the local police or sheriff is unwilling to "shit where they eat", involve the
state police, highway patrol, and state Attorney General in the case.  They don't have the same
vulnerabilities, and busting local corruption is what they're there for.  And no matter how much a
school system tries to wiggle around and obfuscate, "Obstruction of Justice" is a lovely one-size-fits-
all charge for such maneuvers.

3) Read their email.  Most states provide legal access to all state employee emails with a simple
request.  Feel free to request as much email between the school administration and the system
administration as possible.  Most teachers and principals never think anyone will read what they
write, but unless the email in question is part of an ongoing lawsuit, or it has student names or grades
in it, there should be no legal impediment to you seeing them.  And they can be quite revealing.

4) Get the school board to create the position of Omsbudsman.  If you aren't familiar with this
obscure legal term, it bears investigation.  An Omsbudsman is basically an official third-party to
whom a consumer or stakeholder can register a complaint.  The Omsbudsman then investigates on
your behalf, even though they are getting paid by the school system.  Usually an attorney, the
Omsbudsman has certain limited powers that can often get things done in the absence of a
cooperative administration.  Omsbudsmans can be very specifcally focused, too: a school board can,
for example, create the position of School Security Omsbudsman, ADA Omsbudsman, No Child Left
Behind Omsbudsman, etc.  School boards don't like to do this, as it takes up time and money when
the school board is supposed to be doing everything just perfectly on its own.  But it adds a layer of
accountability to the system that most school boards lack utterly.

5) Sue their ass.  It's hard to sue a school system over liability, but there are a number of ways to sue
them through proper channels, all good and legal.  Consider a Title IV suit, which involves school
security or safety, or if the alleged victim is male you may well have grounds for a Title IX suit,
considering the gender disparity in prosecution and sentencing.  Remember, segregation didn't end in
the South because of legislation, it ended because of Brown v. Board of Education.

And if you want to be really sneaky . . . you can sue them under the False Claims Act.
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This is a little-known provision of law that was written during the Civil War to cover government
agencies and contractors who were knowingly providing low-standard equipment (originally blind
mules) to a federal agency, essentially defrauding the government.  These suits are usually known as
whistleblower suits, or "Qui Tam" suits, from the Latin phrase "Qui tam pro domino rege quam pro
se ipso in hac parte sequitur", or "[he] who sues in this matter for the king as [well as] for himself."

Qui tam suits have recently been used against colleges and pharmaceutical companies, and they have
a lot of specific restrictions: the plaintiff (called the "relator") must have personal knowledge of a
violation that is not general knowlege or discovered through an official audit, they must inform the
appropriate authorities of their finding before they file, and they must give the Attorney General the
opportunity to investigate and take over the case.  That happens about 20% of the time.  Many states
also have False Claims Acts, so the same filing will often work with both state and federal attorneys
general.

Now, this might seem a little far-fetched, but the fact is that while local school boards are
institutionally prepared for direct legal action against them, the beauty of a Qui Tam suit is that
it obligates the state and/or federal Attorney General to investigate the matter automatically to
determine the veracity and standing of the relator.  Personnel privacy rules are suspended during
an attorney general's investigation.  An attorney general's investigation can go anywhere, look at any
document, interview anyone they want without the school system (whom the AG is usually supposed
to protect) being able to do anything about it.  Even if you are not granted Qui Tam status as a
Relator, the investigation is likely to turn up something . . . or at least make some folks in the school
administration mighty uncomfortable for a while.  It's worse than an IRS audit.

But since all public school systems take both state and federal money, they are subject to the
provisions of the False Claims Act.  Just as discovering that the school motor pool is paying premium
prices for sub-standard gasoline for its buses is grounds for a Qui Tam suit, so is under-reporting
violent crimes such as abduction, child endangerment, harassment, etc.  It constitutes making a false
report in most cases.  And if the suit does go forward without the State or Federal AG intervening,
then the Relator is usually entitled to $10,000 per offense plus up to 30% of all recovered funds.
 That's right, you can sue your local school system for fun AND profit!

While no one wants to be the dickhead who lost a couple of million in public funds for a school
system, no one wants to be the father of a child who has been preyed upon, sexually abused, and
damaged by some trash passed on to your school by another.  Remember, schools didn't do jack about
segregation until the courts forced them to.  That's really the only thing they respond to.

MANOSPHERE APPLICATIONS

Now, for those of you non-fathers out there who see this as the impotent pussification of the
Manosphere, let me call to your attention a couple of salient details about the Gender War:

1. The teaching profession (K-12) in America is predominantly female, and largely feminist in
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orientation.

2. The school is where the first serious feminist indoctrination begins for both boys and girls.

3. The feminist-oriented, female-dominated education industry is clearly (by all objective
measures) designed to empower girls and punish boys.

4. Elementary school is where the first elements of blanket male disrespect are formulated -- it's a
freakin' BETA incubator.

5. The teaching profession (K-12) is the secure backbone of the liberal voting bloc in this country.
 Teamsters might change their votes if it's in the interest of unions.  Teachers won't change their votes
from a liberal or progressive candidate without divine intervention.

The public school system in this country is where feminist ideas and attitudes get disseminated,
largely because feminist teachers understand the Byzantine network of special laws and protections
available to them in defense of their "teaching style".  By putting a lot of pressure on them
institutionally and administratively, especially in the name of student safety, then they have a very
hard time defending themselves.  No one, not even the teachers' unions, want to be on the "pro-child
predator" side of the argument.

These are just a few suggestions.  If you have more, please make them.  We all have a stake in this,
and as fathers we have a gender-based determination to protect our young . . . even from those to
whom we entrust their care.

Let me know what you think.

https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 672 of 1013

New Mixed Review Of The Manosphere Book By Matt Forney
June 24, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

As I promised, I point out bad reviews as well as good ones.  This one at the venerable Matt Forney's
site is mixed, but doesn't recommend the book for reasons he points out in the review.  Essentially,
sloppy scholarship (particularly in the MGTOW section).

As I said in the comments section, I'll cop to that.  If I could have, I would have spent another year on
the book and refined it, annotated it properly, and had it meticulously fact-checked . . . but when your
choice is "publish it now or abandon it altogether", you go to print with the book you have, not the
book you want.

That being said, Matt's criticisms are well-taken.  The biggest one (besides sloppy scholarship and
some editing issues) is the supposed failed take over of The Spearhead by white supremacists, and I
do feel this needs some note of explanation: after I'd written the MGTOW section, it became clear
that the Southern Poverty Law Center was investigating various Manosphere sites, and ultimately
listed Roosh as some sort of thought criminal because, well, his kung-fu works.  But they apparently
(from what I understand) became aware of the whole 'sphere while tracking white supremacist
trolling, and that's what led them to The Spearhead.  And that much activity was enough, apparently,
to rationalize a full-scale "investigation" of the Manosphere.  So from the interior perspective I can
see how this would be a glaring error, but as I was examining the movement from an exterior
perspective and this alleged fact was used to attack the movement, I felt it was worthy of inclusion.
 A second edition may see the section re-written as events unfold.

And that brings me to the other point I have in response to Matt's cogent review: as he says, trying to
define the Manosphere is a big task.  What he doesn't emphasize is just how fast the Manosphere
changes, and how difficult it is to pin down a "history" or even a helpful survey of something that is
evolving so rapidly and in so many different directions.  A book is a static thing, just as a blog is a
plastic one.  Worse, you can be focused on one section and miss important developments in others.

For example, when I started the book In Mala Fide was the ex officio New York Times of the
Manosphere, and Return of Kings hadn't been launched.  My first version of the MGTOW and MRA
sections was based on that.  By the time I came back around to a re-write, I had to include RoK
because of its obvious importance in the 'sphere . . . but my editor thought we'd covered MGTOW
and MRA exhaustively and didn't think we needed to include "every new blog that pops up".  In fact,
it was one of the issues leading up to the decision to publish on my own, instead of abandoning the
effort.

When a writer tackles a subject like this it can be difficult to separate his personal perspective from
the objectivity needed to do a subject credit; while Matt's criticism is well-taken and deserved, his
perspective is skewed in the sense that he is part of the thing I was attempting to describe; I'm
guessing that being at the center of it, he doesn't see the popular reaction to the idea the way I do, or
how the basics of the MGTOW movement have been co-opted and mixed with other ideas and
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sprouted new hybrids.  That's perfectly understandable, from Matt's position.  I'm not arguing I got
some of the facts wrong (or didn't relay them well), but the fact is that MGTOW has grown beyond
the ideals of the original movement, it has influenced a lot of other ideologies and responses, and it
has inspired thousands of men to do things with their lives that perhaps the originators of the ideal
hadn't considered.  

Other issues:

I know there are gay men lurking in the Manosphere because they have written to me, ostensibly
because I'm less homophobic and judgmental than other areas in the Manosphere.  In fact I'm
working on a post about the nature of masculinity and homosexuality, and the role gay men can and
should play in the Manosphere, but as that subject is still fairly nascent I may wait until it develops
further.

I chose the term PUA because terms like "Game Artist" or "Game Theorist" get confusing.  The
common perception of Game bloggers is that they are "PUAs", and since that's how they are
commonly (if erroneously) referred to, that's the term I used.  I can see Matt's point, but I can see my
own as well.

Yeah, politics always comes into it, and it could be argued that mine have gone more conservative
over the years.  On the other hand, I'm still just as pro-2nd Amm, as I was when I started, and I'm no
less enamored of the corporate ruling elite, the tax system, the federal bureaucracy, and all sorts of
other issues.  I am one of those surprisingly common dudes who fits into neither Left or Right when
my aggregate politics are examined.  While I'll be the first to insist that the Democrats are the Party
of Women and Women's Issues, for example, I cannot in good conscience say that the Republicans
are the Party of Men and Men's Issues, because the fact is they really aren't.

All in all, it's a good, thoughtful, intelligent review that ultimately doesn't recommend the book for
dudes in the Manosphere.  Hell, I can live with that.  I wrote this book to be an introduction, a survey,
a place for the man ignorant of the Manosphere to get an idea of where to go to find what he needs.
 Dudes who are already neck-deep in the Manosphere know most of this stuff already, as Matt points
out.  This is for the guy who heard the term, was curious, and wants to know more.
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The Most Interesting 9 Year Old In The World
June 27, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Believe it or not, this is a Game post.

I rarely talk about my kids here, because I don't want to drag them unnecessarily into anything that
might be considered sordid, but this bears repeating.  For those of you just tuning in, Mrs. Ironwood
and I are raising three precociously brilliant kids.

The eldest is a 13 year old boy who is intellectually brilliant but struggles socially -- think Sheldon
from Big Bang Theory, only with far more interest in boobs.  My daughter (let's call her "Kitten",
because she would like that) is 11, artistically gifted to the point of commercial consideration, is
hyper-aware socially, and loves her Daddy more than life itself.

Then there is my 9 year old.

While he's almost as intellectually smart as his older brother and almost as artistically talented as his
sister, his most impressive talents lie elsewhere.  Not only is he cute and smart . . . the boy has
serious Game.  Like, better Game than most grown men.

Let's call him Bob, because he'd like that and it's the name of his favorite dog, not because it's
anywhere close to his real name.  Bob has Game far beyond his years.  A recent episode
demonstrated just how much Game he had, and I think you might find it instructive.

Mrs. I and I took the kids to a rare social event in which we reconnected with many old friends, some
of whom had children about the same age as ours.  One couple's daughter, let's call her Sophia, is just
a few months older than Bob.  Bob recognized that fact at once, took an interest, and began to plot his
moves the moment he arrived at the party.
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I tried to warn Sophia's dad, Seth, about Bob and his interest in his daughter, but Seth dismissed it
with a wave and a chuckle.  "They're kids," he insisted.  "I'm not worried."

I was on "kid duty", which meant I stood out on the deck and talked and smoked cigarettes and
watched the kids play in the backyard while Mrs. I was inside catching up.  I watched with
fascination as Bob examined his environment and chose a comfortable porch swing.  As twilight fell,
he claimed a spot at one end and made the rest of the cushions into a comfortable nest.

Then he waited.

When Sophia next ran by, he caught her attention by calling her name.  She turned to look, and he
gave her a  stare.  Then he patted the space next to him, and with supreme and utter confidence he
told her "Join me."

He didn't ask.  It wasn't even quite an invitation.  It was a politely-worded instruction.  Sophia balked,
in response, and said something catty, because his 11 year-old sister was in earshot.  Bob ignored his
sister.  He just patted the seat again, twice, very deliberately, and kept looking at her.  Within sixty
seconds she was sitting next to him.

For the next ten minutes I vicariously witnessed my youngest presenting as The Most Interesting 9
Year Old In The World.  He asked about her school.  Her pets.  He told her about his, and discussed
the differences.  Then he asked how she was feeling, and made sure she had a drink within moments
when she admitted she was thirsty.  His arm landed just behind her shoulder when he sat down.  She
laughed at a joke (it was genuinely funny, but even Bob knows when a woman is trying too hard) and
he knew she was hooked.  Then he started talking about the full supermoon, and how it was larger
now than ever, and why it looked that way, and how pretty it was, at which point his sister exclaimed
a loud "Aw, Come ON!" in disgust in an effort to c-block him.

Bob was nonplussed.  After his successful approach and his hook, he used his sister's reaction as an
excuse to invite Sophia to go inside and watch a movie.  Isolation.  The kid is a natural.

That's when I reminded Seth about Bob's interest in Sophia.  Seth looked up and saw them walking
back into the house together and laughed.  "Aw, it's sweet!  They're just kids," he reminded me.

He didn't know Bob. But since he was inside, that was out of my zone.  he was Mrs. Ironwood's
problem now.

Half an hour later, Mrs. Ironwood came out for a kid-check and head count.  The older two were still
chasing fireflies with the big kids, but the younger two were absent.  I told her they were inside.
 Alone.  Together.  Her eyes got wide.

"Seth, come with me, now," she demanded, and he reluctantly got to his feet to follow her.  They
went down the hall to where the "kids room" was only to find the door shut.

https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 676 of 1013

"Uh oh," whispered Mrs. I.

"It's nothing," assured Seth.  "Sophia shuts her door all the time.  It was probably just too loud out
here."

 Then he tried to open the door to find it locked.  He turned around and looked at Mrs. Ironwood in
horror, as it struck him for the first time that he had a daughter, and just what that meant, as a father.
I couldn't help but sympathize.

"I warned you," Mrs. Ironwood said, shaking her head.  "Now turn around, Seth, and start being a
Dad.  You have a daughter, and when it comes to this sort of thing you need to be that dad."  It took
him a moment - he was reluctant to acknowledge the truth of the matter - but he was banging on the
door in seconds.

"Sophia, you come unlock this door RIGHT NOW!" he demanded.

"We're just watching the Incredibles!" she called back, saucily.

"Unlock the door . . . NOW!" Seth insisted.  It took far longer than it should have.  Seth aged visibly
in the duration.

When the door finally did open, Bob was sitting back on the futon, cool and at ease, while Sophia
indignantly confronted her father.  "Daddy, we were just watching a movie!" she dismissed with her
little girl sass.

"I'm sorry the door got locked, Sir," Bob said politely and earnestly.  "I think it was my fault."  He
wasn't acting guilty, he wasn't even acting busted.  He was acting as if this was an expected and
completely cope-able interruption of his evening.  "It won't happen again, Sir."  (and yes, my kids
really are that polite.  There are some very good things about raising a kid in the South).

Sophia wasn't having it, however.  She was used to running over her father.  "Daddy, it was MY idea
to shut the door and MY idea to lock it, so we could have some privacy."

Before Seth could err and find that a reasonable and rational explanation for their behavior, my wife
intervened.  She knows better.

"ALL RIGHT," Mrs. Ironwood said, knowing that Seth was about to crumble before the onslaught of
cuteness.  Seth just has the one girl to contend with.  We have three brilliant heathens.  "Both of you,
OUT OF THERE NOW!" she bellowed like a drill sergeant.  Sophia was unused to being spoken in
that way, but trooped out, dutifully followed by Bob.  Bob didn't look fazed at all.  "I think it's time
we leave," Mrs. Ironwood sighed.  "It's getting late."

"Thank you for a lovely evening," Bob said to Sophia, solemnly.  "Maybe we can do it again
sometime."  Sophia, of course, was enchanted.  Mrs. Ironwood was determined.  Seth was attempting
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to adapt to the fact that his daughter had just had the moves put on her for the first time.  I just got the
keys and started rounding up the older two. Quickly.

We said our goodbyes with good humor, and made it out of the party without further incident.  Once
we'd all piled into the minivan, Bob's Game was a hot topic of conversation.  His older brother was
speechless in admiration (he has a hard time talking to girls about anything but comic books or
computer games).  His sister was indignant and jealous.  Bob was . . . thoughtful.  And utterly
unapologetic.  Apparently he'd seen his foray with Sophia as merely his opening move.

"Why did you go there?" I asked him in a private moment, later.  He shrugged and looked thoughtful.

"She was cute, Daddy," he replied.  "She was nice to me.  She likes Minecraft.  Besides, when she
was running around, I saw her tattoo and I told her I liked it."

"Tattoo?" I asked, confused.  I didn't remember a tattoo.

"Yeah, she had one of those temporary tattoos of a cat or a flower or something, and I told her I liked
it."

"Where?"

"At the party?  Don't you remember?" he asked, exasperatedly.

"No, no, where on her body was it?  I didn't see it."

"Oh, it was on her back.  Way far down, just above her pants."  He indicated the region.

Bob had been allured by her temporary tween tramp-stamp.  I was in shock.

"Girls who wear tattoos," he said, shaking his head.  "You just know they want you to talk to them."

"Weren't you scared when Mr. Seth banged on the door?" I asked, thinking of all the angry fathers in
his future.

"Nah," he dismissed, casually.  "It was all her idea, but I was ready to take the blame.  He's not my
dad.  He can't spank me," he reasoned.  I couldn't argue with that.  It did set a dangerous precedent,
though, and I couldn't help but worry.  "Besides," he said, philosophically, "she's having a birthday
party soon.  Almost all girls are going.  I'm so in," he said, confidently.  He had every reason to be.

He was . . . The Most Interesting 9 Year Old In The World.
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Blogspawn: The Puerarchy
July 18, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I don't often call out other folks' blogs, mostly because I'm lazy, but I had to overcome my usual
summer inertia this week for the honor of being the godfather to a new blog focused on the
Puerarchy.

The blog is helmed by Morpheus Manfred, the brain behind The Red Pill subreddit and various and
diverse other contributions to the Manosphere.  Morpheus finally drank the Kool Aid in a big way
and started his own blog devoted to the Puerarchy, an important and valuable component to the
Manosphere that deserves proper celebration.  From the first few posts, it looks like it's got a great
start.  Morpheus invited me to do a guess post, so I broke my unintentional summer hiatus and gave
the blog a proper welcome.  As its fairy godfather, I felt I could do no less.

Good luck to the Puerarchy.  There are a lot of young men out there looking for an age-appropriate
expression of masculinity.  Short of joining the Army or taking up deep sea fishing, the Puerarchy
promises a method of doing so which has the dual benefits of honing valuable Game skills and
scaring the hell out of feminists.

Revel in the glory of that youthful surge of testosterone that makes you brave, stupid, and
(eventually) humble.  Respect your respectable elders, reject ideologies that punish you for the crime
of being male, defend your brothers even as you steal their cigarettes, beer, and occasional girlfriend,
and be true to your selves, because no one else is going to do it for you.
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Living well is the ultimate form of aggression, Gentlemen.  Do so with style, sophistication . . . and
volume.
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Girl Game: Issue A Challenge
August 7, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I've taken a good chunk of the summer off from the blog to write and conduct Field Work, and I'll be
getting back to regular posts shortly.  Until then, here's a little something I've been working on I
thought y'all might get something out of.  It's another Girl Game post, but it's equally useful for men
to use on women, slightly tweaked for gender differences.

One of my long-time readers came to me with a problem: after working with her husband to
overcome some BETA issues and ALPHA him up a bit to generally good effect, the dude back-slid
after an argument into nearly full Blue Pill BETA supplicant mode, much to her dismay and mild
disgust.  But as she is committed to the relationship, she wanted to know how to repair that damage.

So I discussed it with Mrs. Ironwood for a while and she pointed out that it can be difficult to be
assertive from a submissive position without coming across as the typical "bossy bottom" (a term
borrowed from Lambdaworld to describe the submissive partner in the relationship who is actually in
charge, usually through a multitude of passive-aggressive and emotionally manipulative actions).   No
one likes a bossy bottom.

But that doesn't mean a wife is powerless to affect change in a nascent Red Pill relationship, nor is
she automatically at the mercy of her husband's whim.  When a Red Pill husband accidentally
shifts into reverse, a Red Pill wife has a chance to give him a way back, if she is bold enough.
 You don't do that by bitching, nagging, whining, or pleading.  You do that by issuing a challenge.
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Just like a woman in a relationship can impel a man toward the Red Pill and a more dominant
presentation by Extending an Invitation, when a Red Pill dude really screws up, instead of letting him
twist in the wind while he figures out where he went wrong, it is often in a wife's best interest to
forget the issue that started the argument/crisis and focus on building a way to repair it.  You
do that by Issuing a Challenge.

Now, every man wants to feel like a heroic knight in shining armor in his relationship, and while that
implies plenty of dreary damsel rescuage, it also implies a dedication to a quasi-mystical quest.  So
when things are amiss in the usual ALPHA-BETA, Male/Female equation to the point where your
dude starts whining or moping instead of manfully handling his business, not only do you as a Red
Pill wife and First Officer have a responsibility to the ship to point it out in a respectful way, but you
have an agency to restore that equilibrium.

Just as you can Extend an Invitation to give him a nudge in the right direction, creating the space to
impel him toward a more ALPHA presentation, when he fucks up you can give him a way back by
Issuing A Challenge.

Now, you have to be careful about this, because it has the possibility of blowing up on you if you
aren't.  You must make your dude understand that this isn't just an ordinary hysterical shit-test, it's a
very deliberate and calculated Shit Test.  Indeed, it isn't a classical Shit Test by virtue of its
restorative power.  Traditionally, by acceeding to the Shit Test you lose no matter what: even if you
do what she wants, she loses respect for you for caving in when you really should have stood
your ground.

Issuing a Challenge is more involved.  First, it should be well-established just WHY you are issuing
the challenge in the first place.  Let's pretend, for example, that Mrs. Ironwood and I had a fight, and
instead of being all ALPHA like she wants me to be, I cave in and go into obsequious BETA mode
until she's ready to strangle me.  The first part of Issuing the Challenge revolves around identifying
the behavior you wish to correct.
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"Ian, you're being a spineless bastard.  I'm sick of this BETA attitude of yours, and I'm calling a flag
on that play."  Okay, so she really wouldn't talk like that, but I've reduced a twenty-minute
conversation to the headline.  "I really don't feel as attracted to you when you're like this, and
I'm not happy about it."  She doesn't need to add the insulting "Man Up!" because that's, well,
insulting when it comes from a woman.  "I'm not happy about it" is sufficient to demonstrate the
limits of his behavior.

Second, once you've established WHY, you need to establish HOW.  "Ian, I know you didn't mean to
go all Blue Pill Beta on me, so I'm going to assume you just had a bad day and got sand in your
panties.  However, you did hurt my feelings, and yeah, I'm a woman, so that's important.  I need to
feel like you're in charge again, or we're going to start fighting again.  So . . . I'm going to give you a
week to think about it, and while you're thinking, perhaps you could do something to demonstrate
both your contrition at being a pussy and your devotion to your own masculinity.  If you can't come
up with something creative in a week . . . well, let's not dwell on such an unpleasant possibility."

(Again, severely reducing the convo.)

When setting the goal of the Quest, it is important to keep it a) achievable and b) challenging.  I'm a
writer.  If Mrs. I challenged me to write . . . well, pretty much anything, that wouldn't be much
challenge.  The English language is my bitch.  I've written everything from menus to major novels.
 Poetry?  In my sleep.

But if she challenged me to, say, sing her a song in front of a crowd that would stretch my meager
vocal talent to the limit . . . and be an impressive feat if I could actually follow up on it with less than
four beers in me.

Don't make the Quest about tangible gain or reward ("I want an emerald bracelet!") because that is
both unimaginative and ignoble; the point of the exercise is to get your dude's creative juices flowing
in a positive direction. You want to inspire him, not discourage him.  Reducing the challenge to his
ability to shell out cash is banal and pointless.  "I want an emerald bracelet . . . that you design and
build yourself, down to mining and cutting the gemstones" is an achievable and challenging goal.
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A week and a Quest, as well as some parameters: both manly AND contrite.  And, I know up front,
the more it references my devotion to her and my family, the crazier the reward when I'm done.  The
woman issuing the challenge must understand that the juice has to be worth the squeeze, i.e.
Herculean effort deserves Dionysian reward.  If you're gonna be ballsy enough to issue a challenge to
your man, you'd better be woman enough to fulfill the reward appropriately.

Once you've established What you want changed, and given him some idea of How you'd like to see
it . . . step back.  Don't harp on it.  If possible, do something or establish something that is a visible,
silent reminder of the challenge, but don't mention it again.  The Mission has been given.  The Quest
has begun.  The Challenge has been issued.  A simple reminder, a token of that ongoing mission, is
helpful to keep the matter present in both of your minds without it becoming a point of contention.

To that end, don't let him talk about it with you.  That spoils it.  Part of the magic of this is that after
you have set the parameters, your biggest role in this should be that of observer and audience.
 You've given him an opportunity, now it is up to his masculine whiles to fulfill it.  If he consults with
you, asks your advice, etc. then he's falling prey to Solomon's Dilemma, and you should politely
feign not understanding what the hell he's talking about.  If he needs clarification, that's one thing, but
the point of the exercise is to give him an opportunity to impress you, and if you're holding his hand
the whole way, that ain't gonna happen.  The token should be enough reminder of what he needs to
do.
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Then give him a while.  It might be a long while.  You might find it hard to cultivate patience.  But
don't give up hope, not until he admits defeat.  That should be a crushing blow to his ego, and if he
truly cannot rise to your challenge after giving it his best, then either the challenge was too hard or
the man was too soft.  Re-think it, re-issue it, and give him another shot.

The goal here isn't to make your dude into a limp-diked Beta.  The goal is to give him something
tangible to aspire to, a quest to perform, a mission to accomplish.

Here's an example: A few years ago, Mrs. Ironwood was standing in front of her highly-disorganized
closet trying to get ready for work, and despite the cubic miles of fine textiles on display for her, she
declared that she couldn't find anything to wear . . . and blamed her shitty closet.

"I would give just about anything to have a decent closet!" she declared.

"Anything?" my penis asked.

"What do you think?" she asked, her eyes narrowing.  It was a casual mention, and she briefly told
me what her ideal would be like, but that was the extent of her direction.

Challenge accepted.

I let her forget about the conversation for a few weeks, made some secret sketches and preparations,
and then the next time she went out of town on business I descended on Lowe's like an avenging
horde.  I put all three kids to work, and spent all weekend completely gutting and redesigning her
closet.  There was a light inside, a shoe rack, three tiers of clothes racks (one full one for dresses, two
demis for tops and pants), lingerie drawer, baskets for dry-clean only and delicates, hooks for bras,
the works.  I didn't have to tear out any walls or doors, but when she got home for the reveal, well,
she was impressed.
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Impressed enough to do Anything.

At the time it wasn't a conscious thing, but the whole idea of issuing challenges became a part of our
marital culture.  Most recently, as Mrs. Ironwood has taken up her new role as stay-at-home-
wife-and-mother (!), I've turned the tables on her a bit, issuing a few challenges of my own.

She's been doing almost all of the cooking, which is a HUGE departure for us both.  I've been
cooking for twenty years, and approach the subject as an art.  She's far more literal, has little natural
talent or intuition with cooking, and approaches the matter as a science.  So asking her to cook
anything is a Big Deal.

But I wanted to encourage her pursuit, as reluctant as she was, without being either condescending
(which would sap her confidence) or preachy (which would piss her off).  She's done magnificently,
thus far, and can now turn an omelette as well as the children.  But I wanted to give her something a
little more confidence-building than bacon-and-eggs.  So I issued her a Challenge.

I didn't expect a quick turn-around, but since our anniversary (22 years) rolled around August 1, she
decided to act on it.  My challenge was for her to cook me lumpias, a kind of Filipino fried egg-roll I
became enamored with, due to a strange series of circumstances involving moonshine and a huge
cast-iron kettle and a cute little Filipino woman, back in the mists of time.  I've only had them a half-
dozen times, but they're exquisite.  Papa Ironwood still recalls his first experience with them at Subic
Bay fondly after 40 years, although he never fails to mention that the ones he tried likely had monkey
meat instead of pork.
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If you've never had them, they're a treat.  They're somewhat like traditional Chinese egg rolls, but
instead of a lot of cabbage or bok choy, lumpias are often made with pork and sweet potatoes or
carrots.  It's not a difficult dish, exactly, but it is time-consuming, takes a lot of prep work, and
involves a deep fryer.  It was, in other words, a worthy Challenge to my wife's nascent cooking
abilities.

She surprised me Anniversary night when I got home with a whole assembly-line of lumpias.  I
hadn't given her more than "I'd really love it if you'd learn how to make lumpias", and she ran with it.
 And yes, I was impressed, so impressed that I broke out the Third Anniversary Present that night,
made us both cry, and proceeded to the more sweaty and sticky portion of the evening.

Ladies, if your dude is lagging, then consider Issuing him a Challenge.  It's an opportunity for him to
impress you, surprise you, delight you and astound you . . . without you chewing him out for
screwing anything up.  It gives him the opportunity to demonstrate his competence and ingenuity.
 And it gives him a tangible, achievable goal toward which to work.  And sometimes that's all we
need to get us out of our own heads.
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A Failure To Communicate
September 11, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I got this comment on my blog recently, and after a lot of thought I decided it deserved its own post.  Since I'm
slowly breaking out of my summer hiatus (don't worry -- I haven't been sitting on my ass eating bon-bons, I've
been writing 15-20k word a day) I thought this would be a good way to ease back into more regular blog posts. So,
let's begin:

I'm a late 20's woman, in a very young relationship (under 2 years). In reading this post and thinking
back to things my bf has said, I can see now that this communication "disparity" you explained is a
problem present in our relationship. 

It is leading me to feel unappreciated, and though I know there will be phases like this from time to
time, this feeling shouldn't be as pervasive as it has been for me. 

The thing that gets me about this post is that you're saying men aren't aware of these "other channels"
of communication....yet you are describing an awareness of them very articulately in this post. My bf has
stated things or responded to nonverbal cues enough for me to know that he is aware of more than one
layer of communication when we're talking with each other.

OK, so far this is fairly straight-forward: the lady has recognized the problem of a communication
discrepancy in her relationship and acknowledges that it's causing problems - at least on her end.

But there are a few errors in perception that the commenter makes that I'd like to point out.  First, the
fact that I, a 45 year old man who has been on a solid Red Pill diet for a few years is aware of the role
subtextual communication plays and your 20-something boyfriend is not shouldn't surprise you.
 Expecting a man to understand that before he even understands his own sexuality is a stretch, and
one that assumes far too much about men and how they communicate.  Just because he has responded
to nonverbal cues doesn't mean he's aware of them . . . or understands them in context.
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It's one thing if a person is unable to understand or is unaware of these other channels, and quite
another for a person to have awareness and just choose to ignore it or tune it out. In my experience the
latter is what a lot of men do. 

Uh . . . no.  Again, you are assuming that your boyfriend is both aware and able to understand these
channels like a woman does, and that's as unfair as assuming you know who's in the World Series this
year just because you went to a baseball game once.  He might be vaguely aware of them, but he
doesn't understand them and he's not cluing in to them the way . . . well, the way one of your
girlfriends would.  Your dismissal of his lack of understanding as him "choosing to ignore" it is as
unfair of you as it would be of him if he looked at you like an idiot when you didn't know who was
playing in the World Series.

You are expecting him to react to your non-verbal cues as a woman would.  That's just wrong of you
to expect.  Let's examine the next part, and I'll show you why.

I find it insulting on my part to assume that a man can't understand what I say if I don't put it in words. 

Let's look at that again: "I find it insulting . . . if a man can't understand what I say . . .
if I don't put it into words."

There's a cognitive disconnect here that underlies most couple's failure to communicate
effectively.  You are expecting him to understand what you're saying . . . when you aren't
saying it.  Essentially, you are asking your boyfriend to read your mind.  And then
getting pissed off when he doesn't.

Would you be willing to subject yourself to that same pattern?  Should he find it
insulting if you don't understand everything he doesn't say?  Think about that.
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Because men are intelligent too, and most have plenty of social and emotional intelligence, more than
enough to pick up on all that women are communicating when they're conversing with them. A prime
example of this is when a man pisses his woman off, and even if she hasn't said anything, the man
knows when she's mad, knows he's "in trouble", and gets proactive about trying to fix the situation. 

And here is where you are utterly off-base - not about how most men react to a
woman being pissed off, but about their understanding and motivations.

Men can tell a woman is upset if she's not saying anything, but that doesn't mean he
knows the details.  It's a common danger sign, and we know it: when you stop using
your big-girl words, we know you're pissed off.  But a man in this situation isn't
being "proactive", as much as you'd like to think that.  He's being reactive . . . and he's
guessing.  Let's see how you view his "proactive" approach to a woman being pissed off
at him:

The man starts cleaning up around the house, or buys the woman flowers, or tries to treat/appease her
in some way, even though she never said she was mad. If she didn't say anything, how'd the guy know
to take action? He knew because he understood the non-verbal communication. So guys know how to
read more than one method of communication......they just pick and choose when to act on that
awareness. 
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If he's running a BETA program, sure.  Let's assume he's not a Red Pill dude, for a
moment.  And then let's follow your logic: So that means that because you've seen a
baseball game, and know you're supposed to cheer when everyone else stands up and
cheers, that you understand the subtleties of the infield fly rule and the designated
hitter issue, right?  Really?  Or are you just standing up because you see everyone else
do it and you think that's the proper response?  

That's the difference between "proactive" and "reactive".  More, it demonstrates
an appalling lack of understanding about how men communicate.  Men are far less
contextually-dependent in communication, and rely far more on, y'know, actual words.
 Words that mean things.  In and of themselves, without layers of context that add noise
to the signal-to-noise ratio.  Because your silence may mean you're pissed off, and he
might get that, but since you haven't given him any other real data he's going to flail
around trying to figure out what got sand in your vagina this month.  

You could just tell him, get it out in the open, and discuss it.  But then your house
wouldn't get cleaned and your vanity wouldn't be flattered with flowers.  And you would
feel like he "failed", if he doesn't figure out your subtle cues on his own -- he would if he
loved you, right?

(That's the moral equivalent of the dude who's upset because his woman still doesn't
sleep with him when he knows she knows just how badly he wants it . . . you'd do it if
you really loved him, right?  That's what's going through a dude's head, even though you
may have a thousand legitimate reasons for not wanting to have sex.  Fair?  No, of
course not.  But it's the same level of un-fair as you are putting on him with this
complaint.)
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So instead of just saying "hey, you fucked up and forgot X", you sit back, stay silent, and
let him emotionally twist in the wind without additional input, waiting for him to read
your fucking mind about what is bothering you . . . because you'd rather use a female
mode of communication (non-verbal) that doesn't give him the data he needs.  Because
when it comes to relationships, women find the ability to screw with a dude's
head by making him guess and act like an idiot terribly empowering.  

Why?  It's a shit test.  If the dude can read your mind and know why you're mad, he
must somehow be more "in touch" with you . . . which is bullshit.  Your subtle silence
and non-verbal communication might be great for a conversation over Sunday brunch
with the girls, but when it comes to your relationship you are purposefully
communicating with your man for the purpose of putting him at a disadvantage.
You are giving him a test you know he'll get wrong.  You are screaming at him in a
language he does not know, and then getting angry at him for not knowing it.  He might
know it exists, like I know Mandarin exists, but that doesn't mean he understands it or
knows how to speak it. 
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And you know this.  Coming right out and telling him unambiguously means (in
estrogenland) that you have FAILED, because he didn't read your mind the way he
would if he truly loved you.  The problem is, if he could handle the non-verbal
communication you are throwing at him at a conscious level, then he'd be a great
girlfriend for you, not a good boyfriend.  You are holding his masculinity against
him and punishing him for not knowing.  It's unfair and myopic of you.

It's unfair for you to put down women for how they communicate when as men you can understand
those multiple channels and just choose not to expend the effort to communicate in that way/those
ways. 

Firstly, I'm not putting down women for how they communicate.  I'm calling out women who, like
you, are under the impression that awareness means understanding, and lack of understanding means
willful ignorance and deliberate rudeness.  Men do not communicate in a multi-channel system.
 They are "WYSIWYG", and all of your wishes to the contrary won't change that.  Assuming he's
being willfully rude by ignoring you is actually you being willing to be pissed off at your man
because he's a man, and he's acting like a man, and nothing less.  
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If I'm misunderstanding something about the communication thing you explained, I'd really appreciate
you clarifying that misunderstanding for me. I want to be fair to my boyfriend - he is wonderful in many
ways and I voice my appreciation for what he does as often as possible. 

Do you?  Or do you just believe you do?

I'm not being facetious, here, or purposefully insulting.  I'm calling this out because
plenty of women feel that they are being "fair" to their men, when they are not.  Plenty
of women feel that they "voice their appreciation in many ways", but the fact is men only
know a few ways to communicate, and if you aren't on that wavelength then your
appreciation is missing him as much as a love poem in Mandarin would.  

Men understand straight-up words: "I appreciate you doing that for me, thank you, that
was very thoughtful," and men understand actions: dropping to your knees
and worshiping him, for instance.  Men do not understand how you telling your sister
what a wonderful guy he is on the phone because she's in a bad relationship and you
aren't is "appreciation".  To us, it sounds like bragging, pure and simple.  The fact that I
understand that that's how women voice their appreciation doesn't help -- I'm
exceptional.  The poor schlub you're with certainly doesn't, and even if he was aware, he
would not be understanding.  Why?  Because he's a dude.  Which, apparently, you aren't
happy with:

But there are a lot of times when he pulls this "I don't understand what you're saying because I'm a guy"
crap on me. I'm trying to understand if he's really incapable of understanding or just choosing not to. I
have more evidence of the latter than the former and your post just reinforces the latter. In which
case...my bf's only half listening when it's convenient for him, and why shouldn't I feel unappreciated
when someone's choosing not to invest the effort to listen to me? 
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Actually, I think you probably think you have more evidence, but when examined from
an objective and impartial perspective you probably would find that he really is
incapable of (or at least unfamiliar and likely uninterested in) your non-verbal
communication.  And since you are using it to compel him to read your mind (read:
guess about your feelings until he gets it right or you give up and actually speak real
words to him on the subject) he sees it far more as manipulation, not communication.  

And this is where you start to fuck up your relationship, like so many women do.
 Because they're in relationships with men, and "only half listening" means that they are,
indeed, being men and communicating like men, not paying attention to the thousand
subtle clues, cues and context-dependent hints you enrich your communication with like
your girlfriends do.  

So go ahead and feel "unappreciated" because your dude isn't a woman.  When a woman
feels unappreciated, she issues shit tests to force a man to "appreciate" her.  And when
you issue shit tests, the only valid way for a man to respond is to ignore them . .
. which is what you're complaining about.  If you continue to feel "unappreciated"
enough, you'll talk yourself out of the relationship . . . or he'll find a less complicated,
less demanding, more understanding girl.  
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And then you can turn instead to the thousands and thousands of men who are sensitive
enough to understand your subtextual cues . . . and like dick as much as you do, if
not more.

(Actually, I have to re-state that: most gay men in relationships communicate like men
do, not like women, in my experience.  Despite the stereotypes, the rank-and-file gay
relationships I am familiar with tend to be far more signal-focused than female
communication.  While a few gay men do, indeed, understand the female art of
subtextual communication implicitly, they also understand why it's utterly lost on even
most gay men.  And why most men, even gay men, see it as "manipulative".)  
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Wife Test: Red Pill Alerts
September 12, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Fellas, when you're considering a relationship -- or hell, even a quickie behind the bar -- with a
woman, it is wise to know at least something about her attitudes towards men and relationships and
love in general. But dudes have an uncanny tendency to overlook important warning signs that a
relationship with a particular woman might give you because you're too busy staring at her boobs.

I know.  Boobs.

If finding a good Mrs. is important to you, though, then sifting out the wheat from the chaff is
essential, and identifying potential relationship disasters before they happen is vital, no matter how
big the rack.  And if you aren't inclined to search for a foreign bride from a more traditionally-minded
country, then pay careful attention to these key phrases and actions.  Consider them Red Pill Alerts.
 When you hear them, they are indicators of red flags that should give you pause.

1.  "Rape Culture"
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If a woman uses this term in casual conversation, end the conversation at the earliest possible
moment and do your best to avoid her in the future.  This phrase is used as a blanket term by
feminism for describing all male sexuality, far in excess of the actual crime of rape.  Use of this term
indicates that a woman is suspicious and fearful of male sexuality, even if she finds herself attracted
to it.  That's not to say that women who use the term aren't themselves drawn to strong male sexual
displays, despite their political protests to the contrary, but it is also indicative of her level of respect
for male sexuality in general.

Porn is "rape culture" to these women.  So is the music video and lyrics for this summer's pop R&B
hit "Blurred Lines", because it expresses raw masculine sexuality unapologetically.  Women who use
the term "rape culture" casually are giving you a shit test, whether they understand it as such or not.
 By using it they are challenging your sexuality.  But the only proper response to a shit test is to
ignore it.  And her.  A woman who uses this term does not respect men or their sexuality, and you can
expect some rocky times ahead if you ignore this Red Pill Alert and plow ahead.

Good response: "You know, I think I'll go talk to some women who actually like men." LEAVE
Better response: "*Snort* What, are you eleven or something?  Time to find some grown-up
girls." LEAVE
Best Response: "I've always preferred my victims to have bigger tits." LEAVE

2. "Delicate Male Ego"
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Another shit test.  When a woman uses this term, she's deliberately challenging you and your
response to her.  She's thinking she's displaying her strength and independence.  What she's actually
doing is revealing her contempt for masculinity and her ignorance of its subtleties.  Yes, dudes, we
have subtleties.

The male ego is oft bashed, particularly by ignorant feminists, because they really do lack any clear
understanding or insight into it, insisting solipsistically that men should behave the way women do.  
By implying anything about a man's ego without understanding it, they are betraying their inner
frustrations with male-female relations, frustrations that are likely to blossom into brutal, heated
arguments or even infidelity in a relationship.  A woman who throws around "delicate male ego" is
calling herself out as being disrespectful of masculinity in general.

Sure, women don't like to see weakness or other BETA traits in a man . . . but men don't like to be
reminded that we have those weaknesses, and a woman with the tactlessness to mention any man's
ego to another is one to watch out for.  She might be a High Alpha female with exceptionally grand
tastes . . . or she might be a scornful Gamma woman who thinks she can verbally abuse a man and
expect him to find her attractive.

Either way, the wise Red Pill man will step around this indelicate flower and pursue worthier women.
 Women who understand that verbally kicking all men in the balls is not the best way to find a worthy
man.  Indeed, by calling out all men's egos, she's demonstrated herself as poor wife material.

Good response: "My delicate male ego is going to go talk to the pretty girls, now.  Thanks for
the fluff, Cupcake." LEAVE
Better response: "My ego isn't delicate.  It's just highly discriminating." LEAVE
Best response: (LOUDLY) "Why no, I don't think you need a boob job!  A lot of guys like it
when one is so much smaller than the other!  You shouldn't be so sensitive!"  LEAVE
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3. "I deserve . . ."

Women who talk about what they deserve -- in work, in life, in romance, and especially in a man --
are best avoided as poor wife material.  Feminine entitlement is frequently a problem in a
relationship, as women rationalize just what they "deserve", usually without much in the way of
supporting data.

My ex sister-in-law is a case in point.  She left my brother and her son to go shack up with a richer
dude because she "deserved to have nice things in her life and a man who can provide them".  This
brutal assertion had no evidence to back up the claim that she deserved any such thing.  Indeed, if she
actually got what she deserved, I don't think she'd be bragging about it.  In a way she did -- her new
dude dumped her two months later, after he tired of her, and now she lives with her parents and her
daughter from another relationship and her grandson . . . because the nut doesn't fall far from the tree.

Women who use this term almost uniformly DON'T deserve whatever it is they think they do.  A lot
of the dichotomy between male and female ideas on the subject of entitlement are due, I believe, to
the fact that women get handed the bulk of their sexual capital early, while men must earn theirs
slowly and painfully.  That gives women an incentive to indulge in this kind of entitlement.  If you
encounter a woman who uses "I deserve . . ." you can bet that she's going to deserve a second
husband someday.  Avoid.

A woman with good wife potential won't discuss what she deserves; she'll discuss what she aspires to
and what she hopes for . . . and most importantly, what she's willing to earn.

Good response: "And I deserve a more interesting conversational companion.  Have a good
evening."  LEAVE
Better response: "On what basis do you deserve that?  Oh, wait, I'm not that interested."
 LEAVE
Best resposne: "And I deserve a blowjob in the parking lot.  We gonna help each other out?"
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 LEAVE . . . FAST (or get a blowjob in the parking lot, if things go that route).

4. "I don't believe in marriage . . ."

This is such utter hamstereese bullshit that it should be sold by the pound.  Despite all the
rationalization in the feminist media about how their thrilling careers and corporate ambitions are
personally as fulfilling as a solid loving relationship and a family, the Red Pill fact of the matter is
that MOST women believe in marriage.  Declaring that they don't, especially on short acquaintance,
is a clear sign of one of two things: either she is so commitment-phobic that she will leave you for the
next pair of pecs to ponder her panties, or she is clearly bullshitting because getting married is on her
mind so much that she's desperate.  They're playing to the well-touted idea that men are the ones who
don't want marriage, and think that by declaring their lack of desire to commit they are making
themselves more attractive.

To a certain extent they are correct . . . but they are also setting themselves up for disappointment or
duplicity, and either way a wise man will avoid them.  A good future wife isn't going to sell the idea
of matrimony short -- she's going to protect it like a cherished treasure.  Declaring that she doesn't
believe in marriage is probably the best indicator that she's either working an angle to lure you into
one while you're looking at her boobs or she's been so badly hurt that her long-term prospects are
tainted.  Move along, there's nothing to see here.

Good response: "That's too bad.  I do.  I think she does, too.  I think I'll go talk to her." LEAVE
Better response: "I think some people are just destined to be alone for their entire lives, until they die
alone and forgotten.  Thankfully, I'm not one of them."  LEAVE
Best response: "That's a relief!  I don't either.  That's what gives me the mental clarity I need to sleep
with as many women as possible behind my wife's back."  LEAVE
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5.  "I want to work on my career . . ."

Hell, any mention of her career or job, outside of the basics, is a Red Pill alert.

That's not to say you should be looking for a woman with no career prospects, it just means that a
woman who sees herself as a professional first will only see herself as a wife and mother second.
 That's great, for some women.  After all, with fewer men working these days, it's going to require a
lot of women filling the taxation gap, so that their brilliant careers can subsidize other women's
children in the future.

But you should not reward such dedication to a job with your allegiance or commitment.  Because
talking about her job is probably the best way she can let you know that you, regardless of what a
worthy dude you might be, are going to stand in the shadow of her aspirations.  Feminists and
ignorant dating advice columnists call this "being threatened by her success", and treat it with scorn.
 They see things in terms of competition between men and women, with the women aspiring to
elevate themselves to "respectability" in society's eyes through their dedication to their job.

But do you really want to marry a woman who will leave your ass if she gets transferred to California
for "a golden opportunity"?  Either you are her "golden opportunity" or you need to find someone
who sees that.  A good wife cannot be a _____________ first and a wife second.  If her career is
more important than making a life with you, or even going to be challenging to your relationship,
then move along to more fulfilling prospects.  The "strong, independent career woman" tends to be
abysmally poor wife material.

Again, that isn't to say you want a woman who can't earn a living for herself.  Unless she's a gorgeous
nymphomaniac, an expectation of you to financially support her is likewise a Red Pill Alert.  You can
expect demands for alimony in your future.  But find a woman who is willing to be devoted to her
man and her family, not her job.  Jobs come and go.  Careers rise and fall.  Marriage should be more
durable than an employment contract . . . and if she doesn't agree, then she's self-selected out of the
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pool of potential good wives.

Good response: "Wow.  Your parents must be very proud.  I'm sure they've got your resume in
a frame where they expected to put pictures of grandchildren."  LEAVE
Better response: "I like strong and independent career women.  I expect I'll have plenty of
them working for me and my wife some day."  LEAVE
Best response: "Unless you work in a strip club, I'm gonna go focus my energies on the girls
whose ambitions are longer and harder than yours, if you know what I mean."  LEAVE

6. "Why can't guys just . . . ?"

This is an expression that clearly predicates ignorant male-bashing.  In most cases women do know
why guys can't just ______________.  They just don't like the answer, and want someone to change it
for them.

A woman who has so little knowledge and experience with men as to not understand their basic
motivations (Sex, food, shelter, entertainment, companionship, in that order) is an unwise choice.  A
woman who is so willing to express her ignorance so quickly is announcing herself as a future ex-
girlfriend, if not a future ex-wife.  Women who use this phrase are taking issue with the entire
masculine experience.  They are insisting on measuring the men they meet against a yardstick used
for women.  They are virtually screaming that they are going to question your motives and
motivations and express dismay, contempt, and resentment when there's a future issue in your
relationship.

Avoid this woman.  If she can't figure out why guys like pretty girls, sports cars, beer and baseball --
or she actually feels a burning desire to know why -- then this woman is not going to be a good
relationship risk.

Good response: "Because we're not chicks."  LEAVE
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Better response: "You know, I'm kind of insulted by that question.  Ask yourself this: why
can't guys just listen to my stupid bullshit instead of leaving me to talk to prettier and more
interesting girls?  Discuss."  LEAVE
Best response: "Because we have penises.  Want me to show you mine?" LEAVE

7. "...feminism..."

Yep.  Pretty much any mention of feminism in a positive light, beyond the basics of equity feminism,
is a Red Pill Alert for stormy seas ahead.  Women who invoke feminism are shit testing you.  Women
who self-declare as feminists are challenging your masculinity right up front, and no clearer sign of a
life of torment and abuse in a relationship with them is available.  No more should be needed . . . but
some dudes think they can either "tame" a feminist (and it can be done) or that they can use her
feminism against her to drop her panties (which is done with such frightening regularity it's
humorous).

Feminism is a danger sign.  I haven't been able to find any official facts-n-figures on the subject, by
my apocryphal, unscientific study into the manner is telling.  Of the 37 self-declared feminists in the
Womens' Studies Club of my university who graduated the same year I did, after 20 years their
numbers are telling, as my alumni association has it.  Fifteen never married.  Of the 22 who did, 18
were divorced. Eleven had two or more divorces under their belt.

As I said, that's apocryphal, observational data without scientific merit.  But it's also enlightening.
 That means that only 4 out of 37 feminists in my class managed to get married and stay married.
 That's just around 10%.

Which means, anecdotally, that marrying a feminist gives you roughly an 80% chance of getting
divorced.  Not the comfortably awful 50-50 coin flip of most marriages, but eight times out of ten
saying "I do" to a feminist is going to lead to divorce, by my calculations.  If folks have real data on
this, I'd love to hear it, but feminism is decidedly NOT a precursor to a happy, fulfilled marriage.
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 And a self-declared feminist has embraced the idea that a feminist can be anything she wants to
be . . . except a good wife. 

So listen to them.  Don't marry them.  Don't even fuck them.  It's just too dangerous, and you do your
fellow men a discourtesy by encouraging them.

Good response: " . . . " LEAVE
Better response:  "I'm sorry, did you say something, Cupcake?  I was staring at your boobs."
 LEAVE
Best response.  "I like feminists.  I can usually talk them into a little bi-sexual exploration, if
you know what I mean.  They love bullshit like that."  LEAVE

8. "Men feel threatened and intimidated by me."

A woman who honestly believes this is confused or has a couple of hamsters in her bra.  No matter
how loudly she protests the contrary, most men don't feel "intimidated" by her.  Most men are merely
annoyed by her, and she chooses to see that as "intimidation", because that little rationalization means
it's THEIR fault, not hers.  Behold the power of hamsterization.

The fact is, men are intimidated by beautiful women . . . period.  A powerfully attractive woman who
understands she's attractive and knows how to turn that into incredible social capital very rightly
intimidates the lesser men among us.  She is Alpha, and she is searching for a stronger Alpha, and
most dudes just aren't going to measure up.

But be "intimidated" merely by a woman's intelligence and ambition?  Not so much.

Many otherwise intelligent women make this mistake, dismissing a snub or a lack of attention as the
result of the men around her being "intimidated".  In fact, it's likely that she's just annoyingly direct,
argumentative, and bossy . . . not the sort of thing you want to cuddle up to after a three-hour
cunnilingus marathon.  These women mistake their clumsy social stumbling as being "strong and
independent", and then fault the men around them for not being attracted to them.

These are the same women who feel that they are in a perpetual competition with men -- it's always
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'us' vs. 'them' in their minds, an eternal struggle that they are determined to 'win'.  They feel
intimidation, usually in the workplace, and they respond how they feel the workplace demands: with
hardcore competitive drive.

That's great if you're on the same sales team.  It's lousy if you want a happy marriage.

That stumps a lot of women who just don't get this subtle fact of male sexual psychology: the vast
majority of men don't want to fight with their wives for the rest of their lives, and a woman who is
willing to argue about stupid stuff to demonstrate her intellectual superiority to the man in her life is
ultimately going to shit test her way out of a relationship.  Not because her dude feels "threatened".
 Because her dude feels marginalized and diminished for being forced to compete with the woman
who is supposed to be a loving support.

A woman who claims men are intimidated by her is almost always a poor matrimonial risk, and she's
going to be trouble in even a casual relationship.  Her unwillingness to acknowledge the idea that in
the romantic realm competition should be with other women FOR men, not AGAINST the men, is
the keystone in her temple of solipsism.  She walks around with a chip on her shoulder, demanding
masculine prerogatives without accepting masculine responsibilities . . . and then wants to be valued
for whatever shreds of femininity she has left.

The "intimidation" that these women feel they exude is mere bossiness.  Men don't like bossy wives,
in general, and therefore a woman who feels "intimidating" is self-selecting out of your marriage
pool.  That's not to say that intelligence and ambition aren't factors in the equation -- I found Mrs.
Ironwood's ability to demonstrate her great intelligence one of the things most attractive about her.
 Thing was . . .

. . . she didn't feel like she had to beat me over the head with it.  As Vox has recently stated, "The fact
that a man is capable of having a substantive intellectual discussion with a woman doesn't mean he wants to do so every
time he makes a simple observation."  Intelligence is a valued factor in a wife . . . but so is the
social understanding to know when displaying that intelligence will be seen in a
negative light.  Thinking that the dude who you just crushed in the monthly sales contest
is going to like and respect you for your victory is foolishly ignorant of a woman: she
simply cannot earn the same kind of masculine respect a man's male peers would, in the
same situation.  

And even if he does show that he respects your intelligence and your acumen, your drive
and ambition . . . that doesn't mean he wants to have to face that challenge every day for
the rest of his life.  A man wants to come home to comfort and security after a hard day's
struggle, not face an even fiercer competition that he cannot hope to win at home.  So
when a woman mentions that men seem intimidated by her, and she's not drop-dead
gorgeous, pay the bar tab and move on.  This one is trouble.  She's not threatening, she's
just really obnoxious and annoying . . . and doesn't have the sense to recognize it.

Good response: "I can see why."  LEAVE.
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Better response: "You poor girl.  How awful for you.  Count me among them."
 LEAVE
Best response: "Intimidated?  By you?  Miss Bossypants?  That's HILARIOUS!"
LEAVE . . . laughing.

9. "Women can do everything just as well as a man can."

Well, no.  

Don't get me wrong -- in about 80% of the cases, that's a correct assumption.  Men and
women are fairly on par in aggregate when it comes to everything from long division to
programming Javascript.  But if a woman thinks that the gender differences stop at the
physical, then she's not wife material.  In the slightest.

Men and women have traditionally sub-specialized in various tasks as our society has
progressed through various economic fields.  The roles have changed as the economy
has -- I rarely make Mrs. Ironwood go out and glean the wheat fields or field dress and
skin a deer -- but the fact of gender specialization has remained constant.  Men and
women do different tasks, in general, because men and women are different.  We have
different goals, aspirations, measures of success, drives and ambitions.  We have
different strengths and weaknesses. We have different areas of interest.  

The problem with the idea that "women can do everything just as well as a man can" is
that it encourages the idea that the same abilities necessarily stem from the same font of
motivations.  For instance, a woman who enrolls in an all-male workout group just to
prove that she can work at the same level as the men can isn't demonstrating her
competence . . . she's demonstrating her willingness to mess with your masculinity.
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I'm happy to admit that there are some tasks that women, in general, are just better at.  
Networking, likewise.  Most social situations, actually.  But the belief that women are
equally equipped and educated for any given task as well as a man is can be poison to a
relationship.  I've also noted how short-lived this is once a couple is wed, too.  It seems
within months of the wedding, the number of things a new bride can do - even if she's
the same gender as she was before the ceremony - drops dramatically as she basks in
the accomplishment of her marriage.  She no longer needs to prove that women can do
everything just as well as a man can.  She has a husband to take care of that now.

But gods help you if that poor schmuck is you.  You just bit into a massive shit test.  The
proper response was a bold retreat.  This woman is NOT wife material.

Good response: "Really?  Then you don't mind giving me a few pointers on
lactation, for instance -- I suck at it." LEAVE (while her eyes glaze over)
Better response: "Yeah, Cupcake, show me your draft card, THEN I'll take you
seriously." LEAVE
Best response: "Are you ready to prove it? Otherwise, shut the hell up about it.
 That's what I'd say to a man."  LEAVE 

10. "I don't need a man."

This is a feminist classic . . . and the best evidence yet for the rationalization hamster
becoming the dominant life form in America.  Women who proudly declare that "they
don't need a man" are trumpeting a competence and independence they mistakenly feel
men, in general, admire.  And while most of us can't stand a truly helpless woman, a
woman who doesn't need a man shouldn't get one.
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Marriage is a partnership -- that much hasn't changed.  While the specifics and the
conditions have changed around, that much hasn't changed across history, economies,
or cultures.  We get married because we have a need to -- economic, sexual, social, or
personal -- and we need to fulfill that need.  Just because I can masturbate doesn't mean
I don't need a woman as a sex partner.  Just because Mrs. Ironwood can now cook
doesn't mean she doesn't need a man as a husband.  People in general are
interdependent, particularly in the institution of marriage. 

When a woman proudly proclaims her independence in these terms, she is revealing her
attitude toward men and marriage in general, right on the box.  Few couples who have
been married longer than 10 years will say that kind of bullshit, because they have
established that yes, indeed, part of them DOES need to be married.  That's not to say
you can't survive without a man, obviously, but making your lack of need known so early
and so proudly demonstrates that a woman does not understand what marriage truly
entails.  

Often a woman proclaiming her independence in this manner is actually thinking she's
making herself more attractive, not the target of the pump-and-dump humpsters.  The
thing is, the kind of man she most hopes to attract is likely to be appalled by such a
declaration and the wise ones will quietly move on.  Declaring your independence from
needing a relationship isn't a statement of strength to a man, as are most of these Red
Pill Alerts it's a defiant and insulting attempt to emasculate.  

Stay the hell away from her.  She's trouble.

A wife who doesn't need her husband won't have him long.  Without a compelling reason
-- besides love -- for them to stay together, the odds say (and Married Game backs up)
that a marriage will implode or explode, depending upon the principals.  Wiser couples
tend to realize that men in relationships need to be needed, and wise women allow
themselves to express that need in a way he can accomodate.  A man who doesn't feel
useful in a relationship will find someplace where he can feel useful, if he is any kind of
quality at all.  

It's not an admission of incompetence to admit you need a man in your life,  ladies.  It's
an expression of general desire that men find hopeful.  "I don't need a man" is
essentially your declaration that your heart is closed to the prospect of a real union, in
favor of the roommates-with-slowly-decreasing-benefits model that feminists are trying
to pass off as happy marriages these days.  Feminists see any other admission than "I
don't need a man" as a capitulation to the stereotype of feminine weakness, and have
spent the last 40 years attempting to ensure that their daughters, indeed, won't need a
man when they grow up.

Of course, now that many of them have grown up . . . they discover that while they may
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not need a man, they want one more than the breath of life. Yet they can't understand
why their declarations of independence and strength aren't getting the dudes lining up
any faster than when she kept mentioning her resume. 

Good response: "Oh, thank goodness - we were starting to think you weren't going to
leave without one tonight.  I'll spread the word that we're safe." LEAVE
Better response: "I just wanted to thank you on behalf of all the men in the room."
 LEAVE
Best response: "Don't worry, Cupcake -- with an attitude like that, you're in no danger of
getting one."

So there you go, fellas: ten Red Pill Alert danger signs that the woman you are talking to
is NOT wife material.  There are others, and more subtle signs indicating more insidious
dangers, but if you pay attention and raise a red flag on the play when you hear one of
these statements, you will save yourself a tremendous amount of grief with your future
wife.
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Red Pill Marriage: Romance Is A Verb
September 27, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

There have been some murmurings around the Manosphere about the conundrum of Romance in a
Post-Red Pill relationship.  The argument on the one side is that Romance is blue-pill propaganda
designed to obfuscated the stark, cold reality of male/female intersexual relations and our respective
reproductive strategies.  The other side says that the Red Pill simply means a re-definition of
romance.

This should not be an issue, but I understand why it is for many men. You see, I'm a die-hard
romantic, and one of the hardest things I had to do was rectify my new Red Pill perspective with my
innate desire to pursue romance.  I like romance.  I'm a writer, it's kind of my bread-and-butter.

The problem is that most men have an imperfect understanding of "romance" in the truest sense.
 Like "chivalry", the term is oft-misused, sometimes damnably so.  For our purposes, consider
"romance" to be the cultural context surrounding the desire and attraction involved in mating.

Undoubtedly there are those who will take issue of such an unromantic definition of romance.  But
that's what the Red Pill truth is. Game is Romance.  Of course, the flirtation and infatuation implicit
in Single Game is usually what is meant by the term -- a cursory inspection of romance literature will
reveal a poverty of married heroines -- and almost always, culturally speaking, our common
conceptions of romance are wrapped around the rituals and enterprises associated with that
electrifying first meeting.
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If one were to distill the impulse for middle-aged women to read romance novels like teenage boys
watch porn, then one could reasonably draw the conclusion that their addiction is to the novelty of the
infatuation experience.  That also explains why a woman's devotion to romance literature is usually in
inverse proportion to her happiness with any given long term relationship.

But if Game Is Romance, then Married Game must have -- and does have -- a romantic component.
 Indeed, it is essential for the satisfying and nourishing fulfillment of a long-term committed
relationship.

 Mating without romance is possible, and it's done all too often, but it is an imperfect and unfulfilled
expression of the art.  Married couples in a "sexless relationship" are watching their marriage die as
much due to the lack of cultural context to provide meaning, structure, and enjoyment to their mating
as lack of physical sex.

What the Red Pill man must understand, if he is to have a successful Red Pill marriage, is that
romance is the essential lubrication that eases the emotional communication involved in mating.
 Married Game-style romance involves dating your wife (see my Red Pill Date series for details),
understanding and communicating with your wife, and -- perhaps most importantly of all -- enjoying
your wife.
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Enjoying her company.  Enjoying her conversation.  Enjoying hearing her perspective and engaging
her intellectually and emotinoally.  Looking forward to seeing her at the end of the day and
appreciating seeing her as the first thing you see every morning.  Enjoying your sexual relationship.
 Enjoying your cultural relationship.  Enjoying those interests you have in common and appreciating
those interests you have separately.

Romance is how you do that. It's how you build attraction that culminates in sex, and sustain
attraction through those times when stress and real life make sustaining attraction (or even finding the
time to indulge in attraction) challenging.  Romance is what you do to engage your spouse's passion.
 People aren't romantic.  People do romantic things.

Think of it this way: Romance is a verb. It is something you do.

Just about all of the Alpha Displays I've discussed are romantic in nature, even if they are subtle.
 When a man displays a dominant presentation to his wife, demonstrating his value as a partner, and
projecting the confidence and desire he feels for his woman, he is being romantic whether he
understands it or not.

When a woman indulges in an Alpha Display and invites a man's attention through her presentation,
she is being romantic whether she knows it or not.  Romance is the expression of your desire and
attraction in a manner in which your partner understands and appreciates it.

That means that romance occurs as the common denominator between the two of you.  Romance is
your mutual cultural context for mating.

While you might think waving your penis in her face is romantic, unless she understands it for the
sincere symbol of desire and attraction that it is (and, let's face it, that's highly unlikely), it ain't
romantic.  While she might see buying you three new shirts and two new sets of underwear as a
heartfelt demonstration of her attraction and desire for you, unless you really understand what that
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symbol means, you just got new underwear.  It ain't romance.  

Of course, everyone wants to be able to experience that first blush of infatuation again -- that's why
both men and women crave novelty in their relationships.  It's Nature's way of keeping things
interesting.  Romance, in a Red Pill relationship, should ideally be a way to revisit that delightful
sensation through novel experience . . . or re-investing old experience with new meaning.  In a Red
Pill marriage, romance should be a reflection of the enjoyment that has gone before coupled with the
stability and emotional security you have mutually established, and charged with a jolt of novel
experience to re-invigorate the feeling.

Going to the same old place for dinner on date night is moderately romantic.  Going to the same old
place for dinner on date night . . . dressed as if you were going to prom is romantic.

Getting her flowers "just because" is low-level romantic.  Getting her an exotic orchid you grew
yourself in secret is much more romantic.

Giving him a note saying "I Love You!" in his lunch is low-level romantic.  Giving him a note that
says "I Love You!  Skip lunch and meet me in the parking lot!" is much, much more romantic.
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And that brings us to an important point: ladies, to dudes, sex IS romantic.  That becomes harder to
pull off the longer your acquaintance, as the desire for novelty and the familiarity with your partner
make it difficult to turn "boring married people sex" into something exciting enough to be romantic.

There's an unfortunate willingness to separate sex and romance in marriage as women get
comfortable with their husbands.  A man with enough ALPHA is going to find this distressing and up
his dominance to counter -- which means upping his game, and increasing her excitement level.

But the poor dude who's mired in BETAland is going to think that Romance is the same thing as Ass
Kissing. He's going to make the tragic mistake in thinking that if he just gives a woman what she says
she wants, she's going to reward him with her love, affection, and sexuality out of pure gratitude.

He doesn't understand that the vibrant, ALPHA component of sexual dominance MUST BE present,
that the spark of excitement and novelty necessary to re-awaken those feelings of infatuation, no
matter how many times she's backed over them,  MUST BE engaged if you want to engage her
feelings of romance.

In short, you can't be a romantic pussy.  Real romance, in a Red Pill marriage, requires thoughtful
consideration, understanding, and a willingness to dare to push the emotional and physical boundaries
of your relationship. It's part of the years-long subtextual conversation you and your spouse enjoy --
and you had better be enjoying it -- and the need and desire for this context doesn't go away over
time.

Your wife won't suddenly decide she doesn't need to be flattered and complimented any more when
she's 40 -- quite the contrary.  Your husband isn't likely to decide that exciting, exotic sex is just too
adolescent for a man of his maturity.  Nothing could be further from the truth. You both want
passion, excitement, and enthusiasm to compliment your stability, commitment, and security.  You
both want romance -- sexually charged, lust-building, will-be-thinking-about-it-when-I-masturbate-
later ROMANCE -- in your life.
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All you have to do is make it happen.

It may be helpful to think of it this way: Romance, in a Red Pill marriage, is that cultural context that
makes your spouse feel loved, cherished, appreciated, and genuinely excited about still being with
you.  Do those things, whether it's a love sonnet or a blowjob, and you will be tapping into the vital
vein of romance you desire.

Romance is a verb.  Go do some.
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Alpha Move: Lord of Light
October 4, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Here's something a little less serious and heavy-handed than the last couple of posts - a quick and
dirty way to buff your ALPHA with a little ingenuity and foresight involving nothing more serious
than some left-over Christmas lighting.

You see, the Master Bedroom at Stately Ironwood Manor is lovely, with a skylight over the bed and
everything.  But the natural lighting that fills the room during the day turns into a gloomy bedscape of
lamps along the perimeter of the room after dark.  While adequate for our needs, nonetheless the
process of getting up and turning off each and every lamp every night was tedious, and a constant
source of resentment and friction between the Missus and I.  Just one of those little things in your
marriage that annoys, irritates, and eventually you come to greet with a kind of dread.
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I got tired of it.  I was sick of letting one little chore become such a big deal -- especially since I
usually was the one that got stuck with the task.  So when Christmas came and went last year, I
snagged a goodie out of the box of ornaments and solved the problem.

That night, when the Mrs. I and I were snuggling in, the inevitable "who's turn is it to get up and turn
off all the lights and make the other person cold?" question came up, I raised a hand and casually
waved at each of the three lamps.

One by one they turned off.

Mrs. Ironwood was impressed, but at this phase of our relationship she's unwilling to consider my
magical powers to be that profound or useful.  So of course I had to reveal the three-button remote
control device (Wal-Mart, $9.95), originally intended to command inflatable armies of snowmen, that
now gave me control of the very photons, themselves.  One for the rope light around the perimeter of
the room (great for indirect lighting, the kind you use in conjunction with Barry White), one for the
lamp on the dresser, one for the standing torch light.  Hang the remote on the bedpost, get comfy, put
your cold hands somewhere warm, and then hit the lights

And no one's feet get cold.

Sometimes it can be the smallest, thoughtful little thing that can improve or strengthen things
between a Red Pill husband and wife.  No one likes an annoying chore, whether it's cleaning a toilet
or changing the oil.  Something as basic as turning out the lights without getting out of bed can
become a token of thoughtful consideration and love, if you do it right.  And now every night, after I
tuck in the wife, I can crawl in beside her knowing I don't have to get up.  The Star Trek-y remote
control of the bedchamber also plays up my masculine problem-solving and ingenuity, something
that always impresses.
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The Lambda Factor
October 16, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I know I’m going to take some heat on this post, particularly from my more-conservative readers, and
that’s . . . OK.  I’ve given this subject a lot of thought – hell, I’ve been working on this post for about
a year now – and after much deliberation I felt it was time to do, partially in response to a comment I
got today.

I want to talk about homosexuality.

That’s not an easy thing for a straight man to do, particularly in the Manosphere, but I think it is
important, if not vital, that this issue be addressed reasonably, rationally, and cogently, not with a lot
of over-the-top hype one way or the other.  

For the record I’m proudly straight (and really good at it) but also unashamedly “pro-gay”.  I have
plenty of gay and lesbian friends, always have, and I’ve supported gay-marriage rights and the
protection of gay civil rights pretty consistently.  As I am not an adherent of a radical monotheism
that proscribes homosexuality, I have no good spiritual reason for objecting to gay marriage or to the
existence and prosperous, happiness-pursuing efforts of anyone based on their sexual orientation.

Indeed, for the most part I like gay people.  Gay men in particular – not because they are gay, but
because they are men. 
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And that, gentlemen, is the important factor here.

I understand both the squeamishness and the religious prohibition against homosexuality in many
faiths; and while I don’t share it, I do understand that in a pluralistic society it is important not just
that everyone have the freedom to do what they will, within reasonable social guidelines, but that
freedom implies the freedom to dislike, for whatever reason at all, anyone in particular.  Just because
I don’t agree with your position doesn’t mean that I think you automatically “hate” gay
people.  That’s an overblown and frequently overplayed position on the Left.

But putting aside such emotional responses to homosexuality for a moment, I invite the Manosphere
to consider the current state of gay-straight relations from another perspective.  The Lambda Factor is
invaluable to the evolution of both the Manosphere and the re-definition of masculinity on our own
terms.  Allow me to explain.

Before the 1960s, homosexuality was a crime in most jurisdictions.  Then the famous Stonewall Riots
happened in 1969.  If you aren’t familiar (and not many straight folk are), the Stonewall Riots
occurred when a local police department tried to raid an underground gay club . . . and the gay men
there fought back.  Since that point, gay men have been resolutely fighting the system, both legal and
social, that would make their desires and orientation a crime. Lesbians and transgendered folk have
joined in, but gay men were the leaders of the early LGBT movement.
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Why is that important?  Because “Gay Liberation” – the social and legal acceptance of gay men, in
particular, as open and functional members of our society was, perhaps, the biggest boon to
masculinity during what was the period of its greatest decline.

Now, that’s going to make a lot of fellas shake their heads in confusion.  After all, traditional ideas
about homosexuality are rooted far more in what sets a gay man apart from a straight man than what
binds them together.  Yes, there are definitely low-masculine, high-feminine men out there who
challenge our ideas of masculine behavior.  There is a part of gay culture where the raging,
effeminate queen, as embarrassing as he is to more mainstream, masculine-acting gay dudes, will
always be the symbol or stereotype of gay men.

But while the stereotype of the highly-effeminate gay man is imprinted indelibly on our culture, the
fact of the matter is that overly-effeminate gay men are likely the minority of the homosexual
community (but it's hard to get a good metric on that).  Most gay men I know – and I know a few –
are not swishy, overly-sensitive, and secretly desire to be women.  In fact, most gay men I know
are, in every other way, just like the straight men I know.  They just dress better for dates, have
more sex, and prefer Muscle and Fitness to Maxim. 
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But apart from their predilection for hairy man ass, they’re just . . . dudes. They read all the other
masculine publications out there, they just tend to skip over the straight parts.  That doesn't make
them less masculine, it just places their masculinity in a frame where the slavish devotion to
femininity our masculine drive is tuned to is absent.  They are men free to be men without the advice
or consent of women.  

You see the raging metropolitan queen as gay and can spot him across the room.  But the bearded
dude in the flannel and the pick-up, who spends all of his time camping, hunting, fishing, and going
to NASCAR races?  He's just as gay, but he hasn't let the stereotype of his orientation define his
masculinity.  One of the more amusing times I've had at a redneck bar was watching a Duke student
come in, get hammered, and start shooting his mouth off about "faggots".  

Turns out two of the beefy gentlemen at the bar were gay, on a date, and also half-drunk.  About the
fourth time the idiot says something degrading the masculinity of all gay men, the gentlemen took
exception.  Apparently, it doesn't matter how straight you are, if you piss off a 250 pound redneck
about where he chooses to put his dick, it doesn't matter if he's gay or straight, it's gonna be
your ass.  Two rednecks?  Who possibly saw the act as a pair-bonding moment?  

I'm hoping that getting his ass kicked by two gay rednecks may have encouraged that young man to
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reconsider his ideas about masculinity that evening.  I certainly hope so. If nothing else, it taught him
a valuable lesson in discretion and moderation.

Why is this important?  Because by legitimizing homosexuality, the Stonewall Riots and the Gay
Rights movement allowed a masculinity unfettered by sexual preference to develop.  In other words,
it allowed openly gay men to express their masculinity without the needs, wants, or desires of women
entering into the equation. 

It’s a subtle point, but a vital one.  Why?  From an intellectual perspective gay men allow the rest
of us a “control group” of male sexuality, containing within a wide range of masculine
expressions, one which refutes or repudiates a lot of the feminist sexual ideology.  After all, you
can’t say “society makes straight men do this” without checking to see if society (which has mostly
ignored gay men, culturally speaking, except as two-dimensional stock characters to be trotted out for
laughs) also makes gay men do it, too.

Case in point: the oft-touted feminist maxim that “men only go after hot young girls because our
rape-culture tells them that’s the ideal they should be shooting for.”  Feminism has always taken
issue with the masculine preference for youth – and I think we all know why – but blamed it squarely
on “the Patriarchy’s” efforts to take power away from older women.  If it wasn’t for our screwed-
up youth-worshiping culture, the feminist myth goes, men would get just as hard over saggy tits
and cottage cheese thighs as they do perky tits and a tight ass.
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But if “the Patriarchy” is the one dictating what men should and shouldn't be attracted to, culturally
speaking, then one must also assume that a group like Gay Men, who “the Patriarchy” has
traditionally had an antipathy toward, would therefore not be subject to the same “artificial
rules” that straight men are.

But it turns out gay dudes like young stuff, too.  A lot.  

The term “twink” is used to describe the young, vital gay man in the prime of his youthful sexuality. 
If men in general were not naturally attracted to youth, then this shouldn't be the case.  But the
fact is dudes like youth and find it sexually attractive, regardless of sexual preference.  There is no
“evil Patriarchy” telling gay men to lust after young hunks – they just do.  As much as the rest of
us lust after young babes.

Further, apart from their sexual orientation, gay men share far, far more in common with straight men
than they do women of either orientation.  Gay men can get drafted, falsely accused of rape, creamed
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in family court, and accused of sexual harassment, just like straight men can.  

(Funny aside: during my long clerical career, one gay man I worked with – not in the closet, but not
exactly public about his orientation – got accused of sexually harassing an allegedly batshit nuts
female co-worker who was not aware of his orientation.  Hilarity ensued.  So did a lawsuit – against
her.  For intentionally "outing" him to his co-workers.)

But that’s not all.  Science tells us that around 10-15% of the human population is gay or bisexual in
orientation – the exact number shifting depending upon just how you determine whether someone is
gay.  That means that for centuries closeted gay men have been marrying women to cover their
sexuality.  In most cases the wives in question were not aware of their husbands’ activities, or if they
did learn, they turned a blind eye to them and just started drinking.

But post-Stonewall, men who determine their orientation is gay do not feel the same social
pressure or filial compulsion to marry a woman. That means that 10% or so of the "eligible" men
– who were often more handsome, dapper, and had bigger dicks than their straight neighbors – are no
longer on the straight marriage market, for good or ill.  That’s a good thing for everyone . . . except
women who want to get married. 

Suddenly a healthy chunk of the dudes who looked great on paper (except for their passion for
fellatio and anal sex) were no longer available in the hetero-SMP.  That forces the straight women out
there to contend directly with us straight men, without the hope of finding a sensitive gay husband to
fulfill their dreams of a high-status sexless marriage.  Gay dudes are marrying other gay dudes
now.  Straight men are not marrying straight women . . . not nearly as much, anyway. 

Feminism has attempted to co-opt the gay rights movement as another victim of “the Patriarchy”, and
it can’t be argued that the oppression and rejection gay men have felt in the past (and still struggle
against in the present) was motivated in large part by traditional social prejudices.  But that doesn’t
make them natural allies of feminists, just as it doesn’t make them natural allies of the black civil

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-7W9_dHJw0qc/Ul_3j0DBFKI/AAAAAAAAFVI/rChepTuivJU/s1600/dudegay.JPG
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 727 of 1013

rights movement.  Once you get past the marriage rights issue, most gay men seem to line up on
other political issues more or less in line with straight men.

Gay men (who did not realize their orientation until late) get divorced, they lose custody of their kids,
they get fired and discriminated against because of their gender, just like straight men.  Gay men have
lost the same economic power that straight men have.  Indeed, the vast majority of their non-gay-
oriented interests and issues are identical to those of straight men.  If it wasn’t for the current
political climate on the Right, I think we’d see a flood of gay men supporting male issues and
interests.  The very existence of the Log Cabin Republicans bears this out.

And if you think YOU get pissed off about your taxes going to support entitlement programs for
single mothers, you should just hear a table full of angry gay men discuss the subject.  Ouch.

Apart from political expediency, there’s not much reason why gay men and feminists should find
common ground, philosphically.  Remember, it was gay men who refuted radical Third Wave
feminist Andrea Dworkin’s insistence that deep throating was unnatural and inherently
dangerous, and that anal sex was an unhealthy perversion that could not be practiced without
imperiling your health.  

When a raging queen stood up and offered to demonstrate just how easily it was to deep throat in
front of a crowd of other gay men, it pretty much deflated Dworkin’s anti-porn argument.  Indeed, the
comparatively large amount of gay porn out there belies the argument that “straight men only look at

porn because they were taught to”.  No one taught my gay friends to look at gay porn.  No one
pressured them into watching young, muscular, good-looking dudes have sex.  They figured
that out on their own without any help from the “evil patriarchy”.
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Deriding gay men in general for a lack of masculinity is disingenuous and unfair.  Some of the most
masculine men I know are gay.  In fact, I could argue that no one understands masculinity – what it is
and what it isn’t – as much as a gay man.  They are attracted to it as much as straight men are
attracted to femininity.  If the definitions of masculinity are restricted to purely heterosexual
standards, not only are you being intellectually dishonest about the subject, you are ignoring and
alienating some powerful allies in the struggle against feminism.  And some damn good caterers.

Gay men see the ugly side of feminism even more frequently than straight men do.  While rarely put
in the same “evil patriarchy” category with us, gay men suffer the same broad brush feminism
uses to paint all men . . . and when they are in groups with women who know they are gay, these
women frequently and foolishly decide that being a gay dude is JUST like being a straight woman.  

This amuses the gay men to no end.

It’s often been said that the slutathon that is Sex In The City is the attempt by straight urban
women to live the fabulous gay lifestyle of gay urban men: easy sex with strangers, focus on
interpersonal relationships instead of romantic ones, and an obsession with quality footwear.  

The problem is that only gay men can live a fabulous gay lifestyle . . . because they’re men.  They
don’t have ticking biological clocks, fears of pregnancy or aspirations of the traditional Happily Ever
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After in the suburbs.  They don't care about failing their mother's expectations or what their friends
think if they start dating a much younger dude.  They just want to get their dicks sucked after a
delightful date with an attractive partner – something I think every man can understand.

When women try to adopt the fabulous gay lifestyle, they run into the issues that have always been a
factor in heterosexual society, including judgment and social expectation.  A gay man who has had
three dozen partners in the course of his life isn’t considered particularly promiscuous not because
he’s gay, but because he’s a dude.  A straight woman who does the same doesn’t have the same
excuse.  

A gay man who doesn’t marry by the time he’s 35 isn’t in danger of a life of sterility and a lonely
dotage surrounded by cats, he’s just entering his prime.  He's a silverback, often with a more mature
masculinity that attracts younger dudes by the dozen.  A gay man who goes from one relationship to
another every six months isn’t unusual – a woman who does the same is quickly going to get a
reputation for being unable to commit. 

And if you every want to hear some truly misogynistic shit, sit around with a bunch of drunk gay
dudes and discuss the women in their lives.  Only lesbians can be as judgmental . . . but they don’t
have the vicious streak of an irate queen.

Nor do gay men universally identify with women before men – quite the contrary.  The most
effective Black Knight I ever knew was a middle-aged gay black man who just didn’t particularly
like working with women.  Not because of sexual preference, but because he preferred the quiet
efficiency of an all-male team to the chaotic cluck-fest he saw in female-dominated
departments.  When the female HR director tried to get in his face about it, he was quick to hit back,
brutally and viciously, with a deep understanding of the regulations and policies to refute her
assertions that he was being sexist in his operations. 

When it came down to it, the HR director couldn't come up with anything more concrete than “it
seems you have a poor attitude toward your female co-workers, and some people have been saying
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they’re uncomfortable with it.”  While a straight dude might have backed down, this Black Knight
went on the offensive:

“Show me a goddamn metric of what I ‘seem’ to be doing, give me one concrete example of
me discriminating against a woman, let me hear one employee demonstrate where I have
been improper in my conduct in this office, bring me one instance of me violating company
policy concerning gender discrimination, or get the fuck out of my office.  I’ve got a
department to run, and all this ‘seeming’ and ‘feeling’ doesn’t do a goddamn thing to help
me do my job.”

HR steered clear of him after that.  If he had been straight, it would have been his ass.  It was one of
the best temp jobs I’ve ever had.  Not only did we get our work done without undue interruption, it
was a congenial and productive environment.  And no, he never hit on me.  Even when I look this
good.

It is time for the Manosphere to back off the homophobia and start recognizing our legitimate allies in
this struggle.  Gay men are not the enemy.  They don’t want to see every man turn gay.  They don’t
even want to encourage more men to be gay, necessarily – they just want to ensure that it is safe for
men who are gay to be so without undue hardship.  (The rest of us could stand to work out more . . .
eye candy . . .)  Their alliance with the Left is almost solely based around the single issue of gay
rights, and once gay marriage and military service is off the table most are happy to get involved
in issues of more interest to all men.

This just scratches the surface of what is a deeper and more meaningful subject, but it was time this
was discussed in the Manosphere.  Pushing away 10-15% of our brothers, just because they get more
blowjobs than we do betrays the 21st century goal of defining masculinity as inclusively – and as
unabashedly male – as possible.  Gay men have powerful perspectives to add to the Manosphere,
and have seen the ugliest faces of feminism in ways straight men cannot conceive of. 

They have been victim of a double-bigotry, treated with mistrust and hostility from misguided
straight men and organized religion, while they have also been co-opted by women often without
their consent as “one of the girls” . . . when they are, in fact, decidedly not.  The attitudes and
perspectives of most straight women toward gay men can be obnoxiously cloying.  Fag hags
abound, and despite their genuine affection for the gay men in their lives, they rarely accord them the
masculine respect they would a straight man.  In fact some of the most misandrous shit I’ve ever
heard has been from the mouths of stalwart straight female friends of gay men. 
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As I said, I do understand the general hesitancy of straight men to embrace the idea of gay men being
inclusive of masculinity in general, but as uncomfortable as that makes you, approached objectively
it’s a net win for masculinity, over-all.  It doesn’t make you gay.  It doesn’t even make you a tiny bit
cuter.  But it does give you a position to advance to in discussions with ardent feminists who
often conflate masculinity and heterosexuality to our detriment.  If they say something rotten
about the masculinity of “rape culture”, look for a cognate of the behavior or presentation in gay
subculture.

Or, to paraphrase a struggling blue pill friend of mine who’s trying to talk his otherwise-liberal wife
into anal sex, who objects on the grounds that it is objectifying, debasing, and degrading, unnatural
and a violation of both biology and moral values: “Well be sure to mention that to the millions of gay
men who take it in the tailpipe every day, honey.  Like all of those gay friends of yours you’re always
so supportive of.  And by the way?  I hear they swallow regularly, with no serious adverse
reactions.”

That's my opener.  Your perspectives?
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Alpha Move: Change Your Underwear
October 23, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

“If you were a man who loved sex . . .”

That statement sounds oxymoronic, I know . . . but I threw it out there for the express purpose of
making you snort.  A similar phrase, “If you were a woman who loved sex,” was recently used by a
feminist sex blogger to elicit interesting metaphors.  I found the exercise interesting because it a)
validated pretty much everything I’ve learned about Game and female sexuality and b) the fact that
she had to phrase the question with an IF demonstrates quite a lot about the state of American female
sexual psychology. 

But like many things in the murky frontier of feminist sex advice, I thought I’d turn it around a little
and, indeed, ask the same question of my male readers.  Why?  Mostly for giggles . . . but also
because I think one major component of Betacization, both generally and in marriage, is the point at
which a man stops thinking of himself as sexy – which means both “attractive to others” and
“comfortably aware of his own sexual desires”. 

Athol touches on this a lot, as part of the Male Action Plan (and the Mindful Attraction Plan).  But I
think it bears a post on its own, because it is such a prevalent issue.

Men are not trained to think of themselves as sexy, the way women are.  There are reasons for that. 
They are not always good reasons, especially in a post-industrial society.

Female sexuality remains context-based, and female attraction runs toward a context that pulls her
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toward both security (during menstruation) and excitement (during ovulation).  Indeed, one could say
female sexuality is fulcrum between security and excitement.  While that fulcrum moves with
occasionally-predictable regularity, it is constantly moving.  What a woman finds “sexy” is going to
wax and wane like the inconstant moon.  And it’s going to change as she ages.

One thing that isn’t going to change, however, is that her sexuality will always be primarily
responsive in nature.  As in, ‘she’s responding to you’.  And as we all know, the fawning, begging-
for-sex-because-I’ve-been-a-good-boy Beta play in marriage leads to bed death and eventual divorce
or misery.  If you want sex with your woman, you have to be sexy.

Unfortunately, that tinny little word has some negative connotations in the masculine world.  Women
are sexy.  Men are attractive.  Women use their sexuality to attract high-quality men.  Men use their
context – their social status, position, and charisma – to attract sexy women.  If you want to bang a
bunch of hot babes, being cute and well-built never hurts.  But a Ferrari can close a deal even if you
look like John Lovitz.

What men forget is that the “sexy” component that they shy away from as “unmanly” is one of the
things that women respond to.  And while women are attracted to context, being adept at recognizing
which end of the see-saw her fulcrum is situated and responding accordingly is vital.  To do that, a
man has to recognize, cultivate, and appreciate the value of his own sexuality, and the effect it can
have on the woman in his life.

And that’s just not something we usually encourage in our young men without the aid of ethanol and
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cannabis.  Even then, there is a lingering sense of shame that sometimes accompanies the idea that
Yes, I’m A Sexy Dude. 

As men, we rarely invest in valuing our sexuality – we spend most of our lives trying to give it away. 
By the time we get married or settle into a committed LTR, we walk away from whatever tentative
appreciation of our own sexuality we’d cultivated by accident, because we make the mistake of
thinking that wedding cake is an aphrodisiac.

All too soon the reality sets in.  Hence the need for Married Game.

A big part of breaking that Betacization is getting back to that I’m A Sexy Dude attitude that
manifests itself in confidence.  Allowing our own insecurities and fears of rejection to take over the
joint without the validation of sex creates a horrific self-fulfilling prophecy. 

In essence, if you don’t think of yourself as sexy . . . why should your wife?

The MAP is essentially a roadmap back to Sexyland, but it begins by breaking the bad BETA habits
of a lifetime.  Diminishing your own sexuality or undervaluing it, for instance.  Mistaking your wife’s
jealousy over the attention other women sometimes pay you into an excuse to let yourself go.  A
desire for masculine conformity that ends up keeping you from distinguishing yourself – from the
Beer Shield of extended adolescence to the corporate and casual uniforms that shroud our aggressive
sexuality.

Think of it this way: being sexy is scary.  You have to step out of your comfort zone and be willing to
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be dangerous . . . and for a Betacized OMG, that can be a daunting prospect.  Yet a man who isn’t
willing to consider himself sexually valuable is going to have a hard time achieving his objective, i.e.
more and better sex.

What’s worse, your wife uses your lack of appreciation of your own sexual value against you, if you
let her.  It starts in subtle ways, as you attempt to establish long-term dominance in the relationship. 
But in the process of mutual-domesticization, she starts undercutting your masculine displays.  When
she buys you clothes, she’ll start buying more conservatively after a few years.  She’ll tell you how
cute she thinks your belly is.  She’ll assure you that you’re sexy when, in fact, she’s actually thinking
‘adorable’. 

What she’s actually doing here is a form of mate guarding.  She wants to decrease your physical
attractiveness, the sort of thing that might attract the raw animal passions of an opportunistic stalker
(or her sister), while playing up your contextual attractiveness – your success in business or career. 
For the first few years of marriage, being married to a dorky-looking over-achiever is a good way to
keep her marriage safe.

Unfortunately, it becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy.  As she becomes less physically attracted to him,
and starts to crave novelty, the Betacized Dude mistakenly thinks that she wants yet more comfort
and stability, because that’s what she’s been playing up.  So he makes sure the lawn looks extra-
spiffy, he watches Dancing With The Stars with her, and he stops initiating sex as much . . . or stops
pushing sexual boundaries as the supply starts to dry up.

From this stage, it isn’t long before she’s totally un-attracted to him, stops putting any effort into sex,
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and has to start taking over the reins of the relationship by default.  He’s too confused about why he’s
not getting laid as much anymore to assert himself, and while she loves the control she feels in the
relationship, it’s a hollow victory.  He’s folded up, ready to concede to whatever she wants. 

Of course, what she really wants is a lot more ALPHA in her diet.  The comfort and security of a
good BETA dude has made her complacent, and that’s made her restless.  And when her man stops
being ALPHA, she starts to resent him.  No matter how supportive he is of her, it is a woman’s nature
to find fault with the BETA in ways that an ALPHA-presenting man won’t stand.

Cultivating an active and potent sexuality is part of that presentation.  That’s very, very difficult for a
Betacized man to accomplish without some guidance.  If he listens to the advice of the women in his
life, which he is likely to do under the mistaken assumption that they know what they’re talking
about, then he’s going to get a nice haircut, dress up more, do more housework, and essentially kiss
her ass until she’s forced by the power of expectation to reward him, often un-enthusiastically.  He
dresses up, takes her out, spends a lot of money, and yeah, she feels obligated to put out for him.  Not
wildly fuck him, like they were teenagers in heat, but she’ll do her wifely duty and he’ll assume that
things are grand because, hey, he had sex.

But he knows the difference.  When you are quietly laying there thinking of something else other
than him and your mutual passion, he knows.  It’s not that it isn’t enjoyable, but there is a difference. 
And that difference starts with his presentation.  This poor Betacized man has stopped thinking of
himself as sexy, stopped thinking of himself as having sexual value, because his commitment to the
marriage and its security, coupled with the subtextual messages his wife has been sending him, have
convinced him that that’s not what she wants.

When in fact that’s precisely what she wants. 
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How do you break the bad BETA habits and find your mojo again?  The MAP will give you the
practical answers to that, but philosophically it starts when you start valuing your sexuality enough to
invest in it.  That means moving out of the marriage-of-appeasement that eventually turns into a bad
sitcom, where you’re constantly looking stupid while she makes sarcastic comments about your
masculinity and you whine about sex.  It means creating a marriage in which the power of your
masculinity, particularly your masculine sexuality, can continue to elicit delight and surprise, not
boredom and anxiety.

Where to start?  A new suit a threads can help, as can a good haircut, but that’s window dressing any
reality show could tell you.  Being a well-dressed dork still means you’re a dork.  You need to up
your Married Game, which means you need to change your approach from the ground up.  

So start with your underwear.
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No, really.  Men rarely (only 30-40% of the time) buy their own underwear, and they will hang on to
beloved pairs far, far in excess of their expiration date.  Most of the underwear they get in their lives
will be a present from one woman or another.  Or if you’re a die-hard tighty-whitey fan, you can get
your undergarments in packs of three at Walmart . . . not exactly an Alpha Move.

So before you rush out and invest in a new suit, start with your drawers.  Spend some dough on some
quality, and experiment with styles and fabrics. 

Does that make you sneer in contempt at the thought of something so unmanly?

Get over it.  That’s the point.  Unless your preferred style is Commando, then stuffing your junk into
something you like, instead of what someone else thought you should like, is going to be
empowering.

I was a tighty-whitey man for decades, largely out of necessity and habit.  In a working-class house
with three boys, the one-size-fits-all approach to undies was understandable.  It wasn’t until I
followed some advice and tried on a pair of boxers that I realized I’d been in the wrong underwear for
years.  Boxers were manly in a classical sense and they came in endless fabrics and styles and
designs. 

To each their own, and it’s quite possible you may decide to go the other direction, from boxers to
briefs.  But regardless of the change, try a change.  Buy some new, different, underwear on your own,
without consulting your wife.  Don’t even mention it afterward.  Just start wearing them.

This will have a couple of effects: first, it will call attention to your nether regions, never a bad thing
in a relationship.  But second, it will raise a few alarm bells in her mind, based on the fact that every
woman’s magazine article for the last fifty years has listed “buys new underwear” as one of the
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unmistakable signs that your man is cheating on you.  Dudes don’t buy new underwear when they are
in a secure, stable, happy relationship.  They do buy new underwear when they’re trying to impress
someone.

When she does notice, she’ll make a comment either in favor or against it.  If she makes a comment
in favor, chalk it up as a success and segue into initiating sex.  She’ll be on it for the novelty, if
nothing else.  If she makes a critical comment, listen very carefully to just what and why she objects
to the change.

First, if she demands to know why you changed, merely shrug and say “I needed new underwear. 
These make me feel sexy.”  Grin boyishly.

If she asks you point-blank if you’re having an affair, not only do you have her worried, but you’ll be
backing into a little Dread Game.  Assure her you aren’t, but that you wanted to try something new. 

If she makes a disparaging or emasculating remark . . . shove it in her face.   A wife who is willing to
cut down her husband’s sincere attempt at cultivating his sexuality – for her benefit – in a way that’s
designed to undercut his confidence is well on her way to shrew-hood.  Making a crack about your
new shorts is designed to hurt your feelings for no other reason.  It's a micro shit-test, and the only
way to deal with it is a strong counter, along the lines of, 'Criticize much?  What if I said your new
bra made you look like your mother?" or something similar.  Then walk away, fuming.

Unless it is made in a teasing and openly sexual way (ladies, here’s a hint: if you aren’t smiling and
giggling, we’re not going to see it as teasing or sexual, but as critical and hurtful) then you know that
she’s trying to dominate the relationship from the bedroom.

Buying new skivvies is a very small, very minor way to assert your ALPHA, but it puts her on notice
that you, not she, is in control of your business.  When you actively pick you what kind of cloth you
want next to your junk, and don’t depend on her to decide that for you, you’re establishing some
territorial bounds.
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That isn’t to say that she can’t buy you new underwear, too, or that you shouldn’t wear them.  But a
brand-new pair of underwear that you selected for no better reason than you liked them lets her know
that you have establish a boundary to your masculinity, a boundary she should be wary of crossing.

Now, if you’re worried about her not liking them . . . don’t.  It doesn’t matter if she likes them. 
Indeed, it might work better if she doesn’t.  That isn’t to say you should stop wearing them; on the
contrary, wear them often and proudly.  But it will get her attention and it will get her notice.  It’s
novel, it’s vaguely sexual, how could it not?

But “if you’re a man who loves sex” (duh) then you should invest some time and attention to what
you wrap your ass in.  Remember, your sexuality is a gift, and it deserves an appropriate wrapping. 
One that reminds you that you are, indeed, not just a sexual creature – but that your explosive male
sexuality has value.  Value that only increases over time.  

And if she is unwilling to see that . . . there are plenty of ladies out there who will.
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Breaking Beta: Play Tag
October 31, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

My brother Andy clued me in to one of the most innovative and thoughtful efforts at masculine
bonding I think I’ve ever seen.  This report on CBS Sunday Morning on a group of guys who have
maintained a close friendship since high school . . . through an annual game of Tag.

Essentially, these ten friends from a Catholic high school used to play Tag . . . and they never
stopped.

The rules are simple: The game lasts for the entire month of February.  If one of the members asks if
you are “it”, you must answer honestly and promptly.  And you can’t tag-back.

It sounds juvenile, and it is.  It's supposed to be.

Tag is one of two human universal games, that is, every human culture plays tag (the other one is
Hide N Seek).  It’s likely left over from our Paleolithic forebears, a hunting exercise that helps
children develop the skills to both stalk and evade, both important things for a young human in the
wild.  The fact that these men haven’t given it up for all of these years has transformed the simple
game into a complex, sophisticated exercise in male bonding and friendly competition.

That's a key point to a man trying to break his Beta.  If he's suffered in a relationship with a
domineering woman, or even just one that keeps him too busy to cultivate good male friends, then he
misses the kind of refreshing masculine competition and camaraderie implicit in play.  A friend of
mine has a pick-up basket ball game he's gone to pretty much every Wednesday for the last ten years.
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 It's where he forgets about his stress and renews himself through sweat, competition, and tactical
thinking.  When he gets home he's sweaty and nasty and his wife can't keep her hands off of him.  

Many of us have launched the Paleo diet to one extent or another, but while we’re usually pretty good
about the bacon-and-eggs portion of the diet, when it comes to the recommended one daily hour of
play, we either burn that off in the gym or postpone it for a more convenient time.  Yet the emphasis
on play in the Paleo diet isn’t merely to encourage you to exercise the way that Alley Oop did . . . it’s
to remind you of both your need for child-like indulgence in pure physical entertainment and your
need to hone the vestigial warrior/hunter skills we gave up with agriculture.

Tag fits the bill for this in a lot of ways.  The men of the Tag Brothers are clearly dear friends, even if
they are separated by continents, family, and employment.  That does not stop them from being
hyper-competitive about the game.  No one, of course, wants to be “it” on the last day of February,
and therefore bear the shameful title for the other 11 months.   So they scheme, plot, stalk, and
spring.  They dress in drag.  They dress as homeless bums.  They dress as old ladies (for the coveted
 “hag tag”). 

There is no shame or regret or dignity involved – these men are playing to win, and they’re playing
hard.  Juvenile?  Perhaps . . . but who really gives a shit?  In our electronics-focused world the idea
that you can play a sophisticated game without the use of anything but three rules and your ingenuity
is a huge challenge to your masculine abilities.  And it doesn’t give anyone hard feelings, one of the
perpetual issues with most competitive endeavors.   

Tag is a beautiful game.  In its purest form on the playground, we see children playing it as a means
to improve their speed, stamina, hand-eye-coordination, alacrity, endurance, and all of those other
skills that were so important to the pre-muffin world.    Of course over time we lose both the
willingness to run around like a fool and the desire to submit to such base entertainments when
civilization has provided so many more sophisticated outlets. 

But starting a game of tag among a dozen or so of your friends in your town, or from your old unit, or
from that really cool job you had where everyone got along great before everyone got laid off could
be an exciting and important way to re-energize a flagging sense of masculinity.  It has the manifold
masculine virtues of being strategic, competitive, and – clearly – a huge amount of pure good-natured
boyish fun.  It emphasizes stealth, surprise, intelligence gathering, and quick-thinking.

The specifics and variations which you could add to this are infinite.   Perhaps “it” for the year has to
buy everyone dinner.  Perhaps they have to keep charge of some particular trophy if they are unlucky
enough to be the last one tagged in the month.  But the game suggests an opportunity for the
formation and maintenance of some close and strong masculine relationships. 

So . . tag.  Find a group of guys, figure out the rules . . . and go play with your friends.
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It beats playing with yourself.
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The Wife Test: A Good Worker
November 4, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Once upon the time, during the glories of the old Patriarchy, one of the astute measures of a woman’s
worthiness as a wife was her ability to be a “good worker”.

That rankles the tender ears of feminists who see traditional matrimony as little more than chattle
slavery (though quite a few have entered into the institution themselves, although not always
successfully or gracefully), but at one time it was recognized that a woman came to a marriage to
work, and part of her value to her husband and his family was her willingness and capability to do so.

Understand that at the time agriculture reigned supreme, and that before the Industrial Revolution the
sheer amount of labor required to keep both farm and home running was impressive.  It required the
combined and complementary efforts of both husband and wife to keep it going.  As this was usually
done in the context of a greater community of kin, such labor could be shared commonly.  That
meant that a woman who came to her husband’s family’s farm would not only be expected to tend
her husband, but join in the general work-pool of his female kin.  Therefore a woman wasn’t judged
as much by the men in her life on her ambition and industry, but by the women.
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When industrialization and urbanization transformed the role of
farm wife to urban housewife, she retained the need for industry merely because urban living before
electricity still mandated a lot of labor.  Add to that the social expectations implicit in urban life, and
the wife as “homemaker” became the 1920s standard that hardened into the 1950s ideal. 

As electricity and innovation and pre-prepared foods reduced the amount of time required for actual
housework, that time was frequently filled by an increase in social obligations.  She continued to be
judged, but no longer on how hard she worked, but how effortlessly and tastefully she decorated and
entertained.

As the ideal shifted away from wife as a “good worker” and toward wife as “homemaker”, the social
pressure increased.  Nascent feminism sneered at the bourgeois ideal of suburban living and attacked
the traditional wife as a slave and a prostitute.  Seeking to “liberate” these women, the successfully
changed divorce laws and family courts into social weapons – against their own “oppressive”
husbands.

In the 1960s and 1970s calling a wife a “good worker” in an admiring, Old World agricultural sort of
way was to invite an estrogen-filled savaging from all corners.  Feminism dictated that a woman have
value outside of her sexuality in a marriage, yet they riled when hearing praise a given woman’s
industry because such views were seen as “patriarchal”. 
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Men who ignored that Old World advice in the post-
feminist world have reaped the consequences of their folly.  Ignoring a woman’s capacity and
willingness to work has frequently been a tragic mis-step in a marriage, and usually one of many on
the road to divorce.  Yet to verbalize a desire for a woman who is ambitious about her life without
being arrogant and industrious without succumbing to career burnout or workoholism is to invite just
such an attack by misguided women and feminists.  If we even think such things – as too few of us do
– then we keep them to ourselves.

But the truth is we value ambition and industriousness in a woman, among other traits.  A woman
who won’t work is a curse on a hard-working man.  Far from being an “equal” relationship, a wife
who suddenly becomes unemployed, under-employed, or unemployable after the wedding is going to
hang around the neck of the marriage like a boat anchor.  Unfortunately, such lack of industry usually
comes in tandem with a higher desire for material signs of her “success”, almost always at her
husband’s expense. 

On the other side of the coin, a woman who doesn’t know when to stop working, or forgets sight of
why she is working, is also a danger.  Pledging your life to someone who is already married to their
job is a recipe for marital disaster.  And some women feel about their jobs the way they do about their
relationships and treat them with similar gravity.  If she’s unwilling to shift her career to
accommodate the needs of the marriage, then that’s a serious down-grade.
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Being “a good worker” isn’t just an evaluation
about her employment status and potential, it’s an evaluation of her character when you
broaden your scope to include old-fashioned housework and industry in general.  If she cannot
plan, start, persevere through and finish a job, and then clean up her materials, then that is not a good
sign.  If she is unwilling to learn or display this skill, doubly so.

It is hard to judge how good a worker your prospective bride is without significant acquaintance.  The
fact is, it’s as easy to fake the perception of being a good worker in the short term, but after a few
months of hanging around you should be able to spot some trends one way or another.

Here are a few things to look for:

Does she ask for help even if she doesn’t need it? 
Does she try to get you to do her work for her?
Does she have a hard time planning the project?

Does she have a hard time starting the project?
Does she have a hard time finishing the project?
Does she clean up after herself?
Does she take breaks . . . and how many?
Can she stop the job short of perfection?
Can she do the job without invoking nasty self-criticism?
Does she take pride in the work she does?
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Does she seek your approval for her work?
Does she doubt herself and look for validation from you?
Can she accept constructive criticism when it is invited?
Does she need you to watch and/or act as a cheerleader for her efforts?
Does she know when to stop, or does she insist on continuing long after she was finished?
Does she work efficiently?  How long did it take her?

There are other things you can glean about a woman by the way she works.  How ambitious she is,
for instance.  If she's not ambitious enough to even want to impress you, then she's unlikely to be
ambitious on your behalf.  You should not judge her the same way you would judge a man, for
women and men take different approaches to work, in aggregate. But you can judge her on
demonstrating her mastery of the basic elements of work and prosecuting a project through to its
conclusion.  

So how do you judge how well a woman works?  Have her paint a room.

This is the simplest method of determining how she approaches the mundane but necessary tasks of
normal life.  Painting does not require a high skill level, it has a very common-sense set of
instructions, it has a definite preparation and clean-up, and unlike the challenge to bake or clean, it is
safely gender-neutral. 

But you can tell a lot about a woman by how she paints a room.  To conduct this test, pick a fairly
small room, select the paint, and acquire the tools.  The next time you have some time to “hang out”,
instead of rewatching Walking Dead on DVD, pull out the bucket, brushes, rollers and tarps and ask
her to paint the room.  If she tries to plan something, tell her that you plan to paint that day and invite
her over to help.  If she tries to avoid the work all together, then she's not serious - a woman who
wants to spend time with you won't care much what you will be doing.

If she looks like you are crazy, tell her that you want to see if she can do it.  Be honest that this will
be an assessment.  If she presses, admit that it is a test, and if you feel confident enough to pull it off,
go ahead and call it a Wife Test.  Sure, it will put her on her guard, but she will also – hopefully –
understand the utility of the test, and jump to the question of why you might be evaluating her for
such a position.  If she doesn’t, that, too, is valuable data for you to have.
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Don’t judge her too harshly on the ultimate job.  The test is not of her painting ability, but her ability
to start and finish a job, preferably without your help.  If she needs you to do everything from open
the can to showing her how to use the brush, then you know she will likely not work diligently
without oversight. 

If she tries to bribe you into doing it, or tries to change the plan to do something else, then you know
she isn’t eager to tackle a real bit of work.  If she complains bitterly about it every step of the way,
sloshes paint on everything, does a half-hearted job and tries to make it everything else’s fault – from
the brush to the roller to the kind of paint you selected – then you know that you will be bearing the
brunt of the responsibilities for the rest of the relationship.

If she doesn’t think painting a room is indicative of her wifely skills, and acts indignant about it, then
she doesn’t understand what marriage is about yet.  She might not ever. 

But if she presents you with a well-painted room without any splashes of paint, a cleaned-up work
area and put-away tools, then you may just have a winner.  If she does so without complaint or the
need for direction or hand-holding, then move her to the head of the line.

It’s the little things like this that make proper vetting so vital.  A man who knows what he’s getting
has no excuses later on.  A man who thinks that his “helpless” girlfriend will suddenly transform into
a hard worker with the application of a little wedding cake is a fool. 

Ambition & Industriousness are two of the most important elements that a man looks for in a woman,
according to recent polls.  That doesn’t mean he wants a corporate warrior who never has time for a
husband, but it also doesn’t mean he wants a fainting flower who can’t make the bed without
management.  Good wives know that a working on their relationship implies a fair amount of
good, old-fashioned work.  
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If they aren’t willing to do that, what makes you think they’re going to treat their husbands right later
on, when he’s the only one who knows how to work?

Any other ideas about how to judge a woman's industry and ambition?
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The Ironwood Rules Of Engagement
November 11, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

In celebration and acknowledgement of a Manospheran, Morpheus, taking the plunge into
matrimony, Vox Day gave a beautiful list of instructions to him and all newly marred fellas.  I can
heartily endorse all of what he said, when taken with a healthy dose of wisdom.  Badger followed up
with an instructive commentary.  Athol Kay's post today is also helpful in determining when a fight is
underway and when someone is just being a cranky-pants.   And as an OMG (Old Married Guy. "old"
meaning you've managed to hit that ten-year anniversary without separation, divorce, or court-
ordered rehabilitation) I am bound by custom to pass along my own insights on the institution.

Remember, advice is like a drink: it can only affect you if you accept it.  With that caveat in mind,
one of the things that has been a pillar of the Ironwood marriage has been our Rules of Engagement
for Fighting.

All couples fight.  It is inevitable that conflict arise between contrasting perspectives.  Even
Commander Riker disagreed with Capt. Picard from time to time.  That being said, how you manage
your conflict can make or break the stability of your union.  A lot of young couples find themselves
in trouble very quickly because a) they didn't do a good job of mate selection or b) just don't know
how to run a healthy relationship dynamic.

I'm not faulting them - in all honestly, realistic portrayals of well-functioning married couples in
popular culture are pretty thin on the ground, and its unlikely they can look to their parent's
generation for insight.  But part of managing a relationship is understanding how to manage conflict.
 And in marital conflict, like any other conflict, there can be agreed-upon and religiously-adhered-to
Rules of Engagement to keep things productive.

I've blogged about these before, back in the mists of time, but they bear repeating, and I'm not above
stealing from myself when I think it is timely.  And no, not because Mrs. I and I have been fighting
recently.  I just know a lot of newly married people.
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All couples fight.  You can't avoid it.  But you can choose how you fight.

Mrs. Ironwood and I  came up with these before we ever got married (we lived together for 6 years first.  I was pretty sure
I wanted to marry her 4 years into the relationship, but when you're planning on only marrying one girl . . . better to wait
two more years and be sure.).  We had the help of a highly skilled marriage counselor, one of the very, very few I've
known worth the money.   These Rules were mutually understood and agreed-upon before we got married. They are
designed to keep things productive.  

They are:

1) No yelling. Reasonable tones only.  Over-shouting the other person is rude and does not lend weight to your
argument.  NO YELLING is the very first rule. Yelling is a clear attempt to establish dominance without having

won an argument. That's disrespectful not just to your partner, but to the marriage as a whole. Worse, when a man yells in
an argument it demonstrates he has lost his cool.  (Yelling at your children to get their attention, or increasing your tone to
denote emotional emphasis of a particular point, is different than yelling in a fight with your wife).  As an axiom to this, I'll
add "No interrupting".  Interrupting is as much of an attempt at conversational dominance as yelling.  Indeed, just as
yelling is the masculine preferred method of establishing social dominance, interrupting is how women usually do it.
 Maintaining reasonable tones and allowing your partner to finish their thought without your input is fundamental.

2) No name calling. That's disrespectful. This is your spouse, and calling them names is hurtful and unproductive.  If
some behavior is unacceptable, call it out as such.  Don't just say "You're such a cunt!", because you shouldn't let anyone
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call your wife a cunt without repercussions.  That includes you.

3) Stick to one topic at a time. Don't fight about that thing you did last week.  Or last vacation.  Or last year.  Or on your
wedding day.  The conflict is here-and-now, and unless there is a reason to bring the past in as

prologue, expanding the scope of your argument does no one any favors.

4) No ultimatums. That's contrary to the spirit of the discussion. You are having an argument.  It doesn't mean the end of
your love for each other, the end of your relationship, or the end of your marriage.  It's a fucking argument.  Keep your
emotions under control and deal with things productively and move on.  It's not a sign of the end, or a reason to say "I'm
unhappy".  Married people fight.  Happily married people fight.  Hell, happily married people fight the most, sometimes.
 Allowing your ego and your feelings to be a springboard to some bullshit ultimatum that can't be un-said is in no one's best
interest.  If you feel like throwing out an ultimatum, give yourself 24 hours to think about it.  If you still feel that way, start
a separate discussion about it.

5) No chase-and-follow. Handle your business face to face in your own home without involving other people.  

No running to your mother, your brother, your sister, your best friend, a hotel, a bar, or a brothel.  It's
twice as bad if you expect someone to follow you there, and see a failure to do so as a lack of
endorsement in the relationship.  That's attention-getting bullshit game playing, not mature and
thoughtful attention to your responsibilities as a spouse.  Sure, we all need support, respite, and
refuge from time to time, but if you flee in the face of an argument, you are abrogating your
responsibilities to the relationship.  That's not to say you can't call a time out.  But a time-out is a
cool-down period, not an excuse to flee.
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6) No involving other people. This is between us.  Trying to get other people to support your position against your
spouse is a recipe for a general social shit-storm, and repercussions that last far beyond the argument itself.  When the
Female Social Matrix gets involved in your marriage, you have problems far in excess of what you asked for.  Keep
private things private, by mutual consent.  Unless someone needs to affirm or deny as a witness - in which case you have
some trust issues to work out - your argument is your argument, no one else's.

7) No ad hominem attacks. They are rude and intellectually dishonest. As a man it is a good example of a loss of
control - DLV.  As a woman, it is a demonstration of disrespect contrary to the spirit of the discussion - DLV.  You may
disagree with their behavior or their perspective, that does not make them less of a person or unworthy of your respect
and love. Even if the problem is habitual, it is not usually indicative of a flaw in someone's character.  

8) No kidney punches, i.e. hitting the other person's acknowledged weak spots. After nearly 20 years, we know where
those are. If your husband/wife had an alcoholic parent, for example, comparing them to that parent would be considered
a kidney punch.

9) No involving the children. This is a debate between adults.  It should not be held in the presence of children, nor
should children be privy to the after-effects.  Your first responsibility as parents is to ensure a safe and happy childhood
for your kids, and watching parents fight is rarely a good thing.  Especially in an age where their friends' parents are
divorcing so rapidly, it is unfair of you to inflict your sophisticated adult discussions on minds who lack the adult context to
understand them properly.  All they know is that mommy and daddy are fighting, and they're anxious, and they're worried
that they'll have to take sides.  Do your fighting in a room with the door closed.  Like your love making, it doesn't require
witnesses.

10) No profane language. If you can help it.  Emotions get high, and invective will of course be used in an adult
discussion.  But don't go overboard.  Emphasizing a point with a calmly-delivered f-bomb is one thing; having
"motherfucker" fall too oft from your lips undermines your credibility.  And it detracts from your point, whatever that is.

That's the general guideline. 

Our friends think we never fight, but we do -- we just agreed to the rules ahead of time. We've managed to stick to this set
of rules for two decades, and maintaining them has helped us get through some dark times, even when the Rules worked
against us, personally.  And that's not to say that both of us haven't occasionally violated one of the less-important of the
above rules at various points, including Yelling. When that happens, it's time to call a "time out" and walk away for some
silent contemplation, marshal your resources, etc.. It stretches out the fight, but it's better than a trip to the emergency
room.

(If you want to improve the efficacy of employing these rules, you may gain considerable leverage by
fighting naked.)

Oh, and the unofficial #11?
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Make-up sex. Righteous.
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The Wife Test: Domesticity
November 21, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

It’s amazing how many women don’t really understand that “wife” is a job description, not a title.
  

One of the key components of being a wife is being a homemaker.  That isn’t to say that housework
therefore is her responsibility, only that one of the things a man seeks and finds value in when he
is looking for his wife is someone with whom he can make a home.  Even in our post-industrial
take-out culture a man wants to feel that he’s coming home to his wife, not going to the apartment
where he sleeps with his roommate.
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Many women these days, thanks to feminism’s dark shadow, have
equated domesticity with slavery, for some reason.  They look with disdain on their grandmothers
and great-grandmothers who saw value in building a home fit to raise children in.  As women have
entered and come to dominate the workforce, they proudly eschew the domestic skills that are their
maternal legacy in favor of corporate achievement and “personal fulfillment”. 

But a man who is serious about taking a wife wants a wife worth taking.  And a woman who cannot
manifest her domesticity is a poor bet for the position, regardless of how hot she is or how impressive
her resume is.

What is domesticity?  Simply put, it’s the discipline and art of building and developing a comfortable
and attractive home for your family.  It is a task shared between husband and wife, ideally speaking,
but just as a husband’s primary duty is to secure the home, the wife’s primary duty is to make it
worth securing.  That doesn’t mean scanning Pinterest for hours until you have just the right catalog
numbers, that means investing the hours of study, planning, and execution necessary to slowly
convert the house you live in into an enjoyable home.

So how does one measure domesticity?  How does one wrap a rule around warmth and charm?  Can
modern men even recognize it for what it is when they see it, or appreciate it properly when it is
called to
their attention?
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As part of the vetting process for your future bride, pay careful attention to a few key factors that may
indicate her domestic inclinations.  In particular, be on the lookout for the following:

·                    Houseplants.  Not everyone has a green thumb, but most domestically-inclined
women tend to collect houseplants.  Their condition will tell you a lot about her
domesticity.

·                    If she has a pet, look to see how well she cares for it.  While the Manosphere
disparages the Cat Lady, kitties do have the advantage of showing you just how
attentive a woman can be to the task of keeping it properly.  A woman without
much domestic inclination will often have a messy litter box or feeding area.  Dogs
are even better for judging this.

·                    Is the art and decoration in her place personal,
professional, or commercial?  A woman with a well-founded sense of domesticity
will often have art of a personal nature, or reflective of her domestic aspirations. 
Professional art demonstrates taste and culture, but could also signal aspirations of
affluent status that could be contra-indicative to domesticity.  Commercial or
popular art shows an investment in her social presentation, which isn’t exactly non-
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domestic, but it does show that she’s subject to social pressures.  If she has a
Twilight poster in her room, for instance, that is telling.  And not particularly
domestic.  A good mixture of all three demonstrates balance, and how they are
presented will tell you how she feels about herself and her home.  An ambitious
display of aphorisms and affirmations demonstrates a low self esteem and idealism
more suited to corporate life than domesticity. 

If her place lacks art entirely . . . go for a one-night stand and move on.  Nothing to see
here.

·                    Décor.  It doesn’t have to look like a magazine article, but are you comfortable
when you go to her place?  Are the colors jarring and discordant, or warm and
comfort-building?  Does she even care about the décor, or is she blatantly
utilitarian?  A couple of small touches that are designed to make a noticeable
difference indicate a good domestic sense.  If she has brick-a-brack, what kind and
how much?  Collections of clowns, angels, kittens, frogs or ducks are generally
warning signs.  Displays of her childhood and teenage achievements, family
photos, and tasteful presentation are all good signs.  If you don’t understand why
something is there, ask her.  If she doesn’t have a funny story or anecdote about it,
that doesn’t bode well.

·                    Does she cook?  While culinary skills are no
guarantee of domesticity, and their lack does not mean a lack of domestic impulse,
they are nonetheless a fair indicator of her inclinations.  Mrs. Ironwood hates
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cooking, but that doesn’t make her any less domestic.  If a woman has a decent set
of cooking utensils, actual ingredients in her refrigerator, and a pantry that contains
shortening, flour, and yeast, those are good signs.  Her offering to cook you a meal
within the first three dates is also a good sign.  Even if you plan on cooking for
your future family, as I do mine, ensuring your future bride knows her way around
the kitchen is highly recommended.

·                    Does she have people over?  There is a decidedly social component to
domesticity.  Women who build nice homes want to show them off and claim the
points.  If your prospective wife doesn’t ever entertain, then one potential reason is
her lack of domesticity.

   ·                 Does she know her neighbors and their names?  Corporate drones can live next to
someone for ten years and never know their names.  Domestically-inclined women
want to know who lives around them.

·                    How often does she change her sheets, and is her laundry up to date?  Do her
towels match? Piles of dirty clothes and perpetually-drying laundry are bad signs. 
Clean towels and sheets are good ones.

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-vNAP5jLJkXI/Uo5etSxmuxI/AAAAAAAAFc0/GRfEBwyo3WI/s1600/draft_lens6226672module49436132photo_1249126762JRDC0288.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 761 of 1013

·                    Is she careful to lock up when she leaves and not leave windows unlocked?  If she
is not that conscientious about her home, she’s not going to be about yours.  Being
security conscious is a domestic ability.

·                    Is her trash and recycling in order, or is it overflowing? 

·                    Has she done anything toward the presentation of her front door?  Domestically-
conscious women are as into making the entrance of their homes attractive as
socially-conscious women are at making an entrance.

How can you actively challenge her domesticity?  Here’s a few ways:

1.                  Tell her to make you a pie . . . but don’t give her any more details than that.  See
how she approaches the matter.  If she refuses outright, get used to a lot of take-
out.  If she buys pre-paid shells and fills them out of a can, or buys frozen pie, then
she might be teachable, but probably not.  If she sees it as a challenge and cranks
out a homemade apple pie made with fresh Granny Smiths and lard, then you have
a winner.  Make sex noises while eating pie.

2.                  Ask her how she would plan your sister’s/niece’s/cousin’s emergency wedding for
sixty people next weekend with a budget of $2000.  See what she comes up with. 
A corporate zombie will snort and say hire someone.  A domestic goddess will
have a themed action-plan and budget projections put together in an hour.

3.                  On a whim, go see a house for sale together.  As you go from room to room ask
her how she would decorate it.  Along the way find out whether she would prefer
city or country life, and what style of house she wants.  If nothing else, the idea of
seeing a house as a “just pretend” exercise will get her thinking about your
potential as a husband and start the panty-dampening process.  Plus you’re there, in
a big ol’ empty house with no one else around.  You’ve got a 50/50 shot at a
quickie if you have decent Game.  More, if the house is affluent enough.
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4.                  Check out her mother’s place.  Domesticity isn’t hereditary, but if her mother has
a strong domestic streak, then it might just be dormant in her fit of corporate
rebellion from gender stereotypes.  Put a ring on it and she often goes the way her
mom did.  So see how comfy your potential future mother-in-law’s place is and
keep that in mind.

Even a strong sense of domesticity is no guarantee of a happy life or a good wife, but without it your
marriage will suffer.  Perhaps terminally.  Figure out in advance what levels of domesticity you crave
in your future and then screen accordingly.  Or get used to Lean Cuisines around the television, bub,
and occasional nights of lackluster sex.  Because in my experience there is a correlation between
domesticity and approachability for lusty shenanigans. 

Once the dishes are done, of course.
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Alpha Move: Master Of The Hall
December 18, 2013 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

While the virtues of domesticity in a wife cannot be overstated, the ability to create and nurture a
home is only one side of the equation.  The ability to share and express this carefully-wrought,
cherished domesticity with others is also a key component of a good Red Pill marriage.  If your wife
is domestic enough to make a comfortable and warm home for your family, then you have an
obligation to properly present her accomplishment with a proper display of hospitality.

Hospitality as a virtue has been de-emphasized in most corners of the western world.  That’s a shame,
as hospitality as a core masculine concept has been around since antiquity.  Zeus Pater was the god of
hospitality in the ancient world.  Of course this was more important when a journey of a hundred
miles might take months, and your survival might depend upon the hospitality of strangers.  A vow of
hospitality made to Zeus between two men from different countries was sometimes symbolized by
breaking a coin or votive disc and giving one half to each man.  To break hospitality with someone so
sworn was to invite divine disaster.

Growing up in the American Southeast gave me an
interesting perspective on hospitality, particularly around the holidays.  Thanksgiving and Christmas
in the South are often elaborate affairs, excuses to flaunt prosperity and achievement, renew family
ties, gossip, show off children and grandchildren, and generally affirm social position.  At the heart of
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this effort is the opening of your home to valued friends, family and colleagues and demonstrating
your ability to be genuinely gracious and hospitable.

Many men consider this responsibility a chore, a tedious exercise in filial bullshit and social
posturing that they too often come out the poorer for.  That is because they do not understand the full
implications of this display, either socially or within their marriage.  They do not realize the valuable
potential for buffing their Alpha through being perceived – by their wives and everyone else – as
Master of the Hall.

When a couple opens up their home to entertain there are certain areas that must be seen to: food,
drink, facilities, entertainment.  And while most dudes are content with a bag of chips and a keg, a
big screen television, and a working toilet for their comfort, the goal of hospitality is not just feeding
and entertaining people, it’s a high level social display.

As every wife knows (or should) when you have people over you are inviting them to inspect and
judge you.  And as every wife knows, forestalling that judgment by not entertaining doesn’t postpone
that judgment indefinitely, it cements it.  By entertaining well and demonstrating a sincere home and
a gracious hospitality you help boost your wife’s position in the Matrix . . . and properly done that
can raise your relative SR in her eyes tremendously.

How do you go about this?  Start by refusing to be a victim of the holidays and embrace your role as
host.  Yes, that means a lot of ass-busting work on your part, but lazy isn’t ALPHA.  Pitch into the
pre-event cleaning with dedication and thoroughness.  If nothing else, hearing how your wife spent a
week cleaning and you didn’t lift a finger isn’t going to do you any favors in the bedroom.  Figure out
what needs to be done in terms of repair and cleaning and handle your business.

Cultivating a proactive, not reactive attitude toward the event will give you an advantage.  If you
know that the four areas of hospitality – food, drink, comfort and entertainment – are involved, you
plan accordingly.

Food

A bag of chips might be appropriate for a football
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game, but it’s actually quite easy to impress your guests with your table without expending dozens of
hours in the kitchen.  If neither one of you cook, then relying on catering instead of serving a
trainwreck of a buffet or dinner might be less dramatic of a presentation, but it does demonstrate class
and attention to detail.  More importantly it places the comfort of your guests at the forefront.
 Practically speaking, few of us can devote the time, knowledge, and resources to creating delicious,
well-presented food from scratch and remain at all charming.  (I can, but I am an aberration).  In a
pinch, you can focus on one or two signature dishes and buy the rest.

Your menu selection is important, regardless of whether you made it or bought it.  Ensure that there
are at least a few all-vegetarian dishes available.  For bonus points or a diverse crowd, make certain
you have at least one Kosher and Vegan dish prepared.  This need not be extensive.  A fruit or pickle
plate and an all-vegetable casserole is easy enough to prepare or procure.

Presentation is at least as important.  Nothing demonstrates your dedication to hospitality more than
your willingness to present your food in an attractive and pleasing manner.  “First we eat with our
eyes”, so make sure your food is pretty, attractively displayed, and fresh.  At Stately Ironwood Manor
we garnish.  Everything.  We’re just that way.

But the plate it’s on is as important to presentation as the scallions on top, so don’t hesitate to get out
the good china for the occasion.  Hell, that’s what it is there for.  Use serving platters for meats,
attractive serving bowls for food and wicker baskets for breads and such.  Invest in some cloth
napkins to dress your table, and for the sake of all the gods of hospitality get a decent tablecloth.

Ensure that each dish has the appropriate serving utensil and make sure that the plates, napkins and
silverware are in close proximity.  Also make certain there is a place for trash nearby and a clear spot
for dirty dishes.  Never let any item on your table get below 1/3 empty before removing it, or moving
it to a smaller container.  Make certain salt and pepper (and hot sauce, should the occasion demand)
are also available.

If it is a full buffet, make sure that the traffic flow is managed and that everyone gets what they need
in correct order.  If it is light hors d'oeuvres or snacks, keep the area from looking like a bomb went
off by checking it regularly.  And keep the trash and dishes from piling up.  If that means you need to
jump into the kitchen to wash a few real quick, everyone will understand.

Beverages
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Almost as important as the food at your event is your beverage
selection.  The soft drink side of this is relatively easy: soda, diet soda, caffeine-free soda, water.
 Add in lemonade if there will be children present and iced tea if you live in the South.  Coffee, tea,
and hot cocoa should be available as well, as needed, particularly in cooler weather. Coffee should be
freshly made with sugar, artificial sweetener, and cream available.  Making a pot of decaf,
particularly late in the day, is often recommended.

Make sure you have enough glasses, and have extra disposable cups at hand just in case.  Stock
napkins aplenty, and keep coasters at hand.  People will judge you about coasters, and you don’t want
to hear about a tiny detail like that for the rest of the season.  Get some damn coasters.  Running out
of ice is never a good sign, so make sure you have a cooler of it in reserve.

Hard drinks are another matter.  One can go broke with an open bar, particularly if one has my in-
laws.  Ensuring that you have Scotch, Rum, Tequila, Bourbon, etc. is an expensive prospect.  What I
usually do is mix up a big batch of a signature cocktail ahead of time and then provide a small but
select number of other spirits for people who want something in particular.  Add one good beer and a
few bottles each of red and white wine.  Keep the white chilled, the red at room temperature.

Comfort
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This realm involves the comfort of your guests.  That
begins in the bathroom, where you have ensured that there is a goodly supply of toilet paper and all
incriminating prescriptions have been removed from the
medicine cabinet.  Cotton balls, tissues, and an empty trash can, along with discreetly concealed
feminine hygiene products, are all mandatory.  Towels and extra towels should be provided, and
make sure you get out the good soap.  Clear away toothbrushes, deodorant and other personal items.

Make sure you have a well-stocked first-aid kit on hand, and for that matter get a cheap sewing kit,
glasses repair kit, and that you have the following drugs on hand: Immodium, Benedryl, AZO
Standard,  aspirin, ibuprofen, acetaminophen, pseudophedrine.  Ensure that you have a private place
for someone to nurse or change a baby, a place for coats to be securely held, and that the thermostat
is set at a decent level.  Having a quiet place someone can lay down is also recommended.

If possible, see to the ambiance of your place by starting a fire in the fireplace.  Nothing projects
warmth like fire.  Candles, too, add to the effect.  If your guests smoke, make sure you have a decent
place for them to do so outside, with a convenient place for their butts.

Never argue or fight in front of your guests.  When you are Master of the Hall, then you deal with
your conflicts in private, or postpone them.  Do not undermine the appearance that you are the perfect
couple by trying to enlist your guests in your private issues.  Nothing makes a guest more
uncomfortable.

Entertainment
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This is a bit more difficult, because it is subtle.  If your guests are sports oriented then having a game
on in the background is going to make them feel more at home.  Just keep the volume low, unless the
game is the focus of the evening.  If they are more arts oriented, then consider something with a
broader appeal, if you have to have the television on at all.  Or, if you lack a fireplace of your own,
consider putting a video of a fireplace on your television.  Even electronic fire projects the illusion of
warmth.

Music is almost mandatory.  Keep the volume low and the tunes soft and non-distracting. Stay away
from anything controversial or discordant.

Children

If you have kids, this is a no-brainer.  If you don’t, be sure you have a few kid-oriented activities
(coloring books, crayons, videogames, etc.) to occupy their time, and be sure to have kid-friendly
snacks and beverages at hand.  And no, Bloody Mary Mix is not an acceptable child-friendly
beverage.

Time Management
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The temptation exists to either spend all of your time
with your guests or all of your time keeping the party running, but you should alternate both in fifteen
minute cycles.  Spend a quarter hour handling maintenance – toilet paper and ice check, dishes,
glasses, trash, etc. Then spend a quarter hour greeting and mingling with guests by yourself.  A
quarter-hour back on maintenance, and then a quarter-hour mingling at your wife’s side.

That’s an important point: a woman’s role in the Female Social Matrix is established in part by how
secure her marriage is.  Being demonstrably affectionate and united in purpose, jovial and visibly
happy in each others’ company, you build her position in the Matrix.  Ignoring your wife allows her
to be targeted by unscrupulous guests, so don’t be afraid to mate-guard if necessary.

Wrap-up

There comes a point where the party is decidedly over . . . but
there are always one or two lingerers.  If they’re close friends, get them to help with the cleanup.  If
they aren’t, offer to call them a cab.  In extreme situations you may offer them a place to crash and
sleep it off, but try to avoid that unless you can’t in good conscience send them out into the world.
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These are just a few suggestions for having a Very Alpha Holiday Season, if you’re a Red Pill
husband.  Demonstrating your value through your ability to successfully host a social even can pay
huge dividends on the marital front.

But every party also carries the risk of drama.  Don’t let that scare you.  How you deal with adversity
is one of the things she admires about you . . . and it’s your damn house.  If you want to throw your
 drunk-ass brother-in-law out, go ahead.

There’s nothing Beta about that.
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Red Pill 2014: Extra Strength
January 3, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

If I had to sum up my experience with the Red Pill in 2013 I think the clinical research term "serious
adverse events" would express it nicely.  That's what gets reported during a drug study when things
go seriously south for some reason.  It may have nothing to do with the med, or everything to do with
it, but a SAE indicates that the regular protocol of the study has, in some way, been challenged.

If one uses a drug study as a metaphor - an apt one for the Red Pill - then 2012 would have been
Phase I, when I figured out the nuts and bolts, began to understand the underlying dynamics, and
witnessed first hand the effect of taking charge of my relationship, my family, and my life.  I took my
wife on a Big Date, helped her through some difficulties at work, and demonstrated (not dictated) that
I was the Captain of my little ship, the lord of Stately Ironwood Manor.

I saw my family prosper, my career surge, and my relationship with my wife blossom sexually and
emotionally.  We capped it with a Vegas vacation and hopeful expectations for the new year.  2012
demonstrated to me the efficacy of male dominance and Married Game in leading my house, not just
being my wife's husband and my kid's father.  In 2012 Red Pill Phase I was a qualified success.

Of course, as they say, anyone can be a good scoutmaster at a court of honor.  But when the scout is
bleeding and you're 15 miles from the nearest road, that's the true test of a scoutmaster.  Taking the
Red Pill under relatively normal suburban professional conditions was one thing . . . but could the
principals behind the Red Pill stand up to adversity?

Enter 2013: the year of Serious Adverse Events.

Let's begin with my son's abduction, the consequences of which we are still dealing with.  When
someone takes your kid without your knowledge or permission with potentially harmful intent, even
if they bring him back, and then declares their intention of repeating the crime, it challenges your
sense of security and normalcy to the extreme.  I cannot help but reflect how I would have responded
pre-Red Pill and compare it to how I responded post-Red Pill.

BLUE PILL: Would have protested and played the Outraged Father for a few moments, then grimly
stood back and let my wife lead the discussion, abandoning the course of events to her decision-
making under the guise of "deferring to her matronly wisdom out of husbandly respect".  We would
likely have been cajoled and persuaded to let the matter pass, no harm, no foul.

RED PILL: Took the lead and aggressively challenged the school administration's policies, got the
state board involved, reviewed the pertinent laws and regulations, and demanded accountability and
change.  Regardless of what effects my actions may or may not have had (people were fired), my
approach to the matter was dramatically altered by the Red Pill perspective.  I went in as a dominant
force, not a quietly glowering and ultimately ineffectual crutch for my wife.  Indeed, while Mrs.
Ironwood did supply a lot of the data and the "good cop" persuasion in our deliberations, I
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consistently led the discussion and provided verbal muscle when things faltered.

RESULT: Mrs. Ironwood was immensely pleased how I handled the matter, taking the verbal point to
keep her from having to do so.  I was physically protective and dominating which allowed her to do
the verbal dueling in her sweet Southern manner.  We worked with near telepathic efficiency, and
when it came to her wanting to hamster off into dark corners I held her firmly to the task.  No
excuses.  No rationalizations.  All accountability.

Next, let's examine the other big deal in 2013, my Niece (and former nanny) using our distraction
with the abduction and the lengthy recover to rob us blind.

BLUE PILL: I would have pronounced my profound disappointment and frustration and then sank
back into a gloom while Mrs. Ironwood did damage control.  Would have likely allowed filial
pressure and the "forgiveness" vibe persuade me to allow her to go on with her downward spiral, my
hands washed of her.  Spice is an ugly drug to get addicted to, and I would have probably tried to get
her into some sort of group assistance plan.  Hell, I might even have been persuaded to pay for it.

RED PILL: Once the nature and extent of my Niece's (and her boyfriend's) larceny became clear -
and it was extensive, they'd been going through our attic, my wife and daughter's jewelry boxes, my
shed, stolen the kid's electronics and pawned them, etc - I kicked her out, went to the police with the
evidence, and had warrants issued for them both.  Since she was a family member my homeowners'
insurance didn't cover it, but I didn't let that stop me.

RESULT: Both of them are now at-large, running from the law.  When the time comes, I will testify
to put her in jail.  I want him to understand the unique joy of being the prettiest Quaker boy on the
cellblock for a few months.  I'm not worried one bit that I have ruined their lives by prosecuting them
for a felony, as I would have been in my Blue Pill days.  Once I took charge of the boat, my focus
became my family.  When she elected herself out of that category by openly betraying our generosity,
she got out of my boat.  As much as I still love her, I also understand that how I react and respond to
this has a far, far larger impact on my children and their perception of me than whatever happens to
her.  My first duty, under the Red Pill, is my wife and children.  Fuck with that and you're putting
your pecker in the pincers, no excuses.  My remaining duty to my Niece involves holding her
Accountable.  See a pattern evolving here?

Lastly, let's examine the dramatic shift of personal dynamics at Stately Ironwood Manor:  After the
abduction and my niece's shenanigans were keeping us busy, Mrs. Ironwood sustained a major
assault on her career by a former mentor who decided to crab-basket her former pupil out of the
limelight . . . by challenging her integrity.  Almost none of you know Mrs. Ironwood personally, but
let me assure you that Mrs. I protects her integrity like a Vestal protects her virtue.  It is to her
industry what creativity is to mine.

BLUE PILL: I would have advised her to bite the bullet, accept the tacit admission of wrongdoing
and a fault on her integrity, and slog through a job that she otherwise loved and that we had already
sacrificed so much for.  I would have offered to sacrifice even more, taking on additional household
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burdens to keep her in her job.  I would have praised her diligence and duty to her family, making
light of the implications of her continued employment.

RED PILL:  I told her to quit her fucking job.

That's a big deal.  When you, as a couple, have devoted more than a decade to a particular career and
have made sacrifices and life changes to accommodate it, you both have a stake in that career.  Mrs. I
left a fulfilling, financially rewarding post with a prestigious title and a springboard into the
stratosphere of her industry . . . because her kids and husband needed her more than she needed a
career.

(Lean into that, bitches.)

Don't mistake me, Mrs. I hasn't left her industry.  She's just gone from full-time rock star executive to
part-time work-from-home consultant and author.  As a result she has taken a severe pay cut, and our
household income dove by more than half.  More importantly, she's able to pick the kids up from
school every day and oversee their homework, keep the house picked up (I still do the lion's share of
the cooking, thankfully), and generally provide maternal support for our three middle schoolers . . .
and wifely support for me.

I still remember the day she told me she was terminated, vividly.  She looked me in the eye tearfully
and told me, bluntly, "So, you wanted to do the stay-at-home-wife, dominant-husband thing, Ian?
 Well, you're about to get it . . . good and hard!"

Note to all you nascent Red Pill husbands out there: it is oftentimes easier to deal with a spirited
resistance to your establishment of your dominance than it is to get sudden and critical support for it.
 When your wife essentially tells you that she's not just accepting your leadership, but demanding it,
then you'll know real pressure.  It's easy to spar with her.  You get points for witty banter.  But when
she looks at you with tears in her eyes and says "What are we going to do?" . . . and expects you to
form a cogent answer . . . then you'll know the real test of the Red Pill's power.

You'll either fold or you will hold.  And there is no real way to test for that without actually doing it.

It was all gamesmanship up to then.  But when your family takes three huge knocks in short
succession, you can't tamely go back to the Blue Pill days, retreating into the comfort of mediocrity
and anonymity.  If you respond to the challenge of adversity with timidity and resignation you lose.
 Because if you lose respect in your wife's eyes through your failure to lead, or throw it back on her
with "well, you're still responsible for half of the bills!", or any other asinine response, you lose.  The
only practical Red Pill response to the serious adverse event of Mrs. I's unemployment was to Shut
Up And Be The Fucking Captain.

RESULTS:
I could have done any number of things, in that situation.  Under the Blue Pill it would have been
permissible to whine, pout, complain, bitch, moan, blame her, blame her former employer, rant
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ineffectively, plot in obscurity, write a bunch of pointless letters, undermine her confidence, and
demand she find another job at once.

What I actually did . . . was double down on the Red Pill.  I became the Patriarch my family needed,
that she needed.  Instead of bitching about bills, I used the opportunity to take my overly-entitled
children and teach them the Fine Art Of Being Broke.  Not "being poor" -- different skill set -- but
being broke.  Little things, like how to leverage free events and the library and other social things into
meaningful experiences.  How to shop on a budget.  How to fix a car on a budget.  Prioritizing bills
and expenses.  That sort of thing.

Further, I put my money where my mouth was.  Mrs. I's loss of salary, even with unemployment
benefits, was pretty huge.  I'm a writer.  I make my living on the rent other people pay to stay at my
castles in the air.  So I built more castles.  Last year, if you count up all of my various pseudonyms, I
published 9 books in addition to a full-time job, this blog, and my Daddy duties.  I pushed for the
lowest-hanging fruit, leveraged my largest audience, and applied my nose rigorously to the
grindstone.  Instead of bitching and moaning, I got off my ass and tried to write my way out of the
problem.

As a result, my kids had a far, far better Christmas than anyone could have expected, and the
Ironwoods entered the new year without outstanding debt in arrearage.  I held myself accountable.  I
wasn't going to depend on Mrs. I to come up with her half of the bills, a la the "equal partnership"
rule, because this wasn't an equal partnership.  We don't have equality.  We have equilibrium.  And
the Red Pill dictates that when one side is weakened, the other side compensates.  I refused to
consider it "her responsibility" to get a new job, not when our kids really did need her the most, I saw
it as my responsibility to do everything in my power to facilitate that.  In this case that meant making
more money.  Simple as that.

But beyond the financial, her appreciation of my dominant position in the family has allowed her to
keep her shit together under some truly trying circumstances.  Sometimes all I had to do was stand
there, like an immovable rock, and be a point of stability she clung to while she wept and let her
emotions sweep over her.  Sometimes she needed me to step up and enforce my role as Patriarch with
the kids, unapologetically and without a trace of weakness.  Sometimes she needed me to intercede
with a client or a creditor or a teacher to allow her to get something done.

And always she wanted my praise, my approval, and yes, my guidance.  While she didn't want my
criticism, she bore it, and bore it gracefully for the most part.  We had some tense times with all of
those Serious Adverse Events, but the truth of the matter is that if I hadn't stepped it up and taken the
helm with a firm, dominant hand, our ship would have veered off into the reef a hundred times.

So 2014, I so declare, will be the Year of the Red Pill, Extra Strength.  If anything, I have seen just
how effective the Red Pill, Married Game, and an enlightened and pragmatic understanding of gender
relations and heterosexuality can be in your life.  With a positive outlook on masculinity, a fresh look
at femininity, and a lot of sex and communication, the Ironwoods are going to double-down on the
Red Pill this year.  We're going to embrace Patriarchy 2.0 and enjoy the hell out of our marriage,
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SAEs be damned.

As our youngest has frequently said through this last year, "Tough times don't last, tough people do",
and we've lasted through some of the toughest we've seen.  We're still here.  I'm still writing. And
there are plenty of fellas out there who need a good dose of Red Pill this year, so let's get to work.
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Wife Test: Attractiveness
January 17, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Well, fellas, it's time to boldly throw our dicks on the third rail of the intergender dating/mating
discussion.  We're going to discus your future wife's attractiveness.

Attractiveness is not beauty.  Neither is it the ability to smear high-priced cosmetics across your
face and hope the price tag automatically buffs your appearance.  Attractiveness is one of the
keystone attributes of femininity, like it or not, and while sexuality is certainly a dominating factor in
its assessment and importance, it is by no means the entirety of the feminine motivation to be
attractive.   A woman who knows how to be attractive knows how to adapt her appearance and
demeanor in subtle ways to present a different presentation appropriate to the social situation.  

Attractiveness is not an in-born trait -- beauty is.  Attractiveness is not bound by youth or age or dress
size. When you evaluate your potential future bride on the basis of her attractiveness, how hot she is -
believe it or not - should be a relatively minor consideration.  Whether or not she can make and keep
herself attractive is far more important.

Most men simply do not appreciate the high art that feminine beauty and
fashion entails for a woman of even modest means if she's to make even a half-hearted attempt at
being attractive.  We're spoiled by the ten-minute shit/shower/shave routine we mastered when we
were twenty and haven't varied much in the decades since.  We appreciate the result of her efforts of
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course . . . sometimes . . . but we rarely appreciate the hours and hours of study and experimentation a
woman has to undertake before she can say that she's mastered the art.

It's complicated, and many short-sighted men consider it a waste.  But the importance of a woman's
ability to be attractive is a fundamental cornerstone of your relationship with your wife, just as much
as your ability to hold down a decent job.  This is especially important if a man has aspirations of
having a family, but not for the obvious reasons.  A wife certainly needs to maintain her husband's
attraction, but far beyond that a mother has to be able to navigate the much-harder channels of the
Mommy Matrix.

Tarting yourself up enough to get an erection out of your husband is easy.  Dressing up with just the
right
focus on fashion, cosmetics, hair, shoes and accessories to communicate your position and rank to the
rest of the Mommy Matrix is the real challenge.  Husbands who dismiss this factor as unimportant
are inadvertently dismissing a very important element in their wive's social matrix.  Really, it doesn't
matter whether or not you'd do her . . . she can whip her girls out and get that reaction.

When she asks "How do I look?", she's looking for validation of her selection and reaction to the
end-product of her efforts.  She's not trying to be sexually attractive, she's trying to be socially
attractive, and those standards are very different.

It's often been said that women dress for other women, not men, and there's a lot of truth to that.  But
I would say it's more important to realize that women have to dress for women first, unless they are
overtly mating, before they are concerned with the judgment of men.

Mating is, of course, inextricably wound with attractiveness in that it is
the perpetual force that impels feminine action even when no actual mating is going on.  Mating is
the context for attraction.  But it is important to understand that the perceptions of men and women on
the subject are largely filtered by their perspective.  Men see feminine attractiveness from the
perspective of judgment, while women see it from the perspective of competition.

Women do not make themselves attractive to attract men, they make themselves attractive to
socially dominate women by displaying their ability to attract men.  Being attractive to a woman
is the social equivalent of having big muscles as a dude.  Just displaying them acts as a deterrent
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against potential competition.  But like big muscles, attractiveness requires constant maintenance
and no little expense.

Many men will mistake beauty and youth for attractiveness.  They see their wives in their prime
reproductive years when their hormonally-charged young bodies are buffing their base attractiveness.
 "Natural Beauty" is a big draw, of course, and the frosting of youth makes it all that more appealing.

But when you're evaluating your future bride, you should look beyond "Natural Beauty" and take a
cold, hard look at what Mrs. Ironwood calls "girl skills": her ability to make herself appropriately
socially attractive.

The Wife Test: Wardrobe Madness

When Mrs. Ironwood and I first started co-habitating, we were young,
poor, broke all the time . . . and compelled to be very social.  We were at that age where some of our
friends were getting married, some were having kids, and some were dying young.  One particular
weekend found us hitting the jackpot: our social and filial obligations promised a very, very full
Saturday.

We began the day with a 6 year old birthday party, then progressed to a business luncheon, thence to
a memorial service and lastly to a formal night-time wedding.  Four separate wardrobe changes.  Four
hours on the road between engagements.  Brutal.

Mrs. I didn't blink.  Chalk it up to her own mother's training in such matters, her debutante skills or
her extended stint running a retail cosmetics counter, the future Mrs. I managed all four wardrobe
changes, including three footwear changes, in the car on the way.  She arrived at each even properly
attired and made-up, displaying the proper accessories and shoes for the occasion and comporting
herself with dignity and grace.

At one point I realized that the elegant young woman dancing with the groom was the same one who
had squatted in the middle of a ring of six-year-olds for a rousing game of duck-duck-goose that
morning, and then had cried in earnest sympathy with our grieving friends that afternoon.  She still
looked as if she'd spent all day at the salon.  Her versatility and knowledge of her own capability
for attractiveness demonstrated a competency and dedication that I found admirable . . . and
highly desirable in a mate.
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When vetting your future bride, consider a similar challenge: several
different social events in rapid succession, requiring a re-tooling of her presentation for each.
 Moving from formal to business to casual to other in no particular order will be a challenge worth
observing.  Believe it or not, how attractive she is really isn't the most important factor in this test.

Things to consider: Does she complain bitterly about the pressure or does she accept it gracefully?  Is
she demanding and disrespectful as she completes her transformation, or does she do so coolly and
without recrimination?  Does she blame you for stuff that is clearly outside of your control?  Does
she arrive more or less complete, or does she need another 15 minutes in the ladies' room to finish
up?  Does she have a wardrobe sufficient for her needs or does she try to employ clothes that are not
quite appropriate to the occasion?  Does she have the proper undergarments and outergarments to
support her wardrobe selection?  Is she vocally critical about some perceived flaw in her features, or
does she work with what she has without complaint?  And how is the final product?  Is the juice
worth the squeeze?

And just how long did it take?  That can be a vital metric to know.
 I once had a girlfriend who couldn't get ready to go to class without three wardrobe changes and a 45
minute temper-tantrum about her hair.  Formal occasions were nightmares, a perpetual blow to her
self-esteem.  Mrs. Ironwood usually only needs 20-30 minutes for everyday prep, twice that for
business or formal.  That's not unreasonable.
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Remember, the end result should be evaluated on a relative basis, not how hard she makes your dick.
 Appropriate dress and makeup for the occasion is key, as is preparation and execution.

She need not turn every head in the room, but as long as she looks good on your arm she's achieved
her goal.  Few women really want to be the most attractive woman in the room . . . just one of the
more attractive.  Out-shining the other women singles her out for unwanted attention, not from male
lotharios but from female be-yatches who are looking to score social points by cutting down the weak
and poorly-dressed.

Of course it goes without saying that the sexual attraction side of things should get some attention,
too.  While you're probably pretty happy just to have her boobs in your face, a woman who has
mastered the art of attraction remembers that her sexual presentation is as important as her sexual
performance.  Being able to dress formal, business or casual for a particular event should be
complemented by the ability to appear enticingly attractive in an intimate setting.

Shucking off the little black dress at the end of the night should be able to lead to pulling on
something more seductive, and repairing your hair and make-up appropriately, not Noxema and
comfy jammies.  Being able to segue from attractive-formal to attractive intimate without fuss or
hand-wringing is the epitome of a woman's attractiveness skills.

Being able to maintain your attractiveness over the years is also important, much to the dismay of
feminists everywhere.  Age might sap her beauty, but it doesn't necessarily decrease her
attractiveness.  Those skills stay with her.  Indeed, fighting the effects of gravity, slower metabolism
and age in general make attractiveness a high feminine art.  Mistaking youth for beauty or
attractiveness has led to some depressingly lackluster pairings.

And while some women don't feel obligated to make themselves up for their husbands on the basis
that they don't feel the need to impress him, and they feel that he's already seen what she has a
million times, wiser women understand that feminine allure is a subtle art that demands study,
dedication, and no little expense to do well.  Deciding that you don't need to make the effort for
hubby anymore might sound "mature" but what it actually is (whether he voices this or not) is

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-nHVYgrBTPg0/UtlewKc-GKI/AAAAAAAAFgY/B6Mc-TqGqxU/s1600/0d32ec68147bfeb14f600f7636f792b3.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 782 of 1013

"disrespectful".  When you decide your husband just doesn't care, so why make the effort, you're
telling him subconsciously that you no longer consider his opinion valuable.

When you just stop trying because he's not telling you how ravishing you look to your satisfaction,
regardless of what you think is going on, he'll notice.  And not in a good way.  Once he notices that
you aren't trying anymore, his attraction to you is almost destined to fail eventually without
intervention.  It also deprives him of the opportunity to sincerely complement your efforts on his
own.  And that's a dangerous first step toward seeking validation of your femininity from somewhere
else.

Attractiveness is a slippery issue, highly subjective and open to interpretation.  but it's also a key
Wife Skill, and one that should be vetted for religiously.
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Husbands Are Not Handbags
January 27, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

You know that feminism is starting to realize it has a problem when they start trying to praise men.

Bless their little hearts, when the feminist establishment recently took a good hard look at all of the
high-profile success stories of female CEOs, politicians, and senior administrators, among the
commonalities of experience was this: most female power players enjoyed the support of a
devoted househusband in the shadows.  In other words, they didn't get where they were without a
man's help.  This article over on HuffPo by Anne-Marie Slaughter, amusingly entitled Behind Every
Great Woman Is A Great Man explores the idea, foreign to feminism, that gosh darn it maybe
husbands aren't such a bad idea after all for the up-and-coming career woman.  Heck, they're now as
stylish as a Prada bag.

 According to a recent study of high-profile female executives who identify as feminist, having a
helpful hubby is about as essential as a Prada bag to get ahead in the corporate world.  Beyond the
glass ceiling you can’t have it all without the help of a man, it seems.  Every leaning-in woman,
apparently, has a trusty, devoted Beta boy in the background picking up kids, ironing the pleats in her
skirt, and otherwise making her look good.  Docile, well-domesticated Beta husbands have become
an essential accessory for the metropolitan feminist matriarch.

Of course, most of these super-supportive “househusbands” are as white, wealthy, and privileged as
their ambitious wives, so they can spare plenty of time for nurturing duty by throwing money at
problems that ordinary husbands and fathers have to deal with.  Being a great dad and hubby is
easier, I'd imagine, when you have a housekeeper, nanny and a landscaping service.  But the data is
clear: progressive corporate feminists should get married to superBetas to enhance their chances of
success.  

The premise of the argument is that if competition and ambition are good for women to demonstrate,
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then caring and compassion and a desire to raise their children and be a part of their lives are just as
good for men to demonstrate.  Because, according to Slaughter "

We don't observe that desire on the part of many men today, in the same way that we didn't used
to see the competitive side of women." 

This, despite the fact that there are tens of thousands of men who desperately desire to do just that,
but have been prohibited from doing so by a women-oriented family court system.  This, despite the
dramatic rise in the number of dads who are dispensing care and enjoying it.  Despite this gross
misrepresentation of the deep masculine desire to father (she can't bring herself to use the term,
selecting the gender-neutral "caregiving" instead), Slaughter insists "Men are still socialized to
groom their competitive instincts and suppress their caring sides."

Well, duh.  

You wanna know why?  It's a big secret: because sex is the primary motivational factor in a
man's life, and being socialized to groom their caring sides gets them personally, socially, and
psychologically mangled in the pursuit of that motivating factor.  Men groom their competitive
instincts because they compete for the attention and the sexual availability of women.
 And yes, we are groomed to suppress our caring sides, because over-empathizing with your
competitors is counter-indicated to the whole idea of competition.  But to conclude that it is
therefore missing or underdeveloped is an error.  

Men suppress their caring sides until needed,
otherwise they become whiny Gamma nightmare Nice Guys.   And to reinforce the idea that
having their caring, nurturing sides groomed is a poor mating strategy, just watch what happens
when a man so-groomed goes out into the sexual marketplace. Watch how the women he meets,
including the corporate feminists, recoil with loathing as he demonstrates how caring and non-
competitive he is.Those guys end up in lackluster marriages (if any) where their wives have clearly
settled and the gamma male in question is largely superfluous until she bangs someone better. 
I've seen these poor idiots actually apologize to their wives for "driving them into the arms of
another man" by their self-loathing.   It certainly does not improve his attractiveness to women in
the slightest, and all the HuffPo articles in the world aren't going to suddenly make them find
them so.
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That puts feminism in the ironic light of attempting to glorify men, in some minute form or fashion,
and from this missive it’s clear that this is territory that they are both unfamiliar with and clearly
untalented in.  Their attempts are so feminist-laden in perspective that they don’t realize just how
humiliating this is for the poor Betas in question.  

They feel that they are doing these men and society a favor, by glorifying their willingness to
abandon or postpone their own ambitions for those of their power-hungry wives.  They think that
extolling the nurturing virtues of men will somehow detract from the four decades of systematic male
abuse that has spewed forth from feminist pages. 

But the truly, deliciously ironic thing about this is that they are in fact objectifying these men, as well
and truly as any man has when expressing a preference in cup sizes.  They have made these Betazoids
and their nurturing virtues – they can’t quite bring themselves to call it “fatherhood” – into the latest
adornment on their vanities by their half-hearted, tepid praise.  They seek to praise these men by
invoking their feminine virtues, not their masculine ones. 

Think of whom these articles are designed for: women who are “leaning in”, young ambitious career
feminists eager to step on a ladder of dicks on a daily basis to advance their career aspirations.  In a
publication designed to inform women, en masse, about the expectations of the female social matrix. 
Huffington Post just put the scrotums of Betas on the rack like limited-edition Italian designer
handbags.  Every ambitious young executive feminist woman should have one to be in the club, only
. . . there seems to be a deplorable shortage of dudes willing to sign up for that lackluster gig.

Why?  Because even as they extol the virtues of these pro Beta men, they can’t disguise their unease
and disgust with themselves for doing so.  Nor can they repair the damage done for the last two
generations to the very men they stalk with a condescending pat on the head.  So the faint praise with
which they are damning those poor husbands is ironically pointing out just why a quality dude should
shy away from such a relationship. 

I’m not talking out of my ass here.  I’ve been a househusband.  I’m still as much housekeeper as
householder, with Mrs. Ironwood working from home, and yeah, I provide a lot of basic support for
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the family.

But the cold fact is, Ladies, it is different for a man.  You essentially just patted those dudes on the
head for non-masculine virtues.  The social reality is that publicly praising a husband for his
housekeeping and caregiving is the functional way to lose points for him, no matter how darn
good he is at it. 
 
 That's equivalent of a dude bragging to his friends, “Yeah, she’s got a face like a trainwreck and
she’s lousy in the sack, but she makes so much cash I don’t have to lift a goddamn finger!”  It might
be a practical advantage, but you don’t score social points for it.  On the contrary, you lose points.

Women might appreciate another woman’s househusband intellectually and emotionally, but they
don’t find him attractive for it.  Other men don’t look upon a high-end househusband with envy, but
with pity.  No man wants to be in a relationship where he’s doomed to be the junior partner
forever . . . not if he wants the respect of his male peers.

Their willingness to submit, economically and legally, to the realities of the post-industrial world and
accept whatever custody-and-divorce settlement her lawyers can negotiate for her make these
domesticated Betas little more than prized pets for their wives – sorry, “executive domestic
partners”.   

And the feminist establishment’s lackluster attempt to add fictitious value to the men who sacrifice
their masculine ambitions for the security of their wife’s paycheck insults the very real masculine
values at play here.  Nurturing fatherhood and husbandly support are, indeed, worthy
expressions of masculinity, but only in complement to other, far more Alpha qualities. 
Attempting to downplay the nature of masculine nurturing in the context of a robust masculinity and
elevate it’s purely Beta is about as emasculating as it gets. 
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These men don’t need to be valued for their nurturing.  They need to be acknowledged as Fathers and
Husbands, the traditional titles of such men, and celebrated for their accomplishments independent of
their wives’ busy lives.  Celebrating their domestic mastery is a lovely way to round out a respectful
ode to these men, but not as the focus.  Goddess knows they don’t hear it often enough from their
wives, no doubt.  In fact, in their attempts to extol the virtues of a junior male domestic partner, these
women miss the grim reality that is the life of a Domesticated Beta Husband.

I know more than a few of these guys.  In some cases they enjoy successful careers themselves – just
not as successful as their wives.  In others they have been forced by fate or circumstance or economic
necessity to take over the housekeeping duties of the home.  They did not do it by native inclination. 

But what the feminist elite doesn’t mention about these men is the reality of their lives.  Perhaps life
on the Upper West Side is different from the rest of the nation, but elsewhere the life of a career
woman’s househusband is fraught with all sorts of issues, almost none of them revolving around his
“intimidation” by his wife’s power.  More often than not the couples are in marriage counseling and
frequently are on the verge of divorce under the strain of the relationship.  But he rarely counts
himself as lucky to have found such a productive breadwinner.  Strutting around proudly about how
important your wife is gets you ostracized from male and female society.  No dude wants to brag
about how his wife is always too busy with work to spend time with him. And no one wants to
associate with the dude who can't make it without a woman's help.
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Let’s take a look at the sexual dynamic in such a
relationship.  Someone should – feminism wants to ignore it, pretend that everything will work out
nice and tidy in the bedroom.  The cold reality is that women who out-earn their husbands, or whose
husbands are unemployed or are genuinely responsible for the house as a full time SAHD are largely
unattracted to their menfolk.  When a working dude does laundry it’s a godsend for most wives. 
When a househusband does laundry it’s an occasion for criticism about how he folds towels.  It damn
sure ain’t foreplay.

Sexually, career women have a hard time with relationships with Beta husbands.  One couple I know
seems a perfect example.  Ten years ago the wife was a successful attorney and the husband a low-
level transportation manager and “full time dad” who was lauded in my progressive neighborhood as
a sign of the perfect post-industrial family unit.  She made the majority of the money, he kept the
house and took care of their daughter. 

The problem was that after a working day filled with high-Alpha males the wife would come home to
hear the husband talking about his “work” at home with the kid . . . and to her it sounded like
unbearable whining, not a discussion of goals and accomplishments.  Certainly not the sort of thing to
dampen panties. 

As she began to withdraw physically, he tried to Beta-out and be Superdad in an effort to appeal to
her.  As everyone in the Manosphere should be able to predict by now, after some initial damp praise
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the wife just got more and more resentful that her underemployed husband was enjoying all the
benefits of parenthood while she slaved away at the office 60 hours a week.  The pristine state of the
house no longer mattered – everything he did was subject to criticism and fault.  Superdad did not
dampen panties. 

They considered having another kid but elected to buy a bigger house first.  They bought the one next
door so they could oversee the renovation.  At first things evened out – he looked more Alpha as he
oversaw the construction, she responded to the hope of better times with a more receptive attitude –
but it was a very short-lived solution.  As the new home neared completion, the old problems
returned with a vengeance.  The wife decided she wasn’t happy.  The husband got resentful over his
powerless status in the relationship.  Instead of feeling celebrated as a husband and father, he was
castigated as being lazy and entitled. 

Eventually they both had affairs.  She took up with one of the alpha
male attorneys she knew from work, he indulged in a tawdry bit of infidelity with a younger college
girl who saw his nurturing as attractive and his wife as an ungrateful bitch who did not know how to
appreciate a good man.  She cheated first.  The whole thing blew up and wrecked the family.  She
ended up moving into the new house with the kid, he got stuck in the old house.

Renting.  On his own, he couldn’t afford to buy it from her.  She graciously eschewed child support
from him in return for guaranteed after-school child care.  She even discounted his rent in
appreciation of his good nurturing.   So if you want to put a market value on masculine nurturing,
according to this particular feminist lawyer, it’s worth about a hundred and sixty bucks a month.

The humiliating reality of the situation is that despite all of their prattling about valuing nurturing in
the husbands who support these corporate feminists, these men – like all men in our society – are
disposable to feminists.  Ann Marie Slaughter’s article quotes Bill Gates indicating that there are two
great forces in human nature, self interest and caring for others, and she does her best to invoke the
latter in men . . . but only at the expense of the former. 

Look how she puts it: “But it's time to change the way we socialize our sons and choose our
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mates. Caregiver men are essential to the advance of competitor women.” That is, in order for a
woman to be competitive, she must accessorize properly with a caregiving man, despite the fact that
society – as it stands – makes this a very poor choice for a man’s long-term self interest. 

Making our boys less competitive and encouraging
our daughters to choose less-desirable mates might be the best route to making men more useful to
women, but it is not in the best interests of men.  Focusing on caregiving when both mating and
socializing only reward competition in boys is to doom your sons to lives of frustration and
resentment – Betahood, in other words.  And teaching your daughters to value domesticity over
productivity in their future husbands is to condemn them to unhappiness and eventual divorce. 

.

Feminism’s desire to Build A Better Beta ignores the very real consequence to the men in question. 
They are neither desired by women nor respected by their fellow men.  They are, for lack of a better
term, Future Ex Husbands.  You have to be a special kind of selfless masochist to thrive in that
environment.  And not the kind of dude I want to hang out with.

What is really delicious about this bit of irony is that Dr. Slaughter is, in essence, telling women that
the only way they can make it is to marry well . . . she just changes the definition of “well” from
“wealthy and powerful” to “knows how to iron”.  In fact, she has to admit that the top women in their

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-hAKqdYG6OIw/UuaBoymRGZI/AAAAAAAAFiw/TN-8PXV3AfQ/s1600/My+Vintage+Vogue_1950s_Charm_Magazine.jpg
http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-oFbRKmbCZcM/UuaBqveP5PI/AAAAAAAAFjQ/B7R3YJUK7ys/s1600/pac50cool.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 791 of 1013

fields cannot seem to sustain their ambitious rise without a man’s help and assistance.  Yet she is
loathe to actually commend those men in ways that are truly flattering to them. 

The irony train keeps chugging along as soon as you realize that the kind of high-quality man who
can, indeed, be both householder and housekeeper, breadwinner and bread baker, is generally not
going to want a relationship with a woman with whom he feels in competition, and therefore he’s
going to eschew the ambitious career woman for a less complicated, less-demanding wife. 

That leaves the Beta AFCs who become domesticated out of economic necessity, who might be
attracted to the vitality of a corporate feminist but who is under the mistaken impression that he can
expect the kind of domestic loyalty and rejection of hypergamy he thinks marriage entails. 

When you know you’re the last ride on the carousel, what your wife settled
for after she’d enjoyed “realer” men in her youth, you get to carry around a permanent inferiority
complex that no number of expensive gifts is going to buy off.  You’re a Beta Dick she values for
your dependable domesticity, and as soon as the kids are old enough to fend for themselves your
sorry unproductive and decidedly unsexy ass is going to get dropped. 

At the very best, you will always live a contentious life of negotiated intimacy and rigid boundaries
that makes a mockery of the partnership of marriage.  These corporate feminists who suddenly see a
husband as this season’s must-have accessory to break the glass ceiling, not a partner worthy of a
life-changing commitment.  To them, their careers will always take priority over their relationships,
their children, and their families.

Don’t believe me, ladies?  Ask yourself this: if your househusband suddenly asked you to quit your
job and move away for the good of the marriage and his happiness, would you?  Would you give up
your career in favor of the needs of your family?  Or would you insist on counseling and start asking
around about attorneys?

From a fella’s perspective, there is every reason in the world to avoid marrying a corporate feminist
in the process of “leaning in.”  In general they make lousy wives . . . and if you’re not concerned with
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what kind of wife the woman you will marry will be, you seriously need to re-think your priorities. 
They will not have time or energy to devote to you and the marriage, their idea of commitment is
transitory at best, and – with gallant exceptions – many of them are utterly mediocre moms. 

Corporate feminists still have all the same desires and wants as other women, and are subject to the
same pressures of hypergamy and fleeting youth.  But they also have a far greater access to a pool of
relentless alphas in their chosen profession.  That gives them ample opportunity to find engagement
and distraction with a dude who really makes their panties wet, not the dude who takes them out of
the dryer. 

A househusband who can be the primary caregiver, not support the household financially, and still
keep his wife aroused and interested is a rare and special breed.  In the face of that scarcity, the odds
your corporate feminist wife is going to find herself "leaning in" over a desk one late night at work
while a super-alpha business associate removes her dainty underthings is pretty high.  And a man
faced with a woman who clearly would rather devote her energies toward her job rather than to him
and his family is going to find his beloved corporate warhorse either tantalizingly unavailable or
decidedly lacking in feminine allure. 

When Dr. Slaughter talks about re-valuing both men and women for their ability to care and/or
provide, just to whom is she speaking?  The men, who know that touting their domestic capabilities
gets them sent to the bottom of the loser pile in human mating, or the women, who know that “a tidy
housekeeper” has never appeared on her dream list of Prince Charming qualities and likely never
will? 

Men value a husband based on how well his family functions and how he gets along with his wife,
and his domestic responsibilities are part of that reflection but not a significant part.  Women value a
husband in a lot of ways, and caregiving is certainly among them, but the idea of basing their mating
preferences on a man’s nurturing is foreign to feminine sensibilities. 
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We need to change how we choose our mates?  No shit, Dr. Slaughter.  But making the assumption
that a well-paid career woman is a safe bet for a blissful marriage is stupidly naïve and dangerous to
the interests of men. 

While you talk of valuing these men for their caregiving, you do so in a feminist climate that has
continuously denigrated the roles of husband and father for four decades.  What you propose instead
is an emasculating and matronizing rationalization of a dysfunctional system. 

Praising men for being more like women does no one favors.  It certainly doesn’t help those poor
AFCs stuck in the shadows of their wives until they get discarded. 

Quite the contrary, it’s just cruel of you.  Stop objectifying husbands like they were handbags.  It
makes you look fat.

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-DR1dbpTENhs/UuaBsHYmB6I/AAAAAAAAFj0/8WE-J2J0jc0/s1600/tumblr_l5pyp74D4d1qcz6gno1_1280.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 794 of 1013

Wife Test: Intelligent Women Pick Winners. "Smart Women"
Mutiny or Abandon Ship
February 5, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Dr. Helen takes a bit of issue with the popular meme that "men don't like smart women" by pointing
out that there are guys who do, in fact, like smart women.  I'm one of them.

In fact, I'll go further and state that intelligence was one of my top 3 selection criteria for my personal
wife search.  I overlooked a lot of potential issues in Mrs. Ironwood's vetting due to her magnificently
huge brain.  Intelligence is one of those traits that can be conserved or squandered, genetically
speaking, and ensuring that the future mother of my children was super-smart AND capable of
sustaining an academically nurturing environment for our young was of paramount importance.

That's a key point: there are plenty of smart women out there.  There are even plenty of attractive,
smart women out there.  But when a woman has focused her energies exclusively on her career
achievements, she has begun to select herself out of the reproductive process with any reasonably
intelligent man. It's not a matter of being "intimidated by smart women", it's a simple cost/benefit
analysis.  Perhaps one you ladies are not considering. .

From a man's perspective - particularly a man who is consciously searching for a hetero life partner
("wife") - when sizing up a potential bride he should (and often does) balance her intelligence
against her achievement in making the crucial "potential/no potential" for commitment decision.

(You see ladies, while you can decide whether or not you would sleep with any given man in the first
30 seconds you meet him, we're looking at every woman out there when we're single with the "could
I live with her forever?" decision.  And yeah, mostly y'all fail.)

When a man is evaluating a woman for mating potential, if she has demonstrated more devotion to
her career goals than her personal goals, she is a poor matrimonial risk regardless of her intelligence.
 If she has a proven predilection for adding a man into her life as an afterthought or corporate fashion
accessory, then yeah, don't marry her.  Screw her, sure.  But after six weeks you'll quickly realize that
no matter how bountiful the sex is, she's never, ever going to put you on the same level as her career.

A lot of dudes make the mistake of thinking that will change, once she's in a relationship - and to be
fair, sometimes it does.  Mrs. I didn't look like a great candidate for Mom in some ways, but I was
confident that she would and I was vindicated.  When the feces hit the fan she quit her job and
focused on her family, not the other way around.  She took a lot of heat from that from her feminist-
oriented friends, but she's stood resolute in the face of her criticism.

Most recently she had to defend me to her BFF and her sister when they both tried to crab-basket her
(both women adore me, but when a woman is in trouble the VERY FIRST thing that her Grooming
Circle will attack is her man, regardless of the situation) by demanding to know why, in the face of
our challenges, she hadn't essentially assumed control of the relationship and saved everything?  If
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the family was in trouble, then clearly I wasn't doing my job.  She was too smart to let such disaster
happen to her -- she deserved better. Therefore she should consider either a mutiny or
abandoning ship.

Because that's what "smart women" do.  They get divorced when they aren't happy.  While they
weren't going as far as saying that she should reconsider her marriage, they were following the
natural Matrix pattern of Blaming The Male and Encouraging Her To Seize Control.  It didn't
matter that I just essentially pulled Christmas out of my ass and kept us out of serious debt by writing
my ass off while being a spectacular husband and father, what mattered was that their sister in their
Grooming Circle was troubled, and they were trying to "help".  And when women in the Matrix try to
"help", there is almost always at least one hidden agenda.

But they were genuinely concerned, I have no doubt.  Mrs. I has left a stable career path and has
essentially made herself utterly financially dependent upon me for the near future, and the fact that
she was thus dependent but didn't have absolute control over the entire situation disturbed them at a
molecular level.  "Smart women" always have absolute control.  That's how you know they're smart.
A woman not in absolute control of the relationship is clearly not doing the "smart" thing.  Usually,
that's where doubt will creep into an insecure wife's heart.  Instead . . .

Mrs. Ironwood let them have it.

She told them that in a true partnership and a functional (Red Pill) marriage (which neither had
experience with - one of them was divorced three times, the other has yet to marry) a good wife
didn't try to grab the wheel out of her husband's hands while he was trying to steer through a
reef, in so many words.  I had proven my value and worth by Getting Shit Done when it mattered.  I'd
passed my test with flying colors, and as I made virtually all of the money now, yes, she was more
than willing to "let me" decide how it got spent.  She said it far more nicely than that, and after
topping it with an impassioned review of the ways in which I had Got Shit Done in the last year, she
told them that she was smart enough to know when she'd picked a winner.

Of course they took issue with that.  "Smart women" don't let themselves fall to the mercy of their
husbands.  They're always ready to cut and run and find greener pastures.  Her unwillingness to even
consider that perhaps the problem might be me was an affront to the Matrix.  Even though they were
properly castigated by Mrs. I, they still felt that she was, somehow, betraying herself and her family
by not grabbing the wheel out of my hand. They were even willing to help her "convince" me that I
should really let her make policy and control the situation.

Mrs. Ironwood stood firm, unlike the majority of women out there who are all-too-happy to hear
from their Grooming Circles why they should ditch their men and find a better deal.  She wasn't about
to let her two closest friends "convince" her that she should really take over for the good of the
family.  She demonstrated true intelligence - the kind I married her for - by resisting the urge to
listen to her personal Matrix when they told her something that was clearly against her best
interest.  She was intelligent enough to pick a winner.  Most women aren't.
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But then again, she's exceptional.  That's why I married her.

If you single ladies want to be considered exceptional too, then stop leading with your resume.  A
woman proud of her position and achievement over her ability to create a positive family life has
"future ex-wife" written all over her.  Sure, your job gives you security and shows that you aren't
afraid of work or are looking for a sugar daddy, but we're not going to be impressed by it, in general.
 It's not a matter of intimidation, it's a matter of knowing that the woman you're seeing just isn't going
to have time enough for you and a relationship, much less a family.

And if you're married and want your husband to keep a firm hand on the wheel, stop trying to rip it
out from his fingers.  Yes, he may hit a reef.  Reefs happen.  If he does, a "smart woman" often
heads for the lifeboats prematurely, only to discover a decade later (when he's remarried and doing
breathtakingly, spectacularly well with his new, younger wife) that they ditched a perfectly good --
perhaps even exceptional -- boat in mid-voyage.  But a truly intelligent woman will understand that
she picked a winner and stick with him, and help him fix the damn boat.

And they don't give diplomas for that.
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"Sex Addiction", the Hamster Said: Masculine Sexuality As
Pathology
February 12, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

A post on CafeMom's blog TheStir made it to HuffPo, where it attracted my interest.  Of course any
time someone mentions sex addiction, I'm all over it.  Unlike many in my industry, I agree that there
is, indeed, such a thing as sex addiction.  I also know from my practical experience observing couples
in trouble, the vast majority of time what gets flung around as "sex addiction" is actually just normal
sexuality viewed from a the perspective of a low-desire spouse.  I've seen real sex addiction in action,
and it's not pretty.

What "The Stir Bloggers" (because nothing lends credibility to a story like the anonymous plural)
mention in her article, however, is not sex addiction.  You can read the piece yourself, but the
headline is that this woman married a dude, who is by all accounts a good husband and father, but . . .
shudder . . . he wants sex.  With her.  Every day.

Apparently Cupcake couldn't handle it.  She expected his libido to fade in conjunction with hers like
"normal" people, but he persisted in being a regular guy . . . which means that he wants sex with his
wife every day.  After years of dealing with his daily initiation and her usual rejection, she couldn't
stand (or understand, apparently) why he might get frustrated.  She starts to pray he has an affair, but
he's . . . shudder . . . a loyal husband and father, and despite his wife's apparent frigidity, he still loves
her enough so that he's not going to give her an out by cheating on her.  "I wished he would turn to
other women, but as the long-suffering husband, I don’t think his psyche would allow for it."  It
doesn't enter her pretty little head that he might just be, y'know, a good husband and father . . . it has
to be his ego and mental state (Beta) that she takes issue with.  He doesn't cheat because he's not man
enough to cheat.

He turns to porn and she's hopeful . . . until he starts realizing all of the other sex their not having,
too.  That just makes it worse.  "The porn further warped his sexual expectations, and his bitterness
at my continued reluctance to be physically intimate with him more than three or four times a week
grew."  Further warped his sexual expectations . . . as if his expectations of a healthy sex life were
already warped.

But he still won't leave her.  He still won't do anything to cause a divorce because he's a stand-up
guy.  The fact that she's no longer attracted to him isn't going to make him back out of his
commitment.  He committed.  She committed.  There are kids involved.

Only Cupcake just . . . can't . . . take it anymore.  She cringes at his touch.  Her hamster is spinning:
how do I get out of a relationship with a man I don't find attractive anymore if he won't cheat?

"Try Sex Addiction", the Hamster says.

So wanting sex with your wife every day - which the vast majority of husbands are guilty of - is

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/sex-addiction-the-hamster-said-masculine-sexuality.7635
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2014/02/sex-addiction-hamster-said-masculine.html
http://thestir.cafemom.com/love_sex/166559/my_husbands_sex_addiction_drove
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 798 of 1013

enough sign of "sex addiction" to give this woman the rationalization she needs to destroy her family.
 Because her husband "thought he owned my body" (the same body she presumedly had the day she
married him and committed to being in a monogamous sexual relationship with him) he was a
mentally ill monster who deserved to have his children ripped from his home.  Finally, he gets so
mad . . . he hits a pillow.

Not her.  Not a kid.  Not a wall, a window, a walrus or a whale, he hit a freakin' pillow and his wife --
who had been habitually rejecting him for months if not years and denying any responsibility in the
relationship -- freaks out.  That's violence.  A Beta lost control.  He's a sex addict, the Hamster
whispered.  He's dangerous, the Hamster whispered.  You can do better, the Hamster whispered.

It didn't matter that "The kids were anxious a lot."  Fuck the kids' lives - this was her body she was
dealing with.  Nothing was more important than that.  "A few months after the pillow-hitting
incident, I hired an attorney and filed for divorce. I moved out with the kids with nothing but the
photo albums, some clothes, and my car."  Spin, Hamster, Spin.

And the happy ending to the tragic story of one woman's struggle not to live up to her commitment to
herself, her husband, her children, and whichever deity is applicable?

"Then all hell broke loose, because all of a sudden I was the heartless bitch that left her devoted,
loyal husband without just cause. I’ve been called a whore to my face. I’ve lost friends, and
acquaintances look at me with pity reserved for those that are making major mistakes. I’ve been told
I’m ruining my kids’ lives, but the truth is that they’re doing better than ever."

Uh . . .what?  The kids are doing better than ever because mom doesn't have to have sex with dad
anymore and live in a stable household?

Really, what kind of message does that send?  To her daughter it says "if you don't like something
you committed to, you can find some excuse to leave - and you don't have to have sex with your
husband".  To her son it says "women are fragile, flaky creatures who cannot be trusted to live up to
their commitments or be held accountable for their actions, despite their insistence on equality - and
you had better watch it, because if you piss off your wife you'll lose your kids, too".

And when it comes to her recovering, getting back in the dating sphere again post-wall, hoping to
sucker another Beta into a commitment, she's going to have to deal with the response to "Yes, I
divorced my last husband because he wanted to have sex too much."

I don't foresee a lot of second dates in her future.  Therapy, yes.

This is what Eat Pray Love looks like, fellas, with a vicious twist: she turned a healthy male sexuality
into a creeping, destroying mental illness, and in order to claim "I’m doing better too. My body is
mine again, and I will never again let someone convince me that I don’t have total ownership over it"
this woman was willing to sacrifice the lives of everyone in her family.  Her husband will be bitter
and angry, her children will be resentful and hurt, and her friends in the Matrix will offer her support
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while secretly delighting in her misery.  All so she could feel like she was in control of her body
again.

I'm certain that will bring her daughter some solace when she's being eyed by a succession of her
mother's future boyfriends.  I'm sure that will soothe her son when he flips out in rebellion or
collapses into sour emohood in revulsion, once he understands exactly what happened to his
childhood.

This is a FAIL.  This is what happens when you let the Hamster drive the bus.  How are we, as men,
supposed to take feminism seriously when we're supposed to a) afford women equal respect but b)
can't trust them to live up to their commitments?  This woman's body was hers.  It was hers the day
she chose to marry her husband, and after that it was community property, as was his.

His demands weren't abusive, they were merely frequent.  Her tarnishing him as a Sex Addict -
essentially pathologizing male sexuality - was a cheap shot straight from the Hamster Wheel . . . and
you can bet dollars to diaphragms she's going to regret it bitterly herself someday.

So how did the public respond to this victimization?  While there were plenty of "atta-girls", of
course, there were some choice ripostes:

"Ahhh yes..women are the perpetual victims..its always the guy's fault.I often encourage every single
guy that i know not to walk the plank (get married) because at any given time for any given reason he
can lose everything because a d@mn woman decides that she wants out or that she's unhappy and
viola: even if he was faithful/and husband of the year--he has nothing.Any dude who wants to get
hitched these days is a glutton for punishment and a masochist."

"So you marry young, stupid, & fast then get upset that he has an average, normal male sex drive?!? then after
not having sex with him bc you're too tired (despite him working & being tired too) you're mad he's taking care of
the issue himself!?!?!? then you whine about wanting him to cheat- which if he had this would be a boo hoo pity,
pity poor me article. I can see why the author didn't put her name next to this article. it's an absolute disgusting
embarrassment - Nice way to skate your part in taking the easy way out of a marriage, also give it 5 years with
your new relationship & we'll see this same poor me bs bc he will want a healthy, normal sex life "

"Oh my, the excuses women come up with to divorce..."

"This is a perfect example of a woman who should never have gotten married. She says that the sex should die
down after a while. WHY? Who says? I'm positive her husband didn't say that. In fact, I'll bet my ENTIRE paycheck,
life savings AND retirement, that she NEVER uttered a word about her true feelings about sex to her future husband!
So, they are going at it hot & heavy all the time. He's thinking, "This is great, she can keep up with me." And all the
time, she thinking, after "I do"; I won't have to ever again. Typical frigid shrew that doesn't express herself, and then
blames the guy because of her lies, her shortcomings."

"This is whats wrong w women today. They trap these men under false guise and then complain when they are the
ones who change. They dont do the same they did in the beginning. Maybe the writer was the one w a low self
esteem to jump like that w anyone. Everyone is entitled to an opinion but the world was a better place in the 1950s
when women did submit to their husbands n stop trying to emasculate them and rule the house."
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"I'm a male and really found your article informative [from a male perspective). My ex-gf left me similar to how you
left your husband. I'm sure he had no clue and was crushed emotionally [like I was]. Even though he was physically
stronger than you, you held the key to his heart emotionally. I wasn't there but I do believe that after you married
him, you had second thoughts about what "forever" really means [and that's ok]. We have a right to change our
minds about how we feel in America. IMHO, a stronger women could have tamed him if she truly loved him for who
he was. I just think the flame went out for you but he thought he married the women to spend his life with."

From a therapist:

"Without wanting to offend you it appears you continue to take the "victim" role in this marriage gone by and I have
read little about how you share or take responsibility for the failure of the marriage from your end? Instead you
seem to blame it on his sex "addiction" best wishes"  Ouch.

"once again, entitled women that are too busy with themselves to recognise their husbands physical needs for
intimacy, not just sex. seriously girls put out ffs and you might keep your husbands happy. men are pretty simple
beings"

"I understand her ex-husbands frustration completely. Woman don't understand that sex to a man is a need not a
want."

"Despite the effect this will have on the kids I think the real winner out of this is your husband. I could not imagine
the drain it would take coming home to someone with your outlook on life after a hard days work."
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Misandrist Cyber-Stalking: OnLulu.com
April 8, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

[Edited for corrections, below]
[Edited again, just for giggles]

Sorry for the long delay between posts.  I've been busy writing, working, and doing some rewarding
fieldwork.

A reader kindly alerted me to this new development in Combat Dating: a rating service for men,
based on the aggregate perceptions of the women they've dated.  It's called onLulu, and it's touted as a
kind of "internet security" site that allows women to discover the hidden secrets of the men they date
before they get too involved.  Seems reasonable enough in our crazy internet-driven world . . .

But Ian, I hear you ask, isn't this just an insidious tool of misandry, an opportunity to expand the
already-rampant pre-date cyberstalking today's women indulge in so gleefully?

Good observation.  Because yes, this is precisely what Lulu is.  

As with most feminist-inspired ways of "protecting" women, not only is this a blatant attempt to
manipulate the dating pool and a method of information-sharing across the Female Social Matrix
(FSM), it's also a clandestine method of eliminating or stifling competition for a scarce resource
(datable males).

[Corrected from earlier version] The really awful thing about this is that dudes sign themselves up
for the service, ostensibly so they can tout their great reviews to future dates.  Of course, that's not
what the women are looking for, they want reasons to REJECT a dude, so any man who succumbs to
the idea that he's so darn great that his exes will praise him effusively is really crapping in his own
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hat.  His dissatisfied dates can pepper him with hashtags to promote or trash him, giving their highly
subjective opinion.  Think of it as a way for all of your ex-girlfriends to get together and trash
you in a public forum, in front of all of your future girlfriends.

The only kind of men to whom this kind of attention-whoring is going to have a particular allure are
the Hopelessly Desperate Gamma and the Womanizing Wolf Alpha.  The former because he
honestly thinks that he'll get decent dating advice and constructive criticism from women, and the
latter because for the right kind of dude this is essentially a way to herd pussy in his direction.

Essentially, any man who appears on the site has self-selected himself out of the "intelligent and
socially adept" category . . . or is using the site so cynically that the prospect of a negative review
isn't damning to him. We all know just how panty-dampening evidence that you're a "bad boy" can be
to a certain kind of woman, and a Wolf Alpha would have no compunctions about playing that up to
get the flag.  Lulu makes that ridiculously easy.

But what normal guy in their right mind is going to want his future dates to know that much about
him?  The article linked shows just how brutal the result can be, when one user began listing her
date's hashtags to him . . . during their date. He's quoted as calling it "awkward", but somehow I think
he was being polite.  Any woman who would do such a thing is CLEARLY not LTR potential.
 She has self-selected into the "untrustworthy" category.

Indeed, finding out a woman has a onLulu.com account should be a very large and clear RED
FLAG about the kind of hassle you can expect to have dating her.   Busting her publicly and
nastily for such tactics is recommended.  If she has that kind of temerity, punish her for the blatant
disrespect she clearly has for all masculinity.  We're not the ones who coined the term "combat
dating", after all.

The men on Lulu are rated on the traditional 10-point scale, in this case wildly subjective.  The exact
nature of the algorithm Lulu uses to "rate" the men is a secret, according to the article, and men can
add their own comments and hashtags to the site . . . but those are not factored into the rating.  Once
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again . . . men don't count.

Now, just for a moment, imagine turning this around . . .

Introducing Mumu, the (currently fictitious) information-sharing network about women!  Put up your
ex-girlfriend, fill out her profile, and let the world know if she's batshit nuts, overly hypergamous, or
merely a lousy lay!  Allow her other exes to pile on by adding hashtags like:

#doesntgivehead
#entitledprincess
#careerfirstlastalways
#firstdatelay
#batshitcrazy_depression
#batshitcrazy_jealous
#batshitcrazy_clingy
#batshitcrazy_possessive
#bathsitcrazy_drunk
#batshitcrazy_bipolar_1
#bathsitcrazy_mother
#batshitcrazy_wants_kids
#insecureaboutappearance
#betterlookingclothed
#faketits
#upthebuttgirl
#pillowprincess
#allnightlong
#bisexual
#intothreesomes
#intointerracial
#bitteroldhag
#desperateforaring
#cheatingwhore
#screwsbetterdrunk
#dressesuphercats
#husbandhungry
#alwayseating
#goodwifepotential
#feminist
#alwayshasaheadache
#nagnagnagnag
#hatessports
#doesntshaveherpitsewww

You get the picture.
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Turn it around and put women on the, ahem, pedestal, and suddenly the whole idea looks stragely
"misogynistic".  The outcry from wounded women would be audible across the continent as the FSM
reacted to the site.  Because when it comes to accountability and holding themselves to a higher
standard, a case can be made that women in aggregate tend to flee such awkward moments.
 Make your own observations and draw your own conclusions about that, of course.

Alexandra Chong, founder of Lulu, has wittingly or unwittingly opened her "private network" to
innumerable slander lawsuits, I'd say.  She points out that any man can have his profile removed at
any time with a simple email.  Supposedly, she's merely trying to "unleash the value of girl talk and to
empower girls to make smarter decisions on topics ranging from relationships to beauty and health.".
 Just a little harmless gossipy grlpower, but you can bet the focus isn't on lip gloss.  It's
on trashing men in a public setting for their own amusement and supposed edification.
 Ms, Chong just wants to give the ladies a chance rat out the losers.

Of course, she does so without any hint of consideration for the men in question.  Just wait until the
first heartsick Omega lights himself on fire because of a bad date review, and I think this concept will
get a serious re-think.

My advice: every man who reads this should hesitate completely before considering putting his
profile on the site, and those who have started accounts should have them immediately
removed.  

The rest of us should just saturate the site with false information and such until it becomes useless -
or, merely a tool of disinformation that could add to your Game.  Suggested responses if a woman
asks if you have a Lulu account:

"So, you're one of those stalker types?" as you back away slowly.

"Yes, and three quarters of those reviews are ones I wrote through sockpuppets.  Try to figure out
which ones are mine."  Leave sadly shaking your head.

"No.  I have more self-respect than that.  And if you have an onLulu.com account, that's a
dealbreaker."

"What, are you in High School or something?  I only date big girls.  Seeya." Leave in disgust.

"I have three.  Which one did you see?"

Every man should beware of a dude who has an account on the site.  He's either a total Alpha
player or a total Gamma loser.  Either way, he's likely not to be trusted. So spread the word, and if
you do have an account, pull the freakin' plug soonest.

Registering for onLulu.com is also likely bad for your career.  Facebook and Twitter accounts are
now fair game for employers to search, among other services.  Do you want your new boss hearing
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about how you leave the toilet seat up and are "#afraidtocommit"?  No, of course not.  That's like
bringing your ex along on your job interview.

Not only does it pose a threat to the professional ambitions and reputations of those misguided men
who consent to allow themselves to be brutalized - would you really hire a man who was willing to
let his exes savage him in public like that? - it denigrates all men.   The whole purpose of the site is
to find reasons to reject guys, not accept them.  When you play along with something like that, you
might as well be wearing a Gammarabbit t-shirt and a big fat red L on your forehead.

This kind of blatant, misandrist, anti-male website needs to be countered on general principal.  Or
met in kind.  So spread the word, and don't let this misandrist BS thrive.

(What other hashtags would you like to see on Mumu.com?)

LATE ADDITION: I was curious what the response was to this site over at Huffpo, the progressive
bastion, and was relieved to see that most of the comments were decidedly negative, and not all from
disgusted men.  Check it out if you can stand the scalzied perspective.

But if you needed any additional reason to shun this "service", here it is from the female progressive
commentor's mouth:

"Guys. If any female that you are with or potentially want to be with uses this app, it will end badly. She is
actually 12 and this is the 2013 version of passing a note in homeroom."

So . . . onLulu.com account = immature female flakiness AND attention whoring,
Gamma male style.  

You should not date any woman who has an account or reviewed a man there . . . and if you find out
one does, make sure that all of your dude-friends know to steer clear.  And make sure all of your
female friends know just how tacky you think this kind of blanket misandrist character assassination
is.
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Anatomy Of A Darn Good Personal Ad
April 14, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Ladies, if you're wondering why your online dating ads aren't getting any traction, perhaps it's
because you are a) unrealistic and b) unwilling to "settle" for less than you are "worth".

When the Wall finally does smack you in the ass in a way you cannot ignore, Nature will decide
which of you are pragmatic enough to re-frame your idea of Happily Ever After (HEA).  Case in
point is this gem I found locally.  This is adept Girl Game, Single Girl Edition.  Her ad is short,
sweet, to-the-point, and is awash with refreshing candor:

Creative Glamour Girl Seeks Hot Nerd 
age : 30I have many fancy degrees in the artistic / liberal arts field. In other
words, I am a low paid individual with not a very bright future on my own. 

I am seeking a boyfriend who can provide stability. I can plan and carry out
dinner parties for your friends and family, escort you to events, provide sex,
cooking and other domestic chores. And maybe even needlepoint a pillow for
your mom. 

I am white, 5'4, in shape. Only interested in attractive white men under 40 who
are in shape and disease-free.

Why is this ad so effective?  First, she introduces the fact that she has a) a liberal arts
education and b) a low paying job.  Then she dismisses all of her career accomplishments,
an unusual and refreshing tactic, to focus on her vulnerability and growing desperation.
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 She adds "not a very bright future", the implication being she needs help. Damsel in
distress, sure, but she's doing something about it.  

But instead of wildly demanding a list of what she expects in a man and a relationship, she humbly and
forthrightly lists the feminine comforts and advantages she would bring to the table.  Not her
degree, not her job title, not her romantic nature and predilection for long walks on the beach, she
keeps it short, sweet, and simple.  

She's not even looking for a husband or "that certain special someone" - she understands the
commitment issues most men have, and doesn't push for anything beyond "boyfriend".  That's not scary
to an average man, but it's also not going to cause a serious minded individual from excluding her.
 She's clearly looking for a long term relationship, but she's not demanding one.  All she wants is
stability.

Then she lays out what she's willing to do, what she brings to the table:

Party planning and entertainment (social augmentation, important for nerds)
Sex (she lays it out there right up front, no equivocation about "if things feel right")
Cooking (!)
Other Domestic Chores

. . . and then the "needlepoint a pillow for your mom" puts her in the Very Special
Category.  She understands family, she understands filial obligation, and she
understands how a man's relationship with his mother presages his relationship with his
wife.  And she's willing to facilitate that, if not cater to it.  That's Future Wife Gold,
there, fellas.

She could have said a lot of other things, elaborated on what she wanted or what else
she could bring, but she clearly understands what her future holds without the rose-
covered glasses feminism hands out.  She's ready to plant a flag, and while she's clearly
looking for a good Beta, she also presents herself as a woman who might be worthy of
the reward of stability for her candor.

 But everyone should take a lesson from this: femininity attracts masculinity.  Period.  I
don't care if this woman is overweight and $50k in debt, this ad alone demonstrates that
she's got the kind of pragmatic character and social adpetness that could propel a good
nerd far.  While there are no guarantees, and I haven't seen the fine print, she's at least
worthy of consideration if you're the kind of man looking to settle down.

Interested parties contact me, I'll put you in touch. She wants a face pic and a little
about yourself.  She lives in the central North Carolina region.  If she's a real local (I
don't know yet) she could be a real Southern Belle prize for a lucky Red Pill dude.  I'll
keep you posted.
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Wife Test: Good Health
April 23, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

When the words “ . . . in sickness and in health . . .” flow past your ears during your wedding
ceremony is usually not the best time to start considering vetting the health of the woman you've
chosen to commit to. Indeed, most men don’t consider that fact at all (being blinded by love and
frequent poon tang) when they are considering a good wife, and many times this neglect comes back
to bite them in the ass like a rabid hooker.

“Good Health” is a misnomer.  Everyone has issues, and they only get worse as we age.  Women
have a whole host of physical issues that most men cannot even imagine.  It is man’s lot to live, age,
and die, and getting sick happens an awful lot.  It happens to just about everyone, eventually.

But when I speak of “good health”, I’m speaking here of three things in particular than any
prospective bride should be vetted upon.  The first is Health History.  The second is Health Lifestyle.
 The third is Health Habits.
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Family Health History

No one can choose their ancestors, but the sad fact is our genetics portend a profound amount of
information about our health, and knowing what your potential wife’s ancestral health history looks
like can be instructional.  Is there a history of recent cancers or other diseases in her family line?  Do
her relatives tend to drop dead of heart attacks in their 50s?

If you are considering children, knowing about her family’s reproductive health is likewise an
important point. A close history of miscarriages, infertility, or other issues should be discovered, if it
exists, and disorders such as PCOS (Polycystic Ovary Syndrome) and various dysmorphic disorders
should also be discussed.

None of these should necessarily be exclusionary issues; Mrs. Ironwood had far from a clean bill of
health when I met her.  Indeed, she had been clinically dead once, had suffered from alcohol
poisoning (ah, youth!), electrocuted, and has horrible allergies to this day.  But once I understood the
nature of her various hereditary illnesses and ailments, I was able to balance these against her other
exceptional qualities and make an informed decision.

Of course, along with this family health history, her personal health history should be evaluated.
 Childhood illnesses? Allergies?  Asthma?  Bleeding disorders?  Everything is on the table.  Of
course you have a duty to disclose your own health history in turn, as honestly as you expect her to.

And of course this is where the subject of her sexual history becomes legitimate fair game.  If she's
being coy about her Number with you before now, this is an excellent place to ask for an honest
answer . . . and watch for any equivocation.  Some women, of course, will say that their number is
personal, and nobody's business but theirs.  They are correct.  If they are not willing to share that
information with you, you should be equally willing to withhold any tangible signs of commitment
from you on the same principal.  Either she's willing to be considered to be your wife, in which case
her actual Number should be known, or she's not a serious candidate and just wants the attention . . .
or is ashamed of her behavior.  Either case will be instructive.
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Women without exceptional qualities that still bring this kind of health baggage?  Hit next.

Your girlfriend or perspective bride may balk at sharing such intimate family matters . . . but
considering that you are evaluating whether or not to make her a part of your family negates this
argument.  If she isn't willing to be as open, honest, and forthcoming about her family’s medical
history, you might just want to wait before setting a date.  Such reluctance usually indicates that there
is something to hide.

Health Lifestyle

Of course in addition to a full health workup, you should consider evaluating
your woman’s approach to her healthy lifestyle.  Many young women parrot ideas about healthy
living, and follow faddish ideas of diet and exercise, while finding plenty of rationalizations about
why they are the exception to the usual rules of physiology.  Girls on "good date" behavior don't want
you to know about their allergy to the gym or their dependence on potato chips - but what does she
do when you aren't watching?  Poor diet, exercise, and lifestyle habits are hard to hide under scrutiny,
however; her bad habits will reveal themselves soon enough.

In particular, evaluate how regularly she exercises and whether she
sees it as a chore, a release, a duty, or a responsibility . . . or an excuse to get trendy workout clothes.
 Does she manage her diet effectively, or is she a carboholic?  Fast food or fresh food?   Do you see
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her “splurging” more often than eating sensibly?  Does she pay attention to her nutrition, as well as
her diet?  Is she an athelete?  Active?  Willing to go for a walk or a bike ride?  Or do "long walks on
the beach" mean a quarter-mile hike down to the boardwalk bar . . . and taking a pedicab back?

Family culture plays a large role in this.  If her family is active, she will likely stay active . . . and
either she is from an active family that supported and celebrated a good healthy lifestyle, or she has
room for improvement.  Poor lifestyle choices don't necessarily exclude a woman from being a good
wife, but they don't work for her, either.

Health Habits

And finally, a prospective bride’s apparent health is just as important as her actual health.  Women
who complain about “feeling ill” or “being sick” or “having headaches” frequently or periodically
may or may not have actual illnesses, but the pattern of "sickly" behavior is far more instructive
about her character than the actual ailment.  One of my ex-girlfriend’s had a chronic case of illnesses
associated with Monday mornings, for instance, and another seemed to develop migraines every time
it was time to go do something fun I liked but she didn't.  Mrs. Ironwood, on the other hand, braved a
101 degree fever and nausea to accompany me to a function she knew I thought was worthwhile.

Illness has been seen as the refuge of the feminine sex to avoid social
awkwardness or to manipulate social and personal situations for thousands of years.  The best check
of this factor is to see how many sick days she takes, how quickly she recovers, and how often she
uses her health as an excuse.  All too many women know the common masculine weakness for
feminine vulnerability, and will play on that and sympathy to gain attention from men through their
illness.

One unfortunate relative of mine responds to this apparent demonstration of sickness and weakness
as alluring vulnerability, and as such has locked himself into miserable relationships with sickly
women for years. While I’m sure he finds some sense of fulfillment in being their perpetual crutch
(and eventual whipping boy), a thorough and comprehensive screening for good health would have
prevented decades of misery in their service.
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Unfortunately, “sick” women get attention for their illness, both
from friends and family and from the medical profession, and when they cannot find any other way to
draw it they will use their apparent vulnerability to emotionally control the men in their lives.
 Women who cavalierly use their health as a weapon in a relationship are just as damnable to a man
as women who use sex as a weapon.  More so: sexual deprivation usually only affects a husband,
while feigned or exaggerated illness can affect entire families.

A good health history, a healthy lifestyle, and a reasonable approach to their own health is highly
recommended in any woman you may consider making a commitment to.   Any serious red flags in
that area should at least be evaluated, and while only time will tell if she is as committed to healthy
living as she says she is, it’s hard to fake being healthy for any decent length of time.

And if a woman is deceitful about her health or her health history . . . that should be instructive, too.
 Remember fellas, marriage licenses don’t come with warranties.
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Red Pill Roles: The Praxeology of the Dominant Man
(UPDATED: Mrs. Ironwood Responds)
May 13, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I came back from the weekend to an intriguing comment on one of my Wife Test posts:

I stumbled upon the Red Pill ideology about a year ago. My relationships were alright, but I
did seek a dominate and masculine man (like so many women desire...but it's hard, I
admit..to differentiate unwanted sexual advances from YES take me NOW...). The 'problem'
was that I was raised egalitarian, that men and women share all roles. So I started to
experiment when I went to bars, using the Red Pill (and ROK) rhetoric as my guide. 

I am pleased to inform you, that after only three weeks I managed to claim a pretty staunch
Red Pill boy. I didn't mention my medical school or charity work, or familial problems (when
he asked if there were any), and I mentioned that marriage was something I was looking
forward to and living with a man and our children. Man..it was too easy. 
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It's been a year now..and our relationship has never been better. Now I have to tell you, he
is none the wiser that I...am definitely no 'Red Pill Girl', and I have been able to maintain the
illusion that he is in control. He has been so over the moon about meeting a 'conservative',
attractive, intelligent girl who was FAMILY orientated...he's loosened his own Red Pill ideals
(without me saying a thing!). I.e. about a woman shouldn't work and should take care of the
kids. etc etc. 

Don't worry though I will treat him right, as he treats me. It's true I craved the dominate
man who would spontaneously slip into the shower with me, or even touch me under the
covers during a couples movie night...but also a man who respected that I want to be a
doctor and childcare/housework is a shared task. 

I was doing it all wrong..thinking a man would be attracted to my intellect and
accomplishments...blah! They just think with their lower head...once that is satisfied, the
upper head starts working. It's ironic though..the lower head controls all, and when that is
satisfied...real dialogue can take place. He likes the one thing about me, even when I am
ticked...he'll know I'll always embrace his sexuality. He also enjoys that while I am very
smart and will have a lucrative career...I'll always be his sex kitten in lingerie ready to
pounce. 

So Red Pill girl in the bedroom?..not so much in job/chores/life. Can't have it all..can we? :) 
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Depends on what constitutes "having it all" . . . and who "we" are.

If you read closely, you might be concerned that some cagey lady has misused the Red Pill to bag an
unsuspecting hunk under false pretenses.  If that's your take on it . . . you are mistaken.

The anonymous reader mistakenly calls the Red Pill an "ideology", similar to feminist or any other
ideology. The thing is, the Red Pill isn't an ideology, it's a praxeology.  Why does that matter?  Isn't
that just an intellectual technicality?  Actually, it makes all the difference.

Ideologies are belief systems which hold up ideals - moral, ethical, social - as standards by which to
live or guide us.  Humanism, Marxism, Christianity, and the Boy Scout Law are all ideologies of
various sorts.  They establish lofty goals toward which we aspire, celebrating unifying beliefs that,
theoretically, guide our purposes.  

Praxeologies, on the other hand, are not systems of belief, they are systems of practice.  They are not
concerned with whether or not something lives up to a preconceived ideal, they are concerned with
whether or not something actually works.  Engineering, small engine repair, computer coding,
fishing, and first aid are all praxeologies.  The Red Pill is a praxeology, not an ideology.  (corr.
Hawaiian Libertarian did a magnificent piece on the Praxeology of the Red Pill awhile back 
Originally attributed to Roosh.  My bad.).  
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The difference is telling, because when one examines the "ideology" of the Red Pill, and assumes that
because it favors a male-dominant marriage it automatically also favors the SAHM and male
breadwinner model of the days of yore, it can be disconcerting when you find successful Red Pill
marriages that defy that model.

The fact is, the Red Pill doesn't favor that model, explicitly.  We live in the 21st century, a post-
industrial society where our economics dictate certain things that make the old agricultural model of
marriage archaic, for most folks.  Dual-income marriages are the norm, and the Red Pill doesn't fight
against that.  In fact, a great portion of Married Game is predicated on methods - indeed, expounds an
entire praxeology - based on the dual-income model.  See Athol Kay for such brilliance.

The goal of a Red Pill marriage isn't how to get your wife back into the kitchen where she belongs, as
the well-intentioned Anon seems to think, it's how to effectively and efficiently run a family in a way
that provides the most secure happiness to all.  The male-dominant method is the most proven and
reliable, so that's the one that the Red Pill adopts.  

Most Red Pill marriages are "non-traditional", economically speaking.  That is, both spouses usually
provide income to the common household.  But the Red Pill also recognizes that if marital power is
realized in terms of economic power, as feminism accepts, then the current trend of wives outearning
husbands will inevitably lead to an undermining of the successful male-female dynamic required for
a stable and successful marriage, under the current beta-building feminist ideology.  

The Red Pill answers that issue by abandoning economic input as the factor by which dominance
in the relationship is established.  
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For years Mrs. Ironwood was in a career that provided far more
income than mine.  Once she became established in her profession, she was making twice what I was,
and in our Blue Pill days that was a serious issue.  

Why?  Because we both assumed that since she made more money in our "equal" partnership, then
she should be invested with most of the economic power and make most of the financial decisions in
our marriage.  Since I was the weaker economic factor, I guiltily yielded both power and
responsibility to her - and she wanted neither.  Mrs. I hated that, in fact, and every attempt she made
to push it back on me added to the stress of the relationship.  I didn't feel empowered to take a
leadership position, she didn't feel entitled to ask me to, and we plodded along unhappily for years.  

Post Red Pill - that is, once I gave up worrying about who made more money and got off my ass and
led my family - it doesn't matter who makes more money.  It doesn't matter how good she is at what
she does.  While I am fully supportive of my wife's career, the fact of the matter is that as long as she
meets the basic requirements we agreed upon when we wed (stable, predictable income), she can be a
neurologist or sell Mary Kay, and I'm not going to let that interfere with my responsibility as husband
and father - or how I hold her to account as a mother and a wife.  Not because of any silly ideal,
religious commandment, or misguided machismo, but because the praxeology of the Red Pill states
that heterosexual relationships in which the male leads with unapologetic dominance are the
most successful.

As Anon concedes, they are.  Even when the female attempts to rationalize that dominance away.

Despite her contention that he "maintains the illusion of control", in apparent contradiction of the Red
Pill praxeology, the fact is that it doesn't matter what she believes . . . if she is acting Red Pill, then
she is Red Pill.  Period.  Not glorifying her accomplishments or expecting extra points for a
professional degree is Red Pill.  Not attempting to be domineering with her income and her social
position is Red Pill.  If she is willing to follow a man, offer him respect and praise in public and
private, and screw him righteously and often . . . she is Red Pill.  It doesn't matter who picks up the
kids or scrubs the toilets.  It doesn't matter who makes the most money.  What matters is what you do,
not what you think.  
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If you're putting out for your honey like it's prom night,
you're a Red Pill woman.  If you respect, embrace, and celebrate in your man's sexuality, you're a
Red Pill woman, no matter what you might think you're pulling over on your man.  

And when he finally agrees to commit to you, it will be with the expectation that you will continue to
be a Red Pill woman . . . so don't think that a ring on your finger is going to somehow alter the basic,
underlying, highly pragmatic Red Pill foundation to the relationship.  Equilibrium, not Equality, is
the key to marital longevity.  You might think you're "fooling" him, while you're making that
sandwich . . . but he still gets to eat the sandwich.  Among other things.

Despite the commentor's slightly misandrist denigration of male sexuality, she hits on a key point:
men value their sexuality over much else in their lives, and if that area remains satisfied they are
capable of profound depth.  It's axiomatic that men cannot connect emotionally until after sex . . . so
the praxeologic solution to the issue of emotional connection in a long term heterosexual partnership
is NOT a Downton Abbey binge marathon, contrary to feminist propaganda, it's humping your dude
well and often.  That makes him feel dominant. That makes him feel secure.  That makes him feel
capable of bonding with you.  Not your job title or your take-home pay.

I've covered the housework issue before, my views on an active and responsive patriarchal approach
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to parenting are well-known, and I've even covered the symbiotic nature of a good Red Pill dual-
income marriage elsewhere in the blog.  The fact is that husbands do, indeed, want their wives who
work to be in a respectable trade or profession.  But it's also true that they really could give a rat's ass
less what that profession is, as long as they remain the dominant force in their household.  They do
want to do their share of housework, but they want credit and respect for the full load of chores they
inherit as masculine prerogative (it's funny how many women are eager to list "cleaning the toilet" on
a list of household chores, but not "cleaning out the gutters" or "changing oil in both cars").    

The Red Pill pragmatic truth of the matter is, indeed, that high quality men are not attracted to
feminine achievement or income.  Nor should men be "intimidated" by wives who out-earn them.  A
man who pursues a dominant position in his own home realizes that his wife's resume becomes
immaterial the moment she walks through the door, and that his relationship with her is not
based on any other title than "wife". 

That is a very specific and pragmatic job description on its own, and suffers little interference from a
mere vocation.  He may support her, personally, by being supportive of her career, but she should
make no mistake about what he values in her as a wife and partner.  

Because when it comes down to it, this is the only degree you have he's concerned with:

[UPDATED]

For those who believe that Mrs. Ironwood doesn't exist, or she doesn't read my blog, she had some
particularly keen insight on Anon's comment and gave me a more complete understanding of her
perspective.  When interpreted through the lens of the Matrix (FSM), and understood in the context
of female multi-phasic communication, more becomes clear.  In her words,
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"I completely understand what Anon is saying," quoth Mrs. Ironwood, "but I don't think Ian does,
entirely.  Anon is speaking more to other women, than to men, and she's right: she is getting away
with something.  But she's not pulling something over on her man . . . she's pulling something over on
the other women she knows.  Perhaps all women.  Because a Red Pill understanding of masculinity
and male social behavior, not to mention the interplay between the genders, is a dirty little secret.  We
Red Pill women have the ultimate trump card in our dealings with other women, even if we
occasionally have to defend it against them.  We're blissfully happy in our relationships.  When we
hear about our girlfriends and sisters and mothers and their endless relationship woes, we're a little
giddy inside, knowing what they're doing wrong but knowing that they'll never let them understand
themselves.

"Being a real Red Pill woman is like having a superpower.  It is a hidden strength and a real sense of
personal female empowerment, the same kind I imagine a woman feels on a stripper pole.  We
understand our men, and we love them enough to invest ourselves emotionally and personally in their
happiness, taking our own happiness in part from that.  That's a point of stability and a sense of
empowerment that most women can only dream of . . . but it's one we cannot share or be open about
around our female friends.  It must remain a secret, and that's okay.  Only a few of them out there are
ready or willing to accept the idea.  As Red Pill women, why would we lay our unconventional
insights on the table to be critiqued, when I know that they are effective? Why am I going to dissect it
if it works?  As Red Pill women, why would we make our husbands vulnerable to the unearned
criticisms and unworthy attempts at manipulations of other women?  If they understood the Red Pill
innately, we wouldn't have to talk about it.  I don't have to "handle" my man, he handles himself.

"Anon is not rationalizing away the idea of male dominance, in my opinion, she's embracing it.  She
understands the secret power of the sandwich, the allure of her sexuality, and the potency of her own
receptivity.  Of course she feels in control, that her husband only has an illusion of control - when
you understand men and masculinity and masculine sexuality, and you understand how to invest
yourself in that to the point where you can act - and think - with such utter feminine strength and
power that the issue of "control" is moot.  You're both in the boat.  You're both headed for the
horizon.  You are both subject to the same winds and tides, and without both of you baling like
fucking hell when there is a hole in the boat, neither one of you will make it to shore.

"Being a Red Pill woman gives you the strength and security to act from a place of supreme feminine
confidence.  That's like having a stripper pole in your pocket.  And like having a stripper pole, it's not
something you necessarily want everyone to see.  That's okay . . . and that's part of the strength you
get from the Red Pill.  Ian is partly right: it isn't about what you think, exactly.  It's about what you do
. . . but it's also what you feel.  Knowing that my husband is also my boyfriend, and always will be,
that makes me feel better than any professional achievement or educational degree I've gotten.  I want
to help save people's lives and make the world a better place, but that all starts in keeping my home
and family a better place.

"And for the record, I wouldn't be caught dead selling Mary Kay.  Just my personal opinion."

MRS. IRONWOOD
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Red Pill Marriage: The Art Of Sex
May 19, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

As most of you already know, I like art.  Sexy art.  Chances are, so do you, or you wouldn't be here.

But when was the last time you actually devoted time to indulging in that?  With your spouse?

I get a lot of emails from frustrated husbands attempting to break their Beta habits and bring some
real Alpha back into their marriages.  After working on becoming more dominant, personally, fixing
some of the structural issues in their marriages, and learning some elementary Married Game, a lot of
dudes get . . . stuck.  They run through the introductory elements of Game fairly quickly, even get
some good results, but then . . . they start to run out of ideas.

One vital aspect of keeping your Red Pill marriage going is
cultivating a healthy sexuality.  That doesn't just mean pounding the missus into oblivion at will, it
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means nurturing your own sexuality, learning and understanding your wife's personal sexuality, and
then encouraging the positive growth of the marriage's sexuality.  While that might seem to be a lot of
pressure, it's actually just good old-fashioned relationship maintenance.

Recently, Mrs. Ironwood and I took a weekend vacation to the Appalachians, renting an adorable tiny
cabin just outside of Asheville, NC, complete with stunning view, absolute privacy, and a hot tub on
the porch.  Celebrating a thoroughly Appalachian Spring in a thoroughly and lustfully pagan fashion
is an established ritual for us, and these "pagan rites" weekends are vital to the health of our
relationship (as well as the subject of a forthcoming post).

But while we were in our mountain cabin, we eschewed the standard electronic entertainments
available (wifi, satellite TV, DVD) in favor of our own private erotic art show.  In fact, we turned it
into a game with deliciously surprising results.

Here's what you do: select one or more of the following VERY NSFW tumblr sites featuring erotic art
- and I've tried to include everything from the extremely tasteful to the outrageously tasteless, for
reasons that will become apparent.  Find one that you think will suit both of your sensibilities.

Then give her a set time to look through the site and download, to a
special file, any of the pictures she feels
are particularly sexually exciting.  Have her pick a set number (we did 100) and then it's your turn.
 You go through and do the same thing, saving them in a different file.

At an appropriate time (as foreplay or afterplay), have her pull up her file and play it as a slideshow.
 Comment on what commonalities you see in her selections, and don't be afraid to ask her WHY she
likes a particular piece.  "I dunno, I just think it's kinda sexy" is an acceptable answer.

A couple of ground rules:

1. Don't judge.  If you find something that's objectionable to your sexuality, that's not a sign of
incompatibility . . . it's valuable intelligence on the sorts of things that get your woman off.  While it
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might not be YOUR thing, it's part of HER thing, and even if you don't want to necessarily
participate.

2. Don't criticize.  If you like something and she does, or vice versa, chalk it up to a healthy
difference in perspective and move on.

3. Don't obsess.  If she adds a picture of a heavy bondage fantasy, don't assume that she wants to be
woken

up in shackles one morning.  This exercise is an attempt to explore each other's fantasies, not look for
reasons to be pissed off or nervous.  Take everything you see with a grain of salt.  This is fun, not
homework.

4. Discuss.  Talk about the commonalities, the differences, and the multitude of ideas that erotic art
can inspire.  This isn't mere porn - this is Art.  While it is, technically, designed to inspire an erotic
response, it's also supposed to inspire other emotions and feelings.  Discuss those, too, not just what
makes you horny.

5. Get some!  If you and your spouse do discover a few pieces you have in common, consider having
them professionally printed, matted, and framed for your bedroom or snuggery.  Every marital
bedroom should have some tasteful erotic art - this is a way for you to discover some in common.

The Sites:

Old Erotic Art

Spicy Drawings

Eros Pictures

Eros Art Rainbow
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SFW: Oldcarguy41  (where I got most of my "good stuff" for the blog!)

Raunchy Art Archive

Wanton Art & Cartoons

Deliciously Indecent Art

Erotic Art Archive

Remember, you may find some of these images shocking.  In fact, if you don't, perhaps you should
consider professional help.  The truth is most of what you see won't appeal to you, but the point is to
find what does, and what appeals to your spouse, as well.  Appreciate the differences even as you
enjoy the commonalities . . . and realize that a healthy sexuality takes a lifetime of careful cultivation.

Enjoy!
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The Hard Sell, Preselection And Fungibility
May 21, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

One of my readers, and a friend of mine, recently had a commitment issue.  He solved it in
delightfully Red Pill style, so I felt compelled to share.

A little background: Darius (not his real name, of course) is dreamy.  That is, he's in his 30s, he's a
seasoned professional making very good money, drives a hot car, owns his own incredibly nice
house, and he's got that great balance of Alpha and Beta that makes panties damp the world around.
 Good looking, too, from a few feet away.

Darius has been a player in the past, as he works in a female dominated field and he's one of the few
hetero dudes in it.  He travels a lot, dresses well, and so his single Game is generally exquisite.  He
isn't a committed bachelor, however: he's looking for the right woman, as he's ready to settle down.
 He shares custody of a kid from a previous relationship and he's adept at fathering.  All in all,
OUTSTANDING Husband Material.

Unfortunately, a couple of years back he and his long-term girlfriend parted ways after he proposed
and she said 'no'.  Now, Ladies, when a man in your life proposes to you, you may not realize it but
it's a ONE SHOT DEAL.  Either you accept and get married, or you don't . . . and he moves on.
 Getting rejected at that fundamental level is excruciatingly painful for a dude, and thinking you can
still hang out and have Girlfriend Priveledges is your hamster squeaking.  If he offers you a ring and
you refuse, that's the end of the relationship.  Period.

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/the-hard-sell-preselection-and-fungibility.7646
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2014/05/the-hard-sell-preselection-and.html
http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-U8mXQUTyZfI/U3zKo66O1GI/AAAAAAAAFq8/FhGMcLzS_rA/s1600/tumblr_lrj4n1oQRt1qd58dyo1_500.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 827 of 1013

In the aftermath of that ugly time, Darius drowned his
sorrows in massive amounts of freaky, no-strings-attached pussy.   Or, as another one of my friends
says,"Go out and find one who looks just like her, fuck her, and then never call her again."  He
swears by the technique.

That's a fairly typical and healthy response - when a man feels rejected, his two fall-back positions
are Withdrawal and Objectification.  Which means that the best way to soothe a man's broken heart is
with a heaping helping of horny hotties.

But eventually Darius found another girlfriend, one who had some real potential.  Problem was, she
was hesitant about committing, for whatever reason.  Whether she was playing coy, genuinely
confused, or just inherently cautious about commitment (in this case the commitment involved
nothing more than cohabitation and exclusivity), thanks to Darius' previous experience, he'd had
enough.  Usually the dude is as nice and soft-spoken and charming as you could ask.  But when the
subject of her moving in and taking the relationship up a notch came up recently, she again demurred.

Darius had enough.

Blue Pill doctrine calls for the man to quietly slink away and
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change the subject in such a situation, then shower her with gifts and appease her utterly in an attempt
to convince her.  As most of us know, this rarely leads to a desirable outcome.  If the woman is
persuaded, then the resulting relationship is replete with strings and conditions, and the progress from
their is treacherous at best.

Instead Darius used a cast-iron Red Pill technique: the Hard Sell.

When his girlfriend demurred, Darius whipped out his smartphone and started showing her pictures .
. . of his previous booty calls.  As their relationship was nascent, many of these women didn't even
know he was in a new relationship.  As luck would have it, one of his previous NSA girls had sexted
him a nasty pic and proposed a booty call for that very evening, after not hearing from him for a few
months.  Darius showed his new girlfriend the picture and said in a very calm, low, unexcited voice
(I'm paraphrasing here):

"See her?  She's hot.  Hell, she's gorgeous.  She's as hot as you are, and she's a stone cold freak.  She
just texted me a picture of her twat while she was driving - you've never done that.  So while you're
dinking around with whether or not you should move in with me, I can answer this text and in an
hour this chick will be on my doorstep.  Fifteen minutes after that she'll be bent over this very couch
with my freshly-sucked cock up her ass, and will love every minute of it.  She's a freak.  She loves
dick and loves sex and will try anything I want.

"I'm showing you this not to piss you off, but to
demonstrate that I have fucking options.  I'm not going to wait around while you decide just how
valuable you twat is, and whether or not I measure up to your standards.  I have twenty girls like her
in my directory, and I get just about any of them to come over at any time.  You're sweet, I really like
you, and I really want to spend more time together . . . but if you aren't willing to make this move,
then we need to go ahead and move on.  And I'll start by having this chick stop by an hour after you
leave."

Of course his new girlfriend was shocked, stunned, and surprised by such a direct approach . . . but
she got the message: Your Pussy Has No Special Powers.  There are billions of perfection acceptable
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vaginas out there, and if you are not attentive or if you are unwilling to follow his lead, then you'll be
dumped overboard and the next in a long line of possible future Mrs. Dariuses will take your place.

She was offended, too, no doubt - but he'd made his point.

When you are over the infatuation stage of the relationship and at the negotiation stage, it is
VITALLY important for a Red Pill dude to remember the essential fungibility of women, and that the
primary attraction factor for a man in a potential relationship is SEX.  Sex which - thanks to our
lovely modern technological society - can be had by a man with even mediocre Game with very little
difficulty.  Darius has GREAT Game, as I can attest by the number of hotties on his arm at functions
and the number of envious damp panties in his wake.  He wasn't bullshitting, as his girlfriend knew -
he was the real deal, and the wrong move would mean going overboard.

Women - all women, not just feminists - hate to think that they can be replaced so quickly, but the
fact of the
matter is that there are usually far more women out there who want a boyfriend (any boyfriend) than
they're really comfortable with.  In Darius' case, slapping her in the face with that not only buffs the
Preselection attraction, it puts her on notice to put up (or out) or shut up.

This can work in Married Game too, although you have to be far more careful.  No woman wants to
be stuck with a man that none of her friends admires.  When you stop being attractive to other
women, then your wife's attraction is going to dull.  But when you have tangible signs that other
women are scoping you out, flirting with you and generally demonstrating interest, then a woman
who doesn't jealously mate-guard is signalling to her man that she's just not that into him anymore . . .
which can be the first crack in the wall of the marriage.

Mrs. Ironwood's response to the amount of female attention is classic.  She knows about preselection,
and she also knows that I am deeply committed to our marriage.  I've never cheated, even when it's
been tempting and I could have gotten away with it - because every time I have a flirty encounter
with a woman, or she sends me (uninvited) a flirty text, I tell her about it.  I don't do it in a guilt-
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stricken, ashamed fashion, but I proudly boast of the attention, assure her I'm not interested, but also
assure her that I'm flattered and gratified by the validation such attention gives me.

Then she sweetly kisses me, says she loves me . . .
and then fucks me like she's a 19 year old porn star.  Usually she'll back over it for a solid twosie, and
depending on the youth, beauty, and alleged sexual availability of the lass in question she'll add in
some special tricks that only a well-married woman secure in her relationship can pull off.  By the
time she's done, I'm so exhausted, sated and content that the thought of pursuing another woman is
ludicrous.

When I have this kind of quality at home, why in hell would I risk anything for the illusory promise
of younger women, or prettier women?  I certainly don't need the status or the inevitable
awkwardness a new relationship brings, and as far as sexual experience . . . well, as a porn
professional who has watched thousands of sweet young things explore their sexuality on camera, I
know for a fact that the vast majority of them are - at best - mediocre lovers.  Perky titties are lovely
to look at, don't get me wrong, but when it comes to pure sexual fulfillment no one knows you like
your Red Pill wife.

Women are fungible.  If you are attached to one who is reluctant, or laden with excuses why she just
can't manage to X, then its important to remind her that she's not the only game in town.  Women
control sex, this is true, but men control commitment . . . and when things aren't going in a promising
direction, a wise Red Pill man won't hesitate to indulge in some Preselection, and then remind her of
her fungibility in some subtle way.
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Aunt Giggles Shows Us Why Most Feminists Are Future Ex-
Wives
May 22, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Aunt Giggles (Susan Walsh - whom I respected and even lauded in my book, before she summarily
dismissed me and the rest of the Manosphere to exile from her blog for the crime of being men who
had opinions about stuff, so I will henceforth - despite my basic inclinations - reluctantly refer to her
by her Manosphere nickname) had an interesting post up with the provocative title This One Things
Predicts Divorce With 94% Certainty.

I was curious - divorce is a big issue for the 'sphere - and I was gratified to see that it was indeed
some helpful advice . . . just not the way she intended.  Giggles wanted to take a shot at the well-
known Game technique of using Dread in a relationship.  Instead she accidentally pointed out why
feminists in general are piss-poor candidates for marriage to a decent guy.  That is, any guy who
doesn't want a divorce.

Dread, if you're just joining the show, is the act of using the
threat of ending the relationship to gain control of the relationship.  Dread can be a powerful tool in
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relationship Game - during the Basic or Single Game stage fixing you.
it can be an effective tool to keep your girlfriend from, y'know, doing stuff you don't like.  And that
usually happens when she's secure with your predictability.  Predictability begets complacency, and
complacency leads to both boredom and increased shit-tests.  But Dread, used effectively early on in
a relationship, can disable the feminine impulse to decide that she "has you figured out" . . . and can
start

Based on the idea that men control commitment, Dread points out that whatever batshit crazy
shenanigans a woman might decide to pull, the dude ultimately has control over whether or not the
relationship will continue.  Instilling Dread in a woman is the masculine equivalent of a woman using
Drama to control the relationship.

Dread is an important and effective tool for a Red Pill man because
it counters the Drama element many women seem all too happy to import into a relationship and then
use to seize control of it.  Simply put, once a woman feels confident that she's got a dude figured out,
she often feels entitled to actively seize the wheel from his hands with emotional Drama or more
subtly by restricting sexual access.

Aunt Giggles doesn't like Dread because it's designed to keep a woman from feeling stable in a
relationship. Because when a woman doesn't feel stability in a relationship with a guy she likes, she
does, y'know, stuff he likes to keep him happy with her and continue the relationship.  That puts him
in control, and that bugs Aunt Giggles and enrages feminists.  Men can't be in control of a
relationship under feminism.  That's Patriarchy.

In Advanced or Married Game, Dread is usually reserved for important matters.  No one wants to pull
the plug on a relationship over stupid stuff, but if your wife of ten years has decided that "real grown
ups don't need that much sex" and starts you on an IV drip of survival sex as a means of controlling
the relationship, Dread becomes a valid and very potent tool to preserve it.  Of course Aunt Giggles
doesn't see it that way - Dread is emotional blackmail, manipulation, or even coercion.  It means you
don't love them, and you're a rat bastard who's just trying to use them for your own evil plans, or
something like that.  Never mind the propensity for feminine Drama - that's apparently okay - but a
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dude using Dread is EVIL.  It inspires fear - fear that the man will withdraw and ultimately end the
relationship, without the express permission of the female involved.

Spake she:

"An attractive and desirable person does not need to create drama to demonstrate their appeal,
because others will naturally be drawn to that person. Only those who cannot sustain
attraction or intimacy resort to negative reinforcement for personal gain."

I take issue with this because I've witnessed first-hand - repeatedly - how attractive and desirable men
get into a relationship that seems rosy at first blush, but who incrementally become marginalized as
the female asserts more and more control.  Dread isn't the first tool in the box, but it certainly
shouldn't be eschewed out of general principal by a man.  And in some relationships where a dude is
seriously trying to Break his Beta, Dread is often the only tool a woman entrenched in the belief that
she alone has the power in a relationship based on her possession of the only fully-functional vagina
will listen to.

Giggles attempts to discern between Threats and Warnings, explaining that the motivation of the
person using Dread (usually the male - women usually use sex and drama) are what is important.  If
you are trying to instill fear, that's bad.  If you are merely trying to warn someone of the
consequences of their actions, that's . . . okay.  Only there's damn little way for someone to ascertain
what someone else's motivations really are.  If a dude actually tells his woman that her behavior is a
dealbreaker, that's a Threat.  If he mentions her behavior is so poor that he is considering the fact that
there are, indeed, other women out there who will not behave so, that's a Threat.
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If he merely says she hurt his feelings and he won't do something
("socialize with her", is Giggles' example) then that's just a Warning.

 Used too harshly or too frequently, Threats can undermine a relationship.  But how many Warnings
must a man deliver to deaf ears before he resorts to Threats?  Depends on the man, woman,
relationship and situation.  Usually when a man encounters unacceptable behavior in his woman,
bringing it to her attention can fix the problem.  But there are plenty of women who simply discount
such warnings from their men, dismissing them as him being "mean" or "marginalizing" or other sins.

In my opinion, the Threat is often warranted and justified. Men don't like using them any more than
women like hearing them, but if she's steamrolling over your valid objections, then like my friend
Darius, a Threat is decidedly in order.

Aunt Giggles cites marriage expert Dr. John Gottman, who has been able to predict
whether or not a union would endure with 94% accuracy, essentially based on the
presence of one key factor: 

Contempt.

That's important.  But not why she thinks it is.
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Giggles concludes that using threats is coercive, and that merely pointing out how a
partner "hurt your feelings" should be enough to motivate change in an understanding
and loving relationship.  The problem is that most couples don't have
a consistently understanding and loving relationship, and when a man admits to hurt
feelings - and tries to use them to convince his woman to alter her behavior - all too
often she dismisses his feelings as less important or completely unimportant.  Because
as long as the relationship is intact, she's winning.  It could be a piss-poor, sexless,
crappy relationship replete with fights and arguments, but for the purposes of boosting
her in the FSM, it's all the relationship she needs until something better (and more
Alpha, to her horror) comes along.

Giggles mentions the psychological term “intermittent reinforcement,” an addictive
reward pattern that is the motivator in gambling.  You win just often enough to keep you
playing.  This is the female motivation in slowly reducing and restricting sex in a
relationship as a control mechanism.  The man wins when he's have good sex frequently.
 But the woman wins just if the relationship is intact and things are more or less
muddling along.  It doesn't matter how much suffering or anxiety she creates in her
dude, as long as he hasn't left, she still wins.  So she puts out just barely enough to keep
him intact, and ignores his feelings the rest of the time in a Blue Pill relationship.

Which brings us to the subject of contempt.  Giggles insists that contempt underlies
most of the motivation behind employing Dread.  That's positively ludicrous.  For
example, my friend Darius, when he employed Dread and Preselection, did so without
contempt for his girlfriend.  He didn't treat her poorly or try to actively undermine her
self-esteem, he pointed out the obvious flaw in her emotional reasoning - that he would
not stick around unconditionally and wait for her to make up her mind - and pointed out
that she was by no means the only game in town.  He did not fault her personal
character or insult her, he told her what
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the deal was with enough passion in his voice to invoke her emotional receptivity, and he
got the job done.  But he was never contemptful of her.  

And that brings us to the title of the post.  For while I fault Giggle's reasoning, I cannot
fault the initial premise: that Contempt in a partner is a strong indicator of
whether or not divorce is on the horizon.

What she doesn't quite understand is that the damaging contempt she rightfully fears need not be
personal in nature - the mere presence of contempt in a partner is a strong indicator of divorce, by my
observations. Someone who is contmeptful of a whole class of human beings - to which you may
belong - is a very poor risk for a long term relationship.  If you are black, for instance, marrying
someone who generally does not like black people but will make an exception for you because they
love you is a very poor marriage risk.

So consider, then, the fact that for three generations feminism has been raising girls in an
environment of pure contempt for masculinity and all things male.  Since about 1975 the feminist
party line has been to blame men for all the world's ills and demonize masculinity at every turn.
 Divorced moms who espouse general contempt for men have not only emasculated their sons at a
basic level, they have instilled in their daughters a bitter perspective that leaks out into every aspect
of their lives.  While hormones may temporarily overwhelm this homegrown contempt for men, once
the orgasmic buzz of infatuation leaves off and a feminist discovers that the swell dude she married is
actually a real live man with his own masculinity, the blush of love usually cannot overcome the deep
and abiding contempt that she has been raised to feel for men.
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Men make more money.  Men have all the power.
 Men want sex and control.  Men are aggressive and dangerous.  Men make stupid decisions.
 Regardless of the number of examples of contrary behavior, even within their own personal sphere, I
would suggest that the majority of girls raised by self-identified feminists (and I include misguided
"male feminists" like Schwyzer and Scalzi here) become not only entitled, but learn to actively feel
contempt for all men . . . even the ones they are in a relationship with.

A woman who demonstrates contempt for all men in any way is to be avoided like a half-price
hooker with the clap by a Red Pill man.  I'm not talking about the ubiquitous and cathartic post break-
up ice cream guzzling sleepovers designed to purge after heartbreak, here, I'm talking about those
women who can calmly deconstruct, judge, abuse and vilify all men and masculinity itself,
particularly while their husband or boyfriend is present. Women who are openly disrespectful of men,
or who use misandrist terminology with gay abandon are indicating their class-based contempt.

Within the circles of Radical Feminism there's what they call the "Not Nigel" phenomenon, when a
dominant feminist woman has condescended to a relationship with a weak Gamma male.  The saying
goes, "All men are sexist, chauvinistic sex fiends with no regard for the rights or sensibilities of
women . . .except for Nigel. You aren't like that, are you, dear?"  And Nigel slavishly assures her he
isn't as he runs and fetches her another doughnut.

"Nigels" are viewed with open contempt among
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RadFems, and even among plain old ordinary Liberal good kind", they feel utterly justified in saying
the most horrendous things about men in general, secure in the knowledge that Nigel isn't going to
protest - and will likely eagerly agree with her misandrist views just to stay in her good favor.  And
since the RadFems cannot stand a man who actually admits and apologizes for all males and their
behavior, every agreement with them that falls out of his mouth merely validates their opinions and
strengthens their contempt.  Apparently being a lickspittle passive little Gamma bitch to your
domineering wife doesn't dampen RadFem panties as much as the Gammas would like to think.
feminists.  Male bashing and misandry are acceptable bloodsports for them, and as long as they add
the half-assed disclaimer that their pet neutered male is "one of the

If Radical Feminists can recognize their own lurid contempt for the men who are bending over
backwards to please them, then the existence of widespread general contempt for masculinity is going
to doom a relationship to divorce regardless of her personal feelings for her pet penis.  Because she
will eventually either decide to chuck poor Nigel under the bus for being a man, or (far more rarely)
Nigel might grow a set and start resisting her contemptuous behavior.

But beyond the RadFems, mainstream feminists often enjoy this kind of
misandrous bloodsport, even as they qualify their opinions if anyone actually bothers to point out
that, technically, not all men are rapists.  Often they'll qualify further by attacking "the Patriarchy", a
nameless, faceless boogeyman that symbolizes all men . . . while not supposedly offending any
particular man.  The Gammas go along with it, because they have firmly turned their backs on the
masculine power of fatherhood, and they feel they can curry favor by joining the assault on "the
Patriarchy".

What they don't understand is that by doing so, they not only paint targets on their own backs, they
are actively participating in the first moves toward their eventual divorce.  For even Liberal Feminists
won't respect a man, subconsciously, who won't stand up for himself and his masculinity even as they
enjoy the slavish devotion.  Eventually they'll get a whiff of Alpha and their inherent hypergamy
kicks in.  Bye-bye Gammarabbit.
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How do you test for this sort of thing in a woman?  You listen . . .
carefully.  Perhaps even bring up a few controversial topics like porn, prostitution, and Blurred Lines.
 If she starts to rant about "male privilege" or "the Patriarchy" or "Rape Culture", then she's purely
catch-and-release.  Let her inflict her bile on some hapless Gamma or start collecting cats.  Her
contempt for men and masculinity might be popular in certain sections of the Female Social Matrix,
but when it comes to how she will treat you within the relationship, she's shown her true colors.

And goddess help you if you hear her say ". . . but I know you're not like other men . . . you're
special!" That's her hamster and her vagina speaking in chorus, because she devoutly wants to believe
that YOU are not actually a real man, as men define the term.  She wants to think that YOU are
somehow immune to the persistent, constant drive of your sexual impulse and have the insight to
realize what a special snowflake she is.  No man wants to be "special", or "not like other men", and if
you do . . . in that way . . . then you have larger identity issues that a relationship just ain't gonna fix.

But for the sake of all the gods, DO NOT PURSUE A LTR WITH HER.  Her potential to be a good
wife is almost nil, and her potential to be your future ex-wife is roughly . . . 94%.  Contempt for all
men will inevitably lead to contempt for you, to your detriment.  And feminism is packed to the
gunwales with that contempt.

You have been warned.
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Who Could Have Saved Them? The Patriarchy.
May 28, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I've had a flood of requests to take on the Elliot Rodgers rampage.  I do so reluctantly, considering
the flood of bullshit opinion being belched out in the popular media, but then I have a duty to address
this.  Because the one thing that surely could have saved those six innocent victims and Rodgers
himself was the long dead Patriarchy.

Not women's studies classes, not sensitivity training, not gun violence charts or even good mental
health screening . . . Rodgers' crimes were due to the appalling lack of paternal instruction and
masculine oversight in his culture and life.  

While the media world freaks the frack out about the omega binge killer Elliot Rodgers' murderous
spree, as usual the finger-pointing flies fast, particularly (and utterly mistakenly) at the PUA wing of
the Manosphere.  The fact is, Rodgers wasn't a member - he aligned himself with the omegas of
PUAHate, the "True Love and Nice Guy" repository that sits around bitterly condemning the only
real way men have to find a meaningful (or string of meaningless but fulfilling) relationships with
women.

Others in the sphere have cogently examined Rodgers' pathology and seen plenty of non-Manosphere
oriented origins of his vicious spree, considering everything from mental illness to repressed
homosexuality and, of course, a hideous lack of Game.  Feminists and anti-gun folks are gleefully
piling on, pointing at the NRA and Misogyny (TM) as the culprit.  And while Rodgers' twisted and
whining manifesto is indeed genuinely misogynous, it's equally as misandrous.  He hated the men
who managed to attract good-looking women even more than he hated the women.  In the end he was
a self-loathing, narcissistic and entitled little prick who went nuts.
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But while I find many of the arguments about his mental state and probable motivations highly
cogent and reasonable, I feel that the one place the blame has not been placed is at the feet of his
father.

Once upon a time, during the glory days of the Old Patriarchy, it was every father's duty to instruct
his sons in the arts of manhood, up to and including "The Talk" about women.  These were solemn
men's mysteries, in which a father would explain (like he would the rules of baseball) the ground
rules and the elements of attraction and all the other issues a young man needed to know before he
went a courting.  The results were a mixed bag: often Dad's advice was as inept as it was applicable,
and as feminism and the changing economy began destroying the old order, it became increasingly
unproductive.

Worse, fathers were blamed for filling their sons heads with misogyny, chauvinism, and other mental
poison by the nascent feminist movement.  The resulting disconnect from the way the Old Patriarchy
practiced mating was jarring, and after the great waves of divorce they became brittle and shattered.
 By the 1980s, most men said very little to their sons about the subject, and what was said was
couched in carefully-worded doublespeak that avoided the really helpful information in favor of
innocuous Nice Guy crap that wives and sisters would not freak out about.
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That left the post-Patriarchy boys little choice but to gain their
desperately-needed information via popular culture, the street, and their mothers.  There's no wonder
we raised two generations of angry, confused, and frightened Beta boys who had to fight for what
little helpful knowledge they could glean.  Gone was the day when a man could safely sit down with
his 17 year old over an illicit bottle of beer and explain "the facts of life", before perhaps taking him
to a pro or advising him on how to press his suit with a girl he was interested in.

Instead they largely stayed silent, letting their sons languish in a jungle of "True Love" crap and
feminist
doublespeak.  There's a reason the music of the 1980s was androgynous, whiny, and filled with
introspective despair: dudes were horny as hell and had no idea how to proceed without inviting
feminist punishment.  It's hard to blame the dads - they had no idea how to do it, either.

When you listen to Rodgers' pedantic and entitled whining, it's difficult to imagine that his father ever
took his duties as a patriarch seriously.  Instead he threw money and an affluent lifestyle at the boy
and let him languish in silence, unable to explore or establish his sexuality beyond the basic yearning
for completion everyone has.  For Rodgers women were all about status - about defining who he was
- which is contra-Patriarchy.

Look at what he had to fill that void instead: a culture of feminism that actively sought to punish men
who did try to learn the essential skills ("Game") necessary to overcome adolescent awkwardness and
progress toward a desirable goal.  A popular culture that still celebrated True Love and a "low
conflict" approach to mating.  A generational culture that celebrated entitlement and instant
gratification.  Being shown (and told) that hot cars can get you women was the extent to which
Rodgers had progressed - and like most omegas (you don't have to be a fat slob to be an omega, as he
proves) he felt entitled to only the best, prettiest, blonde girls . . . but had no realistic method of
approaching them, much less prosecuting good Game with them as a result.
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A strong Patriarchy would have taken care of that.  Even had he discovered he was gay (and CH
makes some compelling arguments that he may have been repressing his latent homosexuality) his
father had a duty to instruct his son beyond sending him to college with a hot car and an attitude.
 When his lack of initiative and paralyzing fear of women transformed to bitterness and
disappointment, he turned against the only guys out there who could have helped him out, the PUAs.
 Instead he turned on them as well, as is well-known, and joined PUAHate.

It's telling that the kid went after more men than women, despite his anti-hot-chick manifesto.  He
hated successful men personally, particularly if they were of lower status than he.  He felt entitled to
hot chicks based on looks and affluence alone.  He had no instruction in how to approach a girl, talk
to a girl, reject a girl, or even properly objectify a girl - instead he wallowed in his own sexually-
frustrated self-pity until the rage and anger exploded into violence.

Rodgers' abhorrent acts of violence are not an indictment of the
PUAs, the NRA, or even of feminism, directly.  They are the direct result of the loss of the Patriarchy
that once protected our sons and kept them from such excesses.  And while it might be convenient to
blame feminism for his acts, they're merely being the shame-slinging reactive little cupcakes we've
all grown to know, bless their hearts.  The true fault lies with his father, for listening to them and not
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giving his son what he so desperately needed: male guidance and support about one of the most
delicate and sensitive issues of a young man's life.  Without that support and guidance, a young man
feels like he's drowning in a sea of contradictions, with no help in sight.

Teaching our sons the Red Pill truths about dating and mating, including learning rudimentary Game,
is a vital element of Patriarchy 2.0.  Ensuring that they are not just exposed to the sex-ed-class
version of life, but something far more substantial (say, Average Married Dad's upcoming book) to
help them cope with the seething frustration that comes with testosterone is one of the primary duties
of a father, and a Patriarch 2.0 MUST see this as his job, alone.  Leaving "advice on girls" up to your
mom, who inevitably praises you for being you, tells you to just be funny, be a Nice Guy, and be
respectful to women is a direct failure of your paternalistic responsibilities.

Our sons are vital, and they crave masculine guidance and support like a drug.  If they don't get it
from Dad, or a strong Uncle, they'll try to cobble it together out of rage, anger, hate, and despair.  We
must tell our sons about how the way the world really works, and impress upon them the essential
fact that the world will treat them like shit and expect the world out of them, demand that they be
Real Men and then punish them bitterly for doing so, and pound it into their tiny little skulls that no
one owes them a godsdamned thing: no beamers, no babes, no nothing that they didn't earn on their
own.

And we have to teach them how to endure and abide those inevitable down periods in which they
languish with appalling frequency.  Teach them how to use them as motivation for self-improvement
and exploration.  No one "deserves" to be kissed or fucked by a beautiful girl.  If you want that prize,
you set your sights on it and pursue it accordingly - you don't sit on the hood of your BMW and wait
for the panties to drop of their own accord, as Rodgers apparently did.  And you damn sure don't pick
up a gun and express your frustration that way - or a knife and slash your perceived rivals to death.

No amount of attempted shame is going to move the Manosphere on this point.  We didn't create
Rodgers.
 He is not a result of Game's failed practices, he's a vindication of Game's success.  In fact, we could
have prevented Rodgers by telling him the same thing they tell gay teens considering suicide: It Gets
Better, as a man.  One day you out-grow the stunning contempt with which society views a young
man by cultivating yourself into a better man . . . and that doesn't mean more money or a hotter car.
 When the feminists destroyed the Old Patriarchy, they allowed such rotten fruit to ripen.  Only by
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reinventing and reinvigorating Patriarchy 2.0 and setting some godsdamned standards for behavior -
and then enforcing them in a bruthishly masculine way - can we keep these bitter omegas from
turning their rage into blood-soaked streets.
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Aunt Giggles Doesn't Get It: The Red Pill Is The Toolbox
June 4, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Susan Walsh, over at Hooking Up Smart, shot a nasty broadside against the Manosphere today with
her post Elliot Rodger and the Red Pill.  Her growing anti-male/anti-Red Pill bias has come into full
bloom, now, but more importantly she reveals her (perhaps intentional) ignorance of the Red Pill and
what it means.

The Red Pill, as I've stated frequently in the past, isn't an ideology, as she claims.  Ideology is a set of
beliefs. The Red Pill isn't.  Its a praxeology, or method of doing things to achieve a particular goal.
 That's an important distinction.

The Red Pill is a collection of skills and methods - call it a tool box, to stay in masculine parlance -
designed to help men (and some brave women) live happier, more fulfilling lives.  It isn't dependent
upon an ideology.  It's dependent upon observable truths and reality-based results.

The goals shift from man to man, depending upon just what a particular man decides he wants out of
life, but the central focus is to make men better men . . . for themselves.  Not to fit in better with
society or make women happy.  Forty years of feminism has advocated for the things that allegedly
make women happy (and largely failed).  That's what happens when you depend upon an ideology to
live your life by: the real world comes along and challenges your ideology with, y'know, reality, and
when it doesn't work out most often you find the world at fault, not the belief.

The Red Pill toolbox is replete with resources, but she focuses narrowly on the PUA side of the
equation.  In doing so she blatantly ignores the larger picture and issues involved.  Sure, many men
come to the Red Pill searching for a way to get laid - because that's a seriously important male issue.
 But the focus of the Red Pill has always been masculine self improvement.  Problem is, Aunt
Giggles wants to dictate to men just how they should improve themselves.  Not so that they will be
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happier in their lives . . . but so they can become more useful to women.

Giggles focuses on the idea that Red Pill men are frustrated by the tendency of women to focus on the
top 10-20% of "quality men" (who have suspiciously Alpha-like qualities).   She sees the Red Pill as
a failed ideology of trickery and disappointment.

The Red Pill lets guys off the hook. If they can’t get a woman, it’s due to the defects innate to the
female sex. For many, the strategy of passing blame is more psychically rewarding than the
strategy of taking responsibility.

This is where she's wrong.   The Red Pill does not let guys "off the hook", in part because yes,
Virginia, there are a lot of batshitcrazy/attention-whoring/frivorce-happy/hypergamous/outrageously-
entitled females out there (count the number of "selfies" on any given young woman's FB page for
details), but also in part because the Red Pill does not "blame" women for anything.  While it may
blame feminism (itself a disturbing and increasingly misandrous ideology), in its purest form it
accepts women for what they are and what they have become . . . and arms a Red Pill man with the
tools to deal with them.  

The true Red Pill man does not blame women for what they have become.  He merely recognizes the
paucity of quality women in our society, and if he is inclined toward developing a long-term
relationship, he becomes knowledgeable about how to recognize and pursue them.  Or, conversely, if
he has decided that a LTR is not in his best personal interest, he uses those tools to pursue women for
short term sexual liaisons.  There are even Red Pill men who decide that any interpersonal
relationship with a woman is not in their interest.  They do not measure their masculinity in belt
notches.  Neither do I.

But that last line is where she really screws up.  Because at the top of the Red Pill toolbox, the very
first thing you take out, is personal responsibility.  And one of the first things you discard from your
own scarred heart is the idea of blaming someone else - man or woman, men or women - for your
troubles.  If you aren't willing to take responsibility for your actions, you aren't taking the Red Pill.
 Pure and simple.  

The Red Pill doesn't blame women for the "defects innate to the female sex", it accepts them and
teaches strategies of how to counter them.  If those strategies are ineffective, then either you're using
the wrong strategy and you change it, or you're courting the wrong woman and you change her.  Not
"change her" in the sense of making her who you want her to be . . . but "change her" in the sense of
dumping her ass and moving on.  

Thanks to the destructive nature of feminism on femininity in the West, there are actually huge
numbers of women who are miserable and unhappy with their lives and eager for any chance at a
stable relationship. They write to me constantly, wondering where they can find a Red Pill man.
Pursuing an unfulfilling relationship is not part of the Red Pill.  Pursuing quality women is.  The Red
Pill teaches men that women are fungible, and if one doesn't work out, well, there are a hundred
others out there waiting in the wings.  You just have to have the fortitude, skills and sense of personal
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responsibility to pursue them.  Or, at highest form, you become the type of man who becomes
pursued by them.

The secret of the relationship side of the Red Pill, see, is not to wait around for "Ms. Right" to stick to
the windshield of your BMW, it's to make yourself into the right man to attract the right woman for
you.  

The Red Pill is not science, though it is informed by science.  The Red Pill is craft, like that of a
carpenter.  Extending that analogy, an apprentice carpenter's work is usually crappy, due to lack of
experience.  A master carpenter is a master because he not only has the experience to pound a nail
perfectly, but he has it to discard poor quality materials in the first place.  While an apprentice may
not realize that a perfectly reasonable-looking plank will warp or twist over time, a master does, and
avoids it.  He doesn't blame the plank.  He merely discards it and moves on.

That's part of what sticks in Giggles' craw about the Red Pill: it empowers men to recognize poor
quality women and avoid committing to them in the first place, or discarding them after they've been
tried and tested in the social and erotic arena.  The female imperative of hypergamy instructs a
woman to do whatever she has to to land a "high quality" man for a LTR, including misrepresent
herself and her character, in order to convince a man to offer a commitment.  The Red Pill teaches
men to resist the allure of that offer by giving them the tools to recognize a knotty, poorly-planed and
possibly twisted plank, and make use of it for what it is.  Use it to build a house?  No.  Use it to prop
up a wall while you're looking for the right plank?  Why not?

Of course some will counter that women aren't piece of wood, or meat, or . . . whatever, that they
have feelings too, etc. etc.  But the fact of the matter is that the Red Pill isn't there for women to
soothe women's hurt feelings, it's there to help teach a man build the metaphorical house.  Whatever
kind of house he wants to build.  He's the one in control of commitment.  She's not.  If she's sub-
standard quality, then trying to wish her into better is avoiding the personal responsibility implicit in
being a more quality man.  

For the young Red Pill man, that means being able to avoid the temptation of seriously pursuing a
serious relationship until he's old enough and established enough in his masculinity to sustain one.
 Chasing hot women, as Elliot Rodger did in his mind, is like searching for pretty boards and not
worrying if they can carry a load.  More often than not they're rotten and unstable under the pretty
grain.  Woe to the man who makes this mistake.  

Other young men, desperate to build, grab the first board that comes along and tries to make it fit,
perceiving it as sound because it looks OK . . . but the first time it comes under pressure, it bends,
twists and snaps, usually with a lot of groaning he tries to ignore.  Woe to the man who makes this
mistake.  Only when a man is old enough and experienced enough in his masculine craft to recognize
quality is he ready to start building . . . and he may have to go through a lot of lumber before he gets
there.  As a champion of sub-quality lumber, Aunt Giggles' job is to help young women disguise their
inherent flaws under veneer and skip around the yard until they find an untrained carpenter dumb
enough to include her.
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To the older Red Pill man, who has decided to join the Patriarchy and settle down, the choice
becomes critical - this is the house he's going to raise a family in.  Choosing poorly will have
consequences not just for his own head, but for that of his children.  For this the Red Pill toolbox
offers essential skills, but the responsibility for the craft still comes from the man.  He can't blame the
tools if he doesn't use them right.  He can't blame the wood if it was warped and he didn't bother to
see it.  

To the older Red Pill man who has elected to remain with the Puerarchy, knowing the tools and using
them properly means he gets to use the planks he likes as long as he likes, then tear them off and keep
searching . . . as long as he likes.  That's what's scary about the Red Pill for Giggles and her
gigglettes: because it encourages a man to decline offering a commitment after trying it out.  It's not
the poor carpenters arguing over the prettier veneer and bitching about the lack of good wood, as she
implies, it's the really good carpenters who are going to pass over 90% of the lumber because he's
been properly trained in how to spot their defects, and he's often eager to pass along that wisdom.  

For this the Red Pill toolbox has many tools.

Firstly, the recognition that YOU ARE THE DAMN CARPENTER, and that the power to build is
yours - and your responsibility - alone.  Your dad may have taught you how to hammer a nail, but if
you ain't nailing stuff regularly yourself, your experience in the matter is going to be telling in the
final construction.  Consider this the Tool Belt, the parts of the Red Pill toolbox you carry with you
everywhere.

The Yardstick: the ability to objectively look at a relationship and measure it properly for soundness
and suitability.  A hot blonde may be appealing to your aesthetics, but compared for quality to others
(which women hate) they often fail miserably at the stress test.  Women don't like the Yardstick,
which is why they frequently object to "objectification".  You can't measure a plank without another
stick to compare it with, however, and if you put it against a wall with all the other planks, the
differences will tell.

The Chalk Line: the ability to declare and enforce proper boundaries and hold to them, no matter
what the plank in question might suggest.  Poor quality women will rebel against your attempts to
"limit them" - so the craft mandates you throw them back in the pile, whether you've nailed them yet
or not.  The Chalk Line is your willingness to establish your personal and interpersonal limits and
hold yourself - and the plank - accountable to them.

The Level: the ability to determine the soundness and straightness of a given plank.  Many women
will attempt to obfuscate their pasts, particularly their sexual pasts, and this often presages other
issues that make a them untrustworthy.  Being able to stay balanced enough yourself to know when a
plank is off-center and out of balance is a key skill.  That makes the Level a key tool.

The Plumb Bob: There are constants in this world, like gravity, that can be useful in constructing
your masculinity.  Having the ability to determine the truth of a relationship by measuring it against
constant real world factors helps ensure you stay straight and true.  Gravity doesn't vary appreciably,
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it's a universal.  So are things like hypergamy and shit testing.  Being persuaded to lean in a given
direction to appease a plank is a betrayal of your personal responsibility to build the house properly.
 Knowing your center is vital.

The Square: Right angles are another constant, and knowing the difference between 89 degrees and
91 degrees can be the difference between a house standing or falling.  The fraternity of masculine
society helps a man establish just where 90 degrees is by providing context and experience of other
men to guide you.  Relying on women for this is like using a pair of chopsticks as a T-square.  If your
dad and your brothers and your friends are all suspect of the plank in your hand, then odds are it's not
at a 90 degree angle.

The Plane: While no plank is perfect right out of the pile, sometimes it just takes a little effort and
work to refine it to usability.  The ability to recognize and remove rough spots and uneven patches
through the application of your masculine decisiveness is the height of craft.  Seeing a good woman
"in the rough", that is, one who can prosper brilliantly with the right incentives and treatment, is
implicit in the Red Pill toolbox.  For example, sometimes just removing a woman from the vicinity of
her mother can work wonders for crafting that particular plank.  And with exposure to your steady,
secure guidance, a given plank can often be persuaded to come into near-perfect shape.

The Hammer: The ability to commit - to a task, a course of action, a vocation or a woman - is
implicit in this tool.  A hammer is a tool of action: it binds two boards together with a measured
application of force.  The Red Pill not only demands responsibility from a man, it demands his
personal action.  It might take years before you find the right plank, but once you do you take action
to secure it soundly and completely.  This may require repeated nailings.

The Crowbar: The ability to use leverage to move a plank in a constructive way.  This is the
metaphor of such Red Pill techniques as Dread and ultimatums.  Rarely do you get results from
merely banging on the plank with the crowbar - and it mars the wood.  But place it just so, apply just
the right amount of leverage and strength, and you can often move it into the right position.  Having
the emotional control to fix a situation instead of mindlessly wailing away at it is masculine
craftsmanship of the highest order.  And an understanding of female psychology is essential before
you decide where to stick your crowbar and how much leverage to apply.

The Sledgehammer: Sometimes it becomes necessary to use naked force to knock a situation back
into shape.  When a wall starts leaning badly, a tepid response isn't going to fix the problem - but
sometimes a well-controlled display of raw power can.  It's not the first tool in the box, but it is a vital
one for any man to master.  And it requires a lot of strength (emotional, mental, or physical) to do so
- strength you can't suddenly invent.  It must be cultivated from the first.

The Sawhorse: Every man needs points of stability upon which to work his craft, and that means a
stable and supportive environment.  Having a solid foundation makes using the other tools far easier
and more efficient - whereas an uneven sawhorse can throw your work off from the beginning.  The
Red Pill instructs that proceeding to construction before your personal foundation is settled is folly.
 The first thing a carpenter builds are his sawhorses.
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Sandpaper: The ability for a man to polish his social presentation - and that of the plank in question
- until it's as smooth as glass.  Like sanding, it takes a lot of work and often a lot of time, but the
result is a gleaming, smooth presentation that enhances the quality of the project.  And such sanding
often reveals hidden flaws in his materials.

The Saw: The most feared element in the Red Pill toolbox: the ability and willingness to cut off a
plank that isn't working out and discard it in favor of another.  A final option in most cases, the Saw
gives a man the ability to cut his losses and start over anew, wiser, smarter, and better prepared for
the project.  While real commitment is to be valued and cherished, the ability to walk away from
things that are clearly not going to work out is essential.  No one likes the Saw, but you can't build a
house without one.

The Blueprint: the ability to craft a vision of the final project in completion, and the understanding
of how to get there from here.  This is implicit in the Red Pill, from Roissy's "Make the Mission, Not
The Woman, Your Focus" to Athol Kay's emphasis on male self-improvement in the MAP.  You
must have an idea of what you want.  It doesn't matter if that's a happy, successful marriage or a
string of fulfilling love affairs, or a life of quiet reflection and solitude, the Red Pill mandates every
man create his Blueprint and follow it.  Sure, you might have to issue a change order from time to
time, as experience and circumstance dictate, but the Blueprint is there to provide the vision you need
to get the house you want.

While I might be torturing a metaphor at this point, the fact is that the PUA side of the Red Pill is just
a small, small portion of the praxeology - a kind of beginning carpentry class.  Aunt Giggles wants to
point to that and insist that we're all essentially blaming our materials, when in fact we are working
on our craft.  Using the tragic episode of Elliot Rodger as some sort of "test case" of Red Pill
praxeology is a hamster run amok: he never took the class, he just went mad because he couldn't have
a pretty house and couldn't be bothered to do what needed to be done to learn how to build one.  

Thus spake Giggles:

The very men who considered themselves beta losers were desperate not to improve their lives by degrees, but

to become “magnificent gentlemen” in that top tier of alpha males. This is precisely what we heard from Eliot

Rodger. 

For men who couldn’t or wouldn’t do the very hard work of real self-improvement, Pickup Artists offered a

quick fix, which can pretty much be summed up as “Chicks dig jerks, so be an asshole.”

The Red Pill IS the route to masculine self-improvement, and anyone who thinks that "Chicks dig
jerks" is at the core of it has failed to give the praxeology the time and effort necessary to understand
its utility.  Which shouldn't be surprising.  Just as Elliot Rodger didn't put in the time to understand it,
beyond the feminist-tinted jingoism of PUAHate, Susan Walsh has failed to put in that same time or
effort, and her attempt to condemn what she doesn't understand has earned her post a MASSIVE
FAIL.  PUAs aren't offering a quick fix.  They're offering access to tools a man can use toward the
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completion of his personal goal.  Using Elliot Rodger's psychotic breakdown as proof of anything is a
level of cynicism I hadn't expected from Susan.

There are many tools in the Red Pill toolbox . . . but psychopathic rage is not one of them.  

She compounds the problem by mentioning The Art Of Manliness and pointing out that two of the
"Three Pillars of Masculinity" are broken - protection and provision, which means that most modern
men have to lean on that third pillar - procreation or sex.  But she doesn't go into why those first two
pillars are broken, the advent of 3rd wave feminism that sought to marginalize and even criminalize
masculinity.  Instead she blames the men who have been left with the feminist legacy thusly:

The problem is that this creates a wholly unproductive segment of male society, who have little
to do but obsess about not getting laid. When these men fail to improve their results with women
by adopting Red Pill tactics, they grow increasingly angry and resentful. This is revealed in the
increasingly prevalent sexual entitlement we see today.

"Wholly unproductive" in this case means "Useless to Women" in Giggles' parlance.  It hasn't
occurred to her that the men who seek sex are doing so not because they aren't in the army or working
in a cube, but because they have made the decision that sex, for them, is important enough to study as
a craft.  The men who seek out the Red Pill aren't the ones who feel entitled to sex - they're the ones
who realize that sex is not an entitlement.  It's a set of skills that must be learned, practiced, and
perfected.  And while that practice includes a fair amount of failure at first, with further practice and
study they get better at it.

The Red Pill only fails for those men unwilling to stick to the Blueprint, use their tools wisely, and
choose the right materials with which to work.  And especially for the men who give up in disgust
because they didn't build a mansion their first few times on the job site.  Elliot Rodger never even
made it to the gate.  With patience, study, and consistent and persistent practice, the Red Pill tool box
does, indeed, produce results.  Not in "getting laid", necessarily, but in building stronger, better men.

Of course female attraction isn't guaranteed by the Red Pill - not of any particular female.  But the
same willingness to objectify women Giggles snits about is also the one that opens a man up to the
possibilities of all women, keeping him from betraying his own vision for the prospect of easy pussy.
 If a man follows the Red Pill praxeology, he will become more attractive to ALL women, and the
attraction of any particular woman becomes less meaningful as a result.  If the Red Pill gives you the
knowledge toward becoming a master of the male-female dynamic and understand the peculiarities of
modern female mating behaviors, then suddenly that cute girl you were interested in when you started
fades into a sea of really cute girls who are all suddenly interested in you.  Pursuing them becomes
unnecessary, because they will start competing for your attention and commitment, not the other way
around.  And women hate that.

THAT'S what really frightens women like Giggles about it - not the possibility of misogyny, but the
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possibility that men will recognize their own worth enough to be highly selective about their mates,
be even more stingy with their willingness to commit, and that the poorer quality women she's
writing for will suffer accordingly.  It's far easier, then, for her to point the finger and blame the Red
Pill for the shootings, when we weren't even in the room.  Hell, Elliot HATED us, he was depending
on Twu Wuv and shallow women, not authentic Red Pill praxeology.  As she says in closing,

Instead of working to earn sex, men would do better do cultivate respect, affection and
ultimately, intimacy. There are no shortcuts to quality relationships.

Her take on the subject suggests "cultivating respect" (kissing ass), "affection" (kissing ass) and
"intimacy" (kissing ass), all of which are, indeed, "shortcuts" to a quality relationship.  Such
relationships last only as long as the appeasement is preferable to the enticing prospect of hypergamy,
and Giggles doesn't even address that.  In truth, Elliot Rodger and his PUAHate ilk, psychotic and
non-psychotic alike, were sold on the "kissing ass/being a gentleman" approach to relationships, and
they suffer accordingly.  Unfortunately, so did six other poor souls.

The only real way to build a quality relationship is with understanding how the pieces fit together,
finding quality materials, and expert application of the toolbox with confident, manly hands - and the
only place that's being taught anywhere is here in the Manosphere.
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Pre-Father's Day Poster Project
June 6, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Just for kicks, consider copying and posting a few of these where you think they might do the most
good.  Then stand back and innocuously watch the reactions of the folks who read them.  Heck, if
you see someone really start to get steamed, record it for posterity.  I think it would be outstanding to
see these spring up all over the place, where you least suspect them, all Summer long . . . but
especially by Father's Day.
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Any other suggestions?  Special thanks to the Flying Monkey Squad!
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Wife Test: Warm & Pleasant Disposition
June 18, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Riffing on a great post over at Just Four Guys, today's lesson, Gentleman, is about your potential
bride's Warmth and her Disposition.  Those are two elements of the female character which are
strongly indicative of her suitability to the job, and all too often they are overlooked by the lovestruck
or overshadowed by a busty figure.  Your wife's appearance and attractiveness may wax and wane
over time, but her warmth and her disposition is a constant in your life.  It should therefore be highly
weighted in your determinations.

 "Warmth" is one of those difficult-to-define terms that has a strong subjective component.  You
might not be able to tell what it is, but you know it when you see it.  It is among the most enduring of
feminine characteristics, sometimes not fully emerging until motherhood.  It is also frequently
attacked by feminism as a gender-based stereotype, therefore decreasing its value among the
adherents of this ideology.  Disposition, likewise, has been lambasted as a weakness by masculine-
oriented feminists.  A traditionally feminine disposition, pleasant and attractive, has been called into
question by corporate feminists who see it as a needless departure from their leaning in.
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But warmth, and a pleasant disposition can be a key factor in
both initial attraction and ultimate mate selection.  Both attributes depend largely on that most valued
of female traits, a woman's Receptivity.

Distinguished from her willingness or ability to be submissive, men value receptivity in a woman.
 That is, her willingness and ability to be open to his ability to order and invite.  A woman who is not
generally receptive will rarely be receptive, suddenly, to her husband's leadership, no matter how
strong a leader he is.  By abandoning her receptive nature, many modern women have unknowingly
also abandoned a key feature of their allure.  "Warmth", as a characteristic, is the expression of a
woman's social receptivity; being "warm" means that she is receptive to casual social interactions,
including the comfort and ease of those around her. A Pleasant Disposition, on the other hand, is a
token of a woman's receptiveness to establishing harmony in her environment through answering
verbal and nonverbal calls for support.  If either one of these things is missing in a given woman, the
prospect of her being a good wife goes down dramatically.

Such receptivity isn't overtly submissive or self-effacing in nature.  The strongest, most feminine
women I know manage warmth and a pleasant disposition through even trying times, mustering a
grace and charm through difficult circumstances that is the epitome of mature femininity.  Neither is
it martyrous self-sacrifice.  It is born of a woman's deep compassion and care for the others in her
life, and her desire to maintain an admirable social position.  It is quite possible to be warm, pleasant-
natured, and still maintain strong hand in the relationship.

A woman communicates her warmth in part through her level of attention: eye contact, verbal cues,
appropriate questions, understanding of the social context, etc.  And it is not just a good idea to
pursue this test for the prospect of a peaceful marriage, it can also indicate the strength and stability
of your union. And therefore its durability.
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The JFG posting points out a fascinating study in which men and
women in relationships were observed making verbal and non-verbal "bids" for attention and
intimacy.  Those partners whose "bids" were answered with a corresponding acceptance of intimacy
or interaction tended to do better as long-term prospects for marriage.  Couples who ended up
divorced after 5 years had a bid ratio of less than 40%, whereas couples who seemed to have solid,
stable relationships tended to answer each others' bids more than 80%.  How accurate was the
theoretical prediction of a couple's success in a LTR - that is, not get divorced?  How about 94%
accurate?

The study demonstrates just how important warmth and pleasant disposition really are in a Red Pill
marriage.  Women who can cultivate their personal warmth are making themselves more receptive to
their husband's bids.  While some of those bids are going to be sexual in nature, inevitably, women
who have warmth are likely to return the bid with a counter-bid or at least an acknowledgement that
can often soothe her partner's desires for intimacy and validation without any panties coming off.
 Women who lack warmth won't bother to look up when their men give a casual interpersonal bid on
a favorite activity for him that bores the hell out of her.  Women who lack a pleasant disposition often
won't answer a bid for attention that doesn't immediately gratify them in some way.

So how do you determine a woman's warmth and disposition?  You count it. Just like in the study.
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Carefully observe your interactions with your candidate woman over a period of, say, two hours of
alone-time.  Mentally track the number of interpersonal "bids" you offer her, as well as the nature and
degree of her response.  Try to work in a set number of bids for the period: ten, twenty, or twenty-
five.  They don't have to be all that involved - "look at that cool car!" or "what do you think of my
new boss?" or "I'm feeling like Mexican for lunch" are all decent bids.  Try to keep them somewhat
neutral, not inviting either a summary dismissal or lengthy response.  Just simple, straightforward
conversational invitations.

For each bid, observe how she reacts.  Eye contact, verbal acknowledgement, open validation, or at
least rapt attention (with her body language clearly turned toward you) are all "wins" of your bid.
 Noncommittal grunts, blank stares at her cell phone, inattention and stony silence are all "lost" bids,
as are bids that fail because of her closed or turned-away body language.  Insulting, vulgar or
degrading language subtracts a point.

Don't let your reaction to her answers color how you offer the bids.  Nor should you allow one poor
performance be the sole determiner of a woman's warmth and pleasant disposition.  Try this several
times and keep track of her averages.

As far as scoring, simply give her a point for every "win" and no points for a lost bid.  Within a two-
hour time period, if she responds positively to fifteen of the bids and negatively to ten others, you can
assign her a Warmth and Receptive score of 60%.  If she responds positively to 20, then she's starting
to move into the Warm category.  But that's why you repeat: everyone has bad days.  The problem is
when those bad days start piling up, and that warmth you once felt from her keeps falling.
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Likewise you can test how pleasant her disposition is
by observing her reaction to unfortunate news. Women who make every misfortune (whether it
happens to them or not) into a tragic crisis worthy of a blow-up are failing the "pleasant disposition"
test.  So are those who ride the emotional waves of other people's baggage.  The willingness and
ability to consciously be receptive to negative stimuli and provide positivity in return is the essence
of "pleasant disposition" - and it doesn't mean a woman is an ineffective communicator or leader by
doing so.  On the contrary, the very best women leaders I've known and followed have excelled at
being pleasant, no matter the circumstances.

Consider her scores in a variety of situations, too.  Observation of her warmth with others gives you
perspective into her character.  See how warm and pleasant she is in a formal setting, a casual setting,
a semi-formal setting, with your kin and your friends, and among complete strangers as well as her
score in your private interactions.  Every time she responds openly and receptively, she gets a point.
 Every time she ignores or snubs a conversational bid for no good reason that you can see, no point.
 Every time she says something insulting or derogatory about someone, subtract a point (unless it's
someone you don't like, in which case praise her for her keen insight.).

Again, this test is highly subjective, but it allows your direct observations of her behavior to influence
your decision to commit to a relationship, not a "feeling" or "just knowing".  A warm, pleasant wife
leads to a happy, pleasant life.  Thinking you can transform a cold shrew into a friendly, receptive
mate is most often an exercise in futility.  And if it takes her a few drinks to really "warm up", that,
too, is telling.
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This exercise is helpful for gauging your own
interactions as well.  Most men aren't conscious of the cues and bids women constantly offer them in
their non-verbal, contextual multi-track communication style.  We prefer the more direct and
simplistic single-signal communication styles that develop between men.  But being mindful of her
body language and linguistic mannerisms makes you more sharply attuned to when she's offering
subconscious commentary on her mental-emotional state, including her current level of attraction to
you.  If she's been warm and open to you all afternoon, and you know sex could be on the table, then
when she offers a bid for sexual intimacy maybe you won't miss it the first few times around.

It also makes you aware of your own responsiveness.  While male dominance is the preferred remedy
under the Red Pill, remember that that doesn't mean domineering.  A good captain is always receptive
to constructive input from the crew, particularly his First Officer, and giving proper attention to
sincerely-delivered bids from her helps deepen her own attachment and attraction to you.  Grunting
might be manly and Alpha, but subtle transactions of attention work in both directions.
 Acknowledging her bids and participating in what seems like mindless, pointless discussion is
actually re-affirming and validating your interpersonal attachment to each other. This exercise will
help hone your ability to be responsive to her perspectives, even if you don't agree with them, and
make her feel more secure in the strength of your interpersonal bond - without demanding control of
the relationship.

It's quite possible to maintain hand and take a strong leadership position and still accept enough of
your wife's bids so that she feels the flow of emotional intimacy, even when you're being strong and
silent.  Indeed, compounding the two tends to work very well.  Mastering the art of responding to
those bids is the responsibility of both parties, but the importance of this cannot be understated:
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“There’s a habit of mind that the masters have,” Gottman explained in an interview, “which
is this: they are scanning social environment for things they can appreciate and say thank
you for. They are building this culture of respect and appreciation very purposefully.
Disasters are scanning the social environment for partners’ mistakes.”

Contempt is the number one factor that tears couples apart. “It’s not just scanning
environment,” chimed in Julie Gottman. “It’s scanning the partner for what the partner is
doing right or scanning him for what he’s doing wrong and criticizing versus respecting him
and expressing appreciation.”

Take a good, hard look at your potential bride, Gentlemen, and give her an honest, sincere
examination of her warmth and disposition . . . and thereby her receptivity.  Warmth and a
pleasant disposition: two essentials for any lasting Red Pill wife, and both springing from the
feminine fountain of receptivity.  If she can't or wont accept your bids (or you hers) at least 80%
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of the time, it's probably not a good match.
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The Feminist True Love Hamster
June 24, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

As I've often noted, Feminism and True Love are both mating strategies.  The former relies on social
control to reduce competition for the highest valued women by discouraging active mate selection
among the rank-and-file.  By reducing the social impetus to permanently mate, otherwise-dangerous
competitors devote their most fertile (and attractive) reproductive years to a career, or a string of
failed relationships due to their lack of investment.  True Love, on the other hand, promises "Happily
Ever After" (HEA) for the woman who relies on traditional feminine allure to seek out the highest-
value male she can attract, promising wedded bliss and masculine comfort (tall, broad-shouldered,
seethingly Alpha masculine comfort) for ever middle-aged pudgy office manager with a Kindle, on
the basis of their imaginary virtue alone.

The two would seem diametrically opposed: the feminist perspective is an ideology which de-
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emphasizes marriage and family altogether, while the mystical True Love seeks nothing less.  One
would assume, based on the ideology, that feminists would eschew romance novels for the context-
dependent female pornography they are.  Ditto the celebrity pages, Huffpo's incessantly mindless
fawning over fashion, "supernatural romance" and soap operas.  Yet feminist-oriented organs almost
inevitably cave to the pressure of HEA, as a guilty-little-secret or as a (utterly rationalized) bit of
"feminist empowerment".  When you get past the rhetoric about rape culture, the patriarchy, and
misogyny rhetoric, it appears that what hardcore feminists dream of, fantasize about, even obsess
about is . . . marriage.

The delicious irony should escape no one.  While feminists play Beat The Beta in the cultural arena,
condescendingly blaming regular dudes for everything from wage disparities to sexual assault, their
mouths may say More Beta but the secret fire in their loins is only inflamed by Mythical Alphas.
 Only the profound power of the Rationalization Hamster can heal this devastating rip in ideological
reality.  Only by denying its importance and playing off the inherent element of wish-fulfillment in
the genre, near-desperate apologies such as this (from a column entitled "Feminism, Y'all") by
blogger Alison Piepmeier can the Hamster possibly keep heads from exploding.

Don't mistake me: I am not opposed to romance novels.  They
fulfill a vital role in feminine sexual psychology, providing data, suggestions, and accessories to the
constant demand for context a women gets from the Female Social Matrix.  Just like porn, in the
weak-minded they can provide too much data, feeding
deep-seated feelings of entitlement and dooming the viewer/reader to perpetual disappointment with
reality.  But for most women they are mere fantasy jilling material, grist for the mill of their
imaginative sexuality - despite the never-varying plot/character structure.  Ms. Piepmeier sums up the
appeal nicely, but incompletely:

The novels feature female protagonists who initially may seem to fit the stereotype of the
helpless woman, but who ultimately save the day — or play a very significant part in saving the
day. They have fun plots with twists and turns, controversy and conflict, moments when you hold
your breath because it's clear that everything is going to fall apart. But everything doesn't fall
apart, because these novels always have happy endings. And the happy endings are crucial for
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me.

Ms. Piepmeier doesn't mention the fact that the "happy ending"
invariably involves (expressed or implied) permanent commitment for the plucky heroine with her
perfect-but-flawed Mr. Right.  In other words, Marriage.  Feminism's sworn enemy.

Rationalization Hamster to the rescue!  Indeed, Ms. Piepmeir not only dismisses the rational
disconnect, she enlists the aid of other apologists to lend weight to her rationalization:

Conseula Francis, a professor of English and African-American Studies at the College of
Charleston, studies romance novels. "Here's why the happy ending matters," she told me.
"These novels force us, whether we know it or not, to take joy seriously. Literary fiction often
asks us to consider the pain and angst and ennui of human existence. Romance asks us to
consider the pleasures."

"Joy" and "pleasures" in this context mean a ring and a
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June date with Mr. Right, after the heroine has rescued him from himself by virtue of her Magical
PoonTang.  The essence of every successful romance novel is the heroine's ability to use her
femininity and sexuality to change Mr. Right's destiny, saving him from his own base emotions and
desires by the simple virtue of Being Together.  Married.  Not independent fuck-buddies who pursue
different careers and take a week off together every Spring - but honest-to-Hera Husband and Wife
(with hyphenations, natch).  Mr. Right is inevitably brimming over with Alpha, but with the heroine's
influence he becomes a domesticated Alpha, content with whatever charms her Magical
PoonTang may hold.

The fun plot twists and turns cited are nominal, at best, and require the special knowledge or skill the
heroine alone possesses in addition to her Magical PoonTang, but in the end the decision for Mr.
Right's precious commitment is lies almost exclusively with his unrelenting devotion to her personal
abstract femininity . . . the same quality that 3rd Wave feminism despises as "masculine entitlement".
 When a feminist woman "takes joy seriously" in a romance novel, the joy she is taking is is that of a
woman submitting herself to an Alpha under the pretext of "taming" him.

If nothing else, studying romance novel structure and tropes
strongly reinforces core Game concepts.  More importantly, discovering a woman is a reader of this
jillfodder gives you keen insight on her inner psychological approach to her nether regions, key areas
where leverage can be easily applied.  Most women who read such novels are wearing their Hamster
out in the open where anyone who knows Game can see it.  It's a cry for more Alpha in her personal
life, more shirtless billionaires and misguided oil barons with muscles like spring steel, more
ruggedly handsome strangers with exotic accents or chilling pirates with an inexplicable gentle side.

Articles like Ms. Piepmeir's serve to cautiously make a stab at reclaiming some kernel of femininity
from feminism's crushing jaw.  In admitting to the allure of brazen cis-hetero sexuality and the
longing for the Alpha feminists who read romance novels betray the secret behind feminism's ham-
handed approach to a mating strategy: as an elaborate shit-test designed to weed Alphas from Betas-
and-below, wrapped in a thick layer of rationalization.  None of these romance heroines are leaving
their men behind to pursue their careers, they aren't abandoning Happily Ever After for the prospect
of making partner, they are all graciously accepting the masculine commitment at the end of the
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book.  Oh, they'll agonize about it the whole way - that's the fun - but if they don't succumb to the
commitment with Mr. Right at the end of the book, then there's no "joy".  "Joy", it seems, means
succumbing to marriage, and nothing less.

Ms. Piepmeier has a different take.  But put through a Red Pill filter, one may translate:

The female protagonists get to have adventures.
["They get to be stimulated by danger and excitement but without real consequence, thanks to Mr.
Right"] They get to be competent. ["They get to demonstrate the characteristics that make them
acceptable mates, other than the Magical PoonTang, which overrides everything else"] And they get
to have great sex. ["They get to have great sex with a perfect dude willing to offer them commitment,
enjoying the infatuation stage of the relationship without addressing the pesky realities of sustaining a
relationship or criticizes them on their performance or approach in the slightest"]. Reading them is a
fully feminist act.

You bet it is, Cupcake.  That's the feminist take on romance novels: Lean in until you catch a ring for
yourself.  Then repeat as necessary. There are plenty of Alphas to go around for everyone.  And gosh,
you deserve one, even if you don't need one.

The flip side of this of course is the female Omegas, those poor women who use these novels like
internet tube sites.  Perpetually invested in the True Love strategy, which doesn't account for real-life
attractiveness or the scantness of shirtless billionaires, these poor women have hamstered themselves
into a level of
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entitlement that screams defiantly at reality.  When they do embrace feminism, it's usually out of a
sense of sexual frustration.  Feminism offers them the opportunity to rationalize their own personal
failings and past humiliations as the fault of the misogynistic patriarchical rape culture, which
oppressively doesn't realize the obvious advantages of the Magical PoonTang of the bitter, pudgy
middle-aged single mom and awarded the Alpha accordingly.

These women are waiting in vain for their Mr. Right, because they foolishly took feminism at face
value, when it came to the war on sexism/sexuality/male sexulity/rape culture.  Feminism told them
that a real Mr. Right wouldn't care what a woman looked like, just as True Love told them that her
personal femininity was enough to ignite the fiery passion of every big-dicked Alpha who was
worthy of her.

Like the fat 30 year old bronies who just know that they are entitled to big-boobed supermodel
heiresses who will realize what a cool and witty dude they are, these female Omegas have been
tricked out of even showing up to the Sexual Market Place.  Nor is their misery wasted: feminism
uses it to confirm their solipsistic belief that The Patriarchy is what is hiding all of the Alphas away
from them, not their own failure to compete.  Guys would be nicer, more gentle, less judgmental, and
just more accepting of cats, aging, and Teen Wolf binge marathons if it wasn't for the darn ol'
Patriarchy and its misogynistic minions.  Romance gives them the personal ideal, feminism provides
the finger to point the blame for their disappointment, while smart women skate between the two, run
female Game, and snag up the marriage-minded Alphas.
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The difference between porn and romance novels isn't just the
genre and medium, however.  There's a contextual difference that many forget.  The 30 year old
schlubs who are whacking it daily to the tubes still have time to learn Game and free themselves.
 Thanks to their biology, their sexual capital in the SMP is about to mature, even if their personalities
don't.  A year spent in the gym, learning Game, and applying themselves to their lives can make even
the most unredeemable Omega dude acceptable, perhaps even impressive.  I've seen it happen.

The Omegas' romance-reading female equivalent, on the
other hand, is at the end of her shelf-life as a viable commodity.  The Wall loometh, and all the
feminist theories in the world aren't going to change that.  Men will always be attracted to youth and
beauty over age and plainness.

By the time your average feminist woman's hamster accepts that, and she's grudgingly willing to
admit that yes, she might like to be married someday . . . she's usually devalued herself heavily in the
SMP.  Heavily enough so that in the brutal competition for quality mates she's severely handicapped.
 Neither feminism or romance can offer her a solution, not one that she can stomach.

While a 30 year old male geek who discovers Game can re-invent himself fairly easily, a 30-year old
short-haired feminist Omega has to make severe compromises of her ideology and her approach if
she's going to stand a chance, even for a desperate Gamma.  She's starting fifteen years too late, at the
last gasp of her natural talent in an area of expertise she's been taught to despise.  Her best hope lies
in capitulating utterly,
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becoming a Red Pill woman and embracing her femininity while eschewing feminism.  Dreams of
even mild suburban fulfillment are elusive as the men she thinks are in her league realize their own
growing value.  In the end, she's as likely to have an empty home and cats to read her novels to than
even a poor quality commitment.

But perhaps her story will prove to be a warning to younger generations before they repeat her
mistakes.  Happily Ever After has to be earned.  You can't depend on luck and access to your
Magical PoonTang to give it to you.  The real Mr. Rights of the world have more discriminating eyes
than that.  The smart ones aren't going to marry avowed feminists, anyway.  
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Why Male Birth Control Will Change Everything
June 27, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Everyone knows what the female birth control pill did to our society, and while everyone also knows
that reliable male contraception would be a boon, the general effectiveness of condoms and the
difficulty in regulating male fertility at the hormonal level without also impairing male sexual
function has made "The Male Pill" an elusive goal.  Pharma companies are interested, of course -
considering their profits on female birth control, opening up a huge market for exploitation on a
monthly basis is just too good to pass up.

But the best proposed method for reliable male birth control isn't a hormone-based therapy.  It's a
minor surgical intervention that renders the patient effectively sterile for a ten-year period of time.
RISUG, or Vasagel, has proven effective and safe in initial clinical trials in India.

Because it's a surgical intervention and not a drug, there isn't much corporate support for the
procedure, but its promise has attracted individuals to contribute to the incredible expense of funding
FDA testing.  And the promise is fantastic.  Essentially, a microscopic device is injected into the vas
deferens, where its crystalline structure effectively shreds the sperm before ejaculation.  After ten
years the structure breaks down and the patient returns to normal fertility.  Or the device can be
flushed away surgically with another minor procedure.
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But for ten solid years you don't have to worry about getting anyone pregnant accidentally.  The
power to conceive is under your control, as a man.  You are no longer a potential victim of
reproductive coercion.

That's not a term you hear often enough, although the effect is widely known.  When a woman gets
pregnant (or pretends to, or convinces herself she is) in order to extract a commitment from a man
without his knowledge or permission, that's reproductive coercion.  It's the other side of "using sex as
a weapon".  Unfortunately, things rarely work out well for either the man who has been coerced or
his off-spring.

In the discussion about sexual violence the issue of reproductive
coercion rarely comes up.  The talk begins and usually ends centered on rape and violent sexual
assault, acquaintance rape and sexual entitlement.  But the issue of sexual violence is not complete
without putting reproductive coercion on the table for discussion.  If rape is morally wrong - and
it is - then extorting an unwanted commitment from a man is equally wrong.

It's a Red Pill fact that a goodly portion of marriages are the result of a little blue line on a plastic
stick and a True Love rationalization, not the careful vetting and examination they should be.  The
status quo tends to run like this: Jack and Jill go off to college, hook up with a bunch of people before
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getting thrown together for a weekend at the beach, knocking boots out of boredom and opportunity,
and six weeks later, after both have moved on, Jill shows up at Jack's dorm with a wet stick and a
blue line.  June wedding and married student housing, or perhaps a semester off, if they elect to make
a go of it.

Of course it really could be True Love - or boiling hormones - that provides the chemistry that turns
that little line blue.  Or it could be a calculated ploy on the part of an ambitious or desperate girl, pure
reproductive coercion.  Or it could be a simple mistake that neither of the principals feels ready to
contend with, but because of moral obligation or their own youthful optimism they dive in anyway.

Whether inspired by a belief in True Love, a genuine
mistake, or a cynical and calculated ploy to secure a given man, the result is the same: a child has
been conceived without the father's knowledge or permission.  His conscious right to choose his
reproductive future has been usurped.  While it takes two to tango, he is not the one leading the
reproductive dance.  A woman is ultimately responsible for what happens to her body, one way or
another, and a man is at her mercy at even telling him about the child.  He is not in control of his
own reproductive freedom.

So . . . what would happen if he was?

Imagine, for a moment, a world in which a sixteen year old boy went in for his summer camp
physical, and while he was getting his vaccinations caught up they took twenty minutes to put his
reproductive life on pause.  With no chance of getting anyone pregnant until he was 26, what
different kind of future does he face?

Imagine a world where a young man has a leisurely amount of time to cultivate a career, pursue a
degree, develop a skill or master a profession, without the looming, lingering danger of unwanted
pregnancy.  Imagine the shift in power as the ability for a woman to have a child comes under
male review and approval.
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The procedure is not expensive - around $1000 - and it appears to
be perfectly safe.  If one assumes that any teenage boy with a brain in his head and a future ahead of
him would take advantage of such a procedure, then only the very low-status, low-quality males
would be casually fertile.  Competition for high-quality males would be extremely high among
women, forcing even more competition for the Big C-Commitment of an engagement ring.  When a
woman's ability to conceive is reduced to her ability to attract a man who finds her worthy enough to
flip the switch and have a baby with her, the rules of the SMP change dramatically.

The "I can always get knocked up by a handsome stranger" fall-back position offers great consolation
to women unable to master the intricacies of a heterosexual relationship long enough to have a baby.
 Most sexually-active women go out of their way to avoid pregnancy with an essential random, for
fear of his real status and the social consequences of reproducing without a reliable mate.  But if the
majority of decent dudes are voluntarily sterile, then even that possibility vanishes.  But that would
not be the boon to women you might imagine.

As the Wall inevitably approaches, the reproductive instinct, combined with generous contributions
from the Rationalization Hamster, allow a given woman to rationalize lowering her standards to take
advantage of the large pool of dudes who want a regular piece of ass and possibly a relationship,
muddle through with Beta Bucks and start looking around for some Alpha on the side while soon-to-
be ex-hubby raises the kids.  That's the status quo for all too many poor Beta dudes who think they've
found True Love when what their wives are thinking Starter Husband.  As long as she's got a few
good eggs and a willingness to go wild for an unsuspecting Alpha, she has a potential escape hatch
and the rationalizations and legal remedies to use it.
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But what happens when that option is, for all practical
purposes, off the table?  When any hypergamy-inspiring hot Alpha who walks into her life is in
control over his own reproductive destiny, the biological escape hatch is closed.  And when she has to
ask her husband's permission to have a baby, she has lost the innate power of her feminine
reproductive biology.

It goes beyond that, of course.  When the Betas-and-below can effectively control their reproductive
freedom, the ability for a woman to secure a reliable provider with her reproductive biology without
his consent . . . vanishes. She must rely on her sexuality and her (shudder) personality to convince a
given man that she is worthy enough to bear his children. The burden of proving herself falls to
her, as mother, not to him, as father and provider.

The result: teenage pregnancy drops, and accidental pregnancies of all types plummet.  Male fertility
- a commodity so plentiful it's currently essentially free on the SMP - suddenly has value.  Men of
quality get the procedure as a matter of course.  Most of the middle class, naturally.  Any smart boy
on his way to college would certainly do it.  Same thing for the military forces - who wouldn't?  No
need to worry about pregnancy if you don't have to, right?

And then the power in the SMP shifts.  When women have to
compete, really compete for a man's commitment, not just for provision and protection but for access
to his genes, then the social pressures change and the idea of commitment becoms a lot more clear-
cut.  Marriage becomes re-entwined with reproduction as it becomes clear that a solid marriage
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is the best guarantee of quality children raised in a reliably stable family.  Men who are able to
demonstrate that kind of ability by their late 20s suddenly gain huge capital in the SMP, and they will
be quick to re-write the rules of commitment.  Without the potential of "Guess what, honey? You're
gonna be a daddy!" looming over them they are free to insist on a far stronger commitment than the
drive-by matrimony that persists today.

Of course the Puerarchy explodes with horny young dudes who can't get a girl pregnant, thus
obscuring the future good family men from being easily identified in the competition altogether.
 When "extended adolescence" means being sterile until you're 26-28, life for a young man becomes
one long pussy-party.  Even having a steady girlfriend doesn't mean as much.  The moment she
brings up the idea of a serious commitment without the biological bond of a child, the youth in
question is forced to look just at her, not at their offspring, when making that decision.  And let's face
it, ladies, many of you just won't measure up under that kind of scrutiny.
The process of conception requires his positive approval, not just his passive cooperation.  Without
that bullet to dodge, the Puerarch is able to really enjoy his youth in ways that make feminists
everywhere shudder.

RISUG gives men the chance to really plan and execute their life's ambitions without concern for
premature distractions.  With the smug knowledge that our sexual capital only improves with our age,
instead of depreciating like a woman's, such control over our genetic destiny gives men the room to
make far more intelligent, informed choices about where and when they want to father children, and
with whom.  It puts a premium on the Dad skills and abilities, and makes the stakes in Combat Dating
much, much higher for women.  It puts the balance of reproductive power in masculine hands, and
increases the competitive drive among women.

Suddenly fatherhood becomes a hot commodity, not a wellspring for sitcom jokes.  A man who has
elected to be a dad would first secure his rights and ensure he has made a choice in the mother of his
children that he can live with before he has the reversal done.  Without the biologic pressure of
unexpected pregnancy, he has the time to vet - and, if necessary, discard - unsuitable mates before
they lure him into marriage and divorce.  He also has the time to develop a career and financial
standing to support children when he's ready to, not when that cute girl he met in the quad presents
him with a freshly-peed-upon stick.  By the time your AFC Beta boy is ready to become a Dad, he'll
be in his late 20s, moderately successful, and ready to make some serious decisions about his life -
and his choice of wife.
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Of course that also frees up his dating life, too.  Without the danger of unexpected pregnancy, he just
has the minefield of STDs and batshit crazy to navigate, and that's not nearly as fate-changing,
usually, as bringing a kid into the world.  With a modicum of Game knowledge, the Dad-to-be can
sow his oats like an Alpha for a decade.  That's likely to make him generally less commitment-happy,
and genuinely instruct him on the nature of women.  And that's going to be very frustrating to the
Beta-girl who suddenly fines herself desperately

competing for male attention when she wants to be out protesting wage inequality.

And most importantly, it makes responsible fatherhood a valuable commodity.  The worse the
Puerarchs behave in their cock-sure shenanigans, the more the stability of a well-seasoned male will
be valued by women who want to be mothers.  Watch the age of first marriage climb for men, and
over-all marriage rates fall yet lower.

The blowback against feminism would be severe.  When femininity is valued, feminism loses force.
 Arguing for a lean-in career path which almost certainly dooms your chances of reproduction loses
credibility in the face of observable truths.

Revalorizing marriage and family by re-valuing fatherhood and paternalism - and, yes, Patriarchy -
leaves women with stark choices when it comes to their futures. They would either have to commit to
a childless future as a corporate drone, dying lonely and covered in cats, or they will play the game
that gets them pregnant, by the rules made by those who control the tap.  Feminism will be a hollow
ideology.  When men hold their future children hostage to their will, women will reflect more
deeply on the whole issue of equality.  And we'll see a lot less emphasis within the Matrix on
conquering the corporate world, and more emphasis on escaping it . . . by becoming a wife and
mother to a worthy man.
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Also, capitulating to popular demand as a test I'm letting folks take a look at a Red Pill Primer for
Boys, set up as a Google Presentation.  Here's the intro.  Let me know what you think.
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Why Feminists Won't Surrender The War On Marriage
July 8, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

When the dichotomy between ideology and cold hard fact is just too great to ignore, it can create
some interesting observations.  When Martin Luther nailed his 95 Thesis on the door of a church it
outlined some of the stark and ironic contradictions between the ideology of the RCC and the
practice.  While it's no 95 Thesis, this little gem from Forbes proves that the irony of feminists
fighting against marriage for the good of women is just too delicious for even a feminist to miss.

Entitled "Dear Feminists: In The Name Of Fighting Poverty, Can We Call A Truce About Marriage?"
writer Carrie Sheffield defends the institution of matrimony not on ideological, religious, or moral
grounds, but statistically.  Citing several figures that show that marriage improves women's lives as
both wives and daughters, Ms. Sheffield takes 3rd Wavers-and-beyond to task over their wholesale
condemnation of marriage as a plot of Teh Patriarchy.

Ms. Sheffield correctly identifies several key points about how single mother families are dragging us
down economically and socially, and she calls out key factos like globalization and the social
acceptability of illegitimate children as culprits. She quotes stats aplenty when it comes to why the
traditional two-parent household is superior to the one-mommy-and-Uncle-Sam model.  And she
does, indeed, chew out feminism in general for smacking marriage around.

But in doing so she's ignoring some other pretty fundamental factors in the equation.  The fact that we
don't properly educate young women on the pragmatic reproductive choices they will face, for
example, or our young men on the folly of young parenting without marriage.  She wants feminism to
put unwed mothers "in their crosshairs", but she's unwilling to follow the logic down the rabbit hole
from where that leads.  She's placing all the pressure on feminism, thankfully, instead of blaming the
"victim" of the young man whose reproductive future was coerced, but she doesn't address feminism's
essentially anti-male basis for its anti-
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marriage message.

Ms. Sheffield also sees this as a class issue - but doesn't identify the harmful marxesque ideology
("man as eternal oppressor", regardless of class) that underpins and informs feminism's perspective
on marriage.  She proposes feminism "lay off" the topic of marriage, but doesn't say anything helpful
about it laying off the general misandry that motivates feminism in the first place.  At best, she says
"marriage is good for women and children", and brazenly leaves men sitting, unsurprisingly, by the
side of the road.

I suppose that's par for the feminist course.  Identifying a real and valid method of improving the
lives of women at risk for poverty sounds like it would be something feminism would be all over -
but to do so they would have to abandon the victim mentality, the uber-rationalization that single
moms are "men's fault", and then open up a rational and cogent discussion about the subject with
actual men.

That's going to be problematic.  Men are generally soured on marriage in our culture for good reason,

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-xS2smSB14Gc/U7wEgpcEbyI/AAAAAAAAF2c/gP7UvQWRVdg/s1600/tumblr_m1yclcmzoS1qcz6gno1_1280.jpg
http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-qFHeKGOLpj4/U7wEJLcDJKI/AAAAAAAAF2U/LTLoL0uYqUg/s1600/14576598305_c8cbdffb1d_o.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 894 of 1013

and marriage to feminists is just masochistic.  The social incentives available under agricultural
culture and early  industrialization evaporated with the rise of the welfare state and liberalized
divorce law. There just is no compelling reason for men to get married any more (saving women
who have made demonstrably poor choices doesn't cut it) and that fact alone should shine brightly
through any article about marriage and feminism.  I know guys who would be thrilled to be husbands
to some decent woman, but who are so brow-beaten and terrified of divorce that they won't even
consider it.  Hypergamy is an existential threat to a man considering a commitment.  Promises of
better health and longevity do not compare to the apparent sacrifices and personal risks a man makes
when he extends that commitment to a woman.

The feminist version of "marriage" implies no permanent commitment, no surety of a man raising or
even seeing the offspring he is financially responsible for, and a permanent resignation of control
over the family to his wife under pain of dissolution.  There is no respect, here.  There is no
appreciation for the masculine contributions to the institution.  Indeed, they are regularly denigrated
and bashed, as are the husbands who contribute them.  Feminist "marriage" is a transitory, temporary
thing designed to fail and - in the process - humiliate and emasculate the husband.

He exists within the bonds of feminist marriage as a provider and protector, the "good" elements of
marriage that feminism wants to keep, but is denied the respect and admiration a husband should
receive (that would be a betrayal of the sisterhood) and he is vociferously forbidden from the
patronizing, paternalistic, patriarchical practice of expecting sex from his wife and having full
parental rights over his children.

For the feminist husband, marriage is an elaborate shit test he can never win, an invitation to
hypergamy and divorce.  The more obsequiously he praises and defers to his wife, the lower in status
he descends among his male peers and the less attractive he is to his wife.  Any opportunities for
displaying his value as a man are mitigated or destroyed by his basic posture, and undermined by a
preconception of masculine values as negative.

So why, then, would a man be drawn toward a situation which clearly doesn't have his interest in
mind?

Marriage is a very particular institution, and feminism's attempt to re-write the nature of the beast
have been disastrous for men.
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Ms. Sheffield needs to realize that feminism won't let up
on marriage because it cannot.  To do so would betray the ideology that is the foundation of
feminism, and more pragmatically it would force feminists, and women in general, to begin to talk to
men, not at them.  They can't do that because they are afraid: afraid that they will be held accountable
for their past misandry, afraid that they will have wasted the time and energy invested in that
misandry, and (worst yet) they would have to admit that the enemy, Teh Patriarchy, for the last 40
years or so.
maybe wasn't quite so bad as they made it out to be

Feminism can't support marriage, because then it would have to face the inconvenient truths about
human sexuality, marriage, divorce, hypergamy, and other gendered issues that keep us from being
"equal".  Further, feminism can't support marriage for the rank-and-file working class single mom
because to do so would, indeed, make the lives of those women better . . . and happy women make
lousy feminists.  Irate, sleep-deprived single moms who can't get a date are great feminists.  Happy,
fulfilled wives and mothers who can manage themselves in a real cishetero long term
relationship are lousy feminists, even to other feminists.  When outrage and anger are the coin of
the realm, actually expecting an ideology to encourage people to be happier by compromising their
ideals is futile.
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So good luck, Ms. Sheffield, but understand that convincing women that they need to marry after you
have spent two generations telling them that they are better off without - and that they do not need - a
man has poisoned the well irreparably.  As men we're not inclined to go into a relationship where we
are not "needed".  Modern technology and economics has made it possible for us to live comfortably
and inexpensively with all the wonders of the world a click away, nearly all the comforts of a
traditional home without the intense time and money investment required to sustain that traditional
home.

More importantly, it can all be done without a wife . . . and until women can overcome feminism's
war on wives, husbands, and marriage in general, millions of men are and will be content to live their
lives without marriage.  And if that somehow hurts single women and single moms, then that's a
reflection on feminism, not on the men who refuse to go against their own best interests.
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When The Review Is Better Than The Book
July 15, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I haven't spoken much about the success of my 2012 book The Manosphere: A New Hope
For Masculinity.  Commercially, it's been moderately positive.  Critically, it took an early
but well-reasoned hit from Matt Forney, who called it a noble failure.  I copped to his
legitimate concerns - the book is flawed in execution, I freely admit.  Real Soon Now I will
be publishing an update or new edition, whenever I find the time.  A lot has happened in
the Manopshere since that book came out, and it needs to be covered.

But occasionally something comes up that brings me back to that "noble failure", like an
Amazon reviewer who appreciated the book in concept and what it was trying to explain.
 When this review came up on the site I was gratified by the reviewer's insights.  It would
have made an excellent forward to the book.  So I'm going to present it in full, here,
because I'm lazy and I think that the observations about the culture he makes are well
worth the space to repeat.

(BTW, I'm not doing this to amp up book sales.  But I'll see about putting the beast on
sale soon, just for giggles.)

4.0 out of 5 stars An illuminating and potentially empowering tour of male subcultures, June 30, 2014
By Ben Hourigan, author "Ben Hourigan" (Melbourne, Australia) 

This review is from: The Manosphere: A New Hope For Masculinity (Kindle Edition)

After failing to be interested in it at university, I’ve been discussing gender politics with friends
online since early 2013. Check out the “gender” category on my blog (benhourigan.com) for some
examples. To sum up, I find much of contemporary ‘feminist’ discourse sexist, poorly reasoned,
censorious, and contemptuous of the facts—a discredit to the name and to the people who rally
behind it.

When I disagree with a thing, I make sure I do my research, and in the past twelve months I’ve read
rather a lot in a feminist vein and in opposition. Ian Ironwood’s The Manosphere! A New Hope for
Masculinity falls into the latter category.

Agree with them or not, contrarian thinkers often seem fresher and are more fascinating than
adherents to the current orthodoxy. “The manosphere” is an after-the-fact grouping of a range of
men’s subcultures, from those of men’s rights activists (MRAs) and pick-up artists (PUAs) to gay
men attempting to create a masculine identity amid a culture that expects their feminization. I first
came into contact with the term through a friend with an interest in the broader ideological movement
called “neoreaction”—which some consider the manosphere to be a part of.

Writing in the manosphere is often unruly, raw, and confrontational, even downright offensive. This
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is not the realm of New York and London big-5 publishing, but of group blogs and self-published e-
books. I hope we are beginning to move on from disdaining such work: as it was back in the
mid-2000s when I was a videogames researcher, many writers with the best feel or most interesting
take on the available material are doing their work outside of big-name journals, sites, newspapers,
and publishing houses.

The rise of independent publishing helps the emergence of such movements and writers, giving them
retail exposure without a publisher as gatekeeper and intermediary. As thriller novelist Michael
MacConnell writes, there is an indentifiable left-wing bias among writers on average. It is tempting to
speculate that this is entrenched by the ability of left-biased publishing-house staff to deny authors
who do not share their prejudices access to the channels they control.

Ironwood’s is a self-published book, and its rawness comes in the form of several repeatedly misused
words, and a range of other not-too-prevalent mistakes. I’ve come to accept this sort of thing as part
of the indie publishing landscape, provided that it doesn’t compromise readability—and this is by no
means unreadable or poorly written. Further rawness comes from its sources: the aforementioned
blogs and e-books rather than academic journals and the canonical texts of gender politics. Ironwood
also anticipates that readers of a feminist bent will take offense to the material, and makes little
apology for that.

The book is less Ironwood’s own statement, though, than it is a summary of the different subcultures
within the movement, the bloggers that represent them, and the ideas that they hold. Here we see
MRAs and PUAs covered, as well as Christian conservatives, “old married guys” (OMGs), alpha
dads, puerarchs, and “men going their own way” (MGTOW). All of these are identified as part of
“red pill” culture. The term is taken from the original Matrix movie, and here signifies a willingness
to accept and act on the basis of uncomfortable truths rather than the myths of a politically correct
orthodoxy, which are intended to subdue you.

Such “truths,” in the manosphere, tend towards:

* ideas from evolutionary biology
* a belief that men and women are different by nature as well as nurture
* skeptical views of the claim that we live in a patriarchy, that men possess male privilege, and of
claims about sexual assault incidence that hinge on a redefinition of “rape” and surveys where the
researcher, not the subject, decides whether they have been victimized
* observations that women are attracted by displays and exercises of male dominance in and out of
the bedroom, including the accumulation and dispersal of wealth, and the exercise of physical
strength

Dismiss all this as misogyny if you like, hopefully with an awareness that the word now means
“counter to feminist orthodoxy” more often than it refers to genuine hatred or denigration. That
dismissal is so predictable it can be taken as given. What’s more interesting here are some of the
other discoveries to be made:
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* The manosphere includes gay men trying to recover their masculinity from a feminized culture.
* Lots of manosphere talk is about good health and eating, career planning, the benefits of travel,
self-employment, and education, valorizing blue-collar work, and trying to stay happily married.
* “Men going their own way” are about recovering their independence not only from a culture that
sees their primary value as being their ability to support women and serve their interests, but also
from the institutions where they are expected to seek employment, and the consumer culture where
they are expected to spend what they earn at the office or factory.

Let’s sum this up as simply as we can: the manosphere is about men being comfortable with their
own gender identity and sexuality while pursuing good health, prosperity, and independence.

Given this, it’s somewhat inevitable that manospherians spend time criticizing feminism and
feminists, which feminist commentators accuse them of spending too much time on. Why? Because
manospherians’ view of feminism is that it means women serve their own interests while men also
serve women’s interests.

I’m in broad agreement with this, and also in broad agreement with earlier strains of feminism.
Health, independence, and a positive view of one’s own sexual identity are important for human
wellbeing. Feminism’s claim is that women have been denied these goods, and it has sought to
recover them for women.

The problem is, much contemporary gender feminism attempts to recover these goods while denying
them to men—particularly the assertion of a positive sexual identity. Just one loathsome example of
contemporary comment, written by a man, insists that modern men are trained to hate women.
Really? I never was, and I never did.

In fact, I have since childhood been exceptionally comfortable with women and interested in them as
people, and regarded them as my equals, a situation I’ve viewed as totally compatible with my
interest in them as sexual partners. Precisely because of this, and the apparent necessity of
mentioning it in my defence, the repeated insistence that, I and my male peers must in some way hate
and fear women, be oppressing them, or be constantly enjoying a privilege that we are obliged to
apologize for, has made me decreasingly sympathetic to contemporary feminism and calls for
attention to women’s interests.

Magnify that for confirmed manospherians. Against a feminism that pursues specifically female
interests to the exclusion and detriment of men’s interests, the manosphere’s subcultures raise their
banner: “we are men pursuing our own interests and valorizing our own sexual identity.” And they
will pursue those interests against the interests or claims of women if necessary.

If feminism is reasonable in calling for female self-determination, it then seems reasonable that men
might attempt to do the same.

Though I don’t recall that Ironwood says this explicitly, one of the tantalizing offers that the
manosphere makes to men is this:
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"Men don’t have to do what women want them to do. Or, for that matter, what anyone else wants
them to do."

And not only can you do what you want, but, so the red pill observation goes, you will get laid more
if you do, because women are attracted to assertive men who are in control of their own lives and
don’t submit excessively to external demands or goals that others have set. And not only that, but it’s
fine to view getting laid more as a goal. It looks like that’s what male sexuality is about, and it’s fine
to be a man.

In the manospherian view, men don’t have to:

* be feminists or feminist allies
* crusade any further for sexual equality
* wash the dishes using the exact method that their wives or girlfriends or mothers-in-law prefer to
see them use when they are looking over their shoulders (yes, this happened to me—it was a mother-
in-law)
* wonder if they are rapists because the willing girl who came home with them was tipsy when they
went to bed, or because they hadn’t filled out a consent form, or if they are sexual assault victims
because they really wanted to sleep but had sex with their insistent girlfriend instead (yep, that’s
sexual assault according to some survey methodologies)
* commit to a relationship and have or support children
* pander to a culture of discourse that views emotivism, faulty logic and rhetoric, personal attacks,
and unwarranted extrapolations of personal experience as a praiseworthy counterpoint to the
supposed masculine use of reason as a tool of oppression

Through his survey of the manosphere’s subcultures, Ironwood repeatedly gave me this kind of
lightbulb-over-the-head moment where I understood that there is actually no deep moral or rational
obligation for me to be on-board with the contemporary gender-feminist project, or to make apologies
for my sex, sexuality, or rationality.

This should all sound hauntingly familiar: it is a mirror of some feminist outlooks. And it should be
viewed as perfectly logical and defensible that, in a world where women make these assertions, men
will make them, too. If we don’t like what is in the mirror, we should also look critically at what it is
reflecting. In contemporary feminist and masculinist culture, there is a lack of concern for the other,
and for society at large, that some (myself included) may find disconcerting.

Similar in this regard to Neil Strauss’s The Game, Ironwood’s book is an illuminating tour of male
subcultures, albeit with an identity-political bent. It will fascinate most, offend many, and empower
others.

https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 901 of 1013

Proven Low-Cost Masculine Self-Improvement
July 18, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I get a lot of mail from men who are desperately looking for a way to Alpha-up, break their beta, and
submerge themselves in the sweet balm of masculine culture . . . but have no freakin' way how to get
there.

That's understandable.  After forty-plus years of denigrating everything of masculine value, the
institutions that once provided the stable and reasonable introductions into the world of masculinity
have been tarnished, bruised, and battered in our society.  Even seeking out a place to cultivate your
masculinity will make you the object of derision and scorn among the women and gammas in your
life.  Tell a feminist you want to go someplace and learn how to be more manly, and you might as
well tell her you're signing up for an "Intro To Patriarchal Oppression And Rape Culture" class.  Our
culture has derided the traditional masculine to the point where manhood itself has become a tired old
joke in our popular culture.  I don't need to tell you this stuff.  You see it all the time.

But what if I told you that there was an organization of men who specialized in the cultivation of
masculine virtues?  What if I told you that there was a society dedicated to the improvement of men
by adherence to masculine virtues, not mere pick-up lines or metrosexuality?  Where competence and
the ambition to learn were valued over social status and SMV?  Where achievement and
accomplishment were not just acknowledged, but were celebrated and lauded as they should be?
 What if I told you that there was an organization that values the contributions your masculinity can
make without reproving you for your sexism, your desire for order, or your dedication to masculine
ideals?

I know of such a society.

When I talk to men about cultivating their masculinity they despair of not having a good group of
male friends.  Of not having the opportunities to explore their character through challenge and trial.  I
see men who desperately want the discipline and the camaraderie of male society, who crave the
opportunity to contribute their own talents and resources and be recognized for those contributions.
 The want a place where they can go and be men without recourse to a locker room or basic infantry
training. A place who will accept them for who they are, and help them grow into who they want to
be.

I know of such a place.

The Boy Scouts of America.
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Scouting has taken a lot of heat from liberal and progressive factions over its stance on
homosexuality.  While it is now permissible for Scouts to be gay, there is still a ban on openly gay
leaders.  There are many complicated reasons for this - gay Scout leaders do now exist and have
served with distinction and honor for decades in Scouts - but because of the number of religious
conservatives and the perceived liability, as well as some cultural issues, openly gay Scout leaders are
forbidden by the BSA.  And that little point has been the wedge that progressive feminist
organizations have used against the Scouts for years.

But that's not really what bugs them.  What bugs them is that Scouting has been, and is still
dominated by men and masculine values.  When men congregate to discuss anything without the
benefit of female supervision, the Matrix goes nuts.  The feminist Matrix in particular recoils in open
horror, assured that the Patriarchy is conspiring to oppress the wimmins the moment their backs are
turned.  When men gather together to discuss how to become better men - which is the fundamental
and unchanging focus of the international Scouting movement - feminists freak the fuck out.

The matter of homosexual leadership is just the excuse.  The moment that the ban on gay leaders is
lifted, there will be yet-another issue the feminists will level at the Scouts when their current one is
no longer valid.  Truthfully, that day cannot come too soon - not only is this a minor issue for most
groups, but it would be nice if gay Scout leaders didn't have to hide.  For the most part they have no
"gay agenda" beyond raising their sons to be good men.  Using homosexuality as a wedge to divide
men against each other does a disservice to us all.

But if you're looking for a place to freebase masculinity, you can't ask for better without joining the
French Foreign Legion. Just look at the Scout Law to see the bedrock masculine values that Scouting
teaches:
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A Scout Is

Trustworthy
Loyal
Helpful
Friendly
Courteous
Kind
Obedient
Cheerful
Thrifty
Brave
Clean
Reverent

There is not a single thing there that conflicts with the Red Pill praxeology.  Indeed, it is a celebration
of masculine values unsullied by feminism.

Boy Scouting began a hundred years ago on Brownsea Island, in southern England, the product of
Lord Baden-Powell's vision.  He was a soldier in the later British Empire who served in Africa, India,
and other places in the Empire.  Most notably, he lead a mostly-civilian defense of a town in South
Africa against Boer insurgents.  It was during this siege that he employed 11-13 year old boys as
"cadets" to handle non-violent military responsibilities that would otherwise use a soldier who could
be on the lines.  After the siege he expanded his exploration of youthful participation, writing a few
field manuals on military scouting and reconnaissance.  Upon retirement, he discovered his military
books were enjoying huge popularity in British schools when it came to being trained in observation
and deductive reasoning.
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Seeing the inadequacy of the quality of manpower the
British Empire was dealing with (a by-product of the industrialization of England) Baden-Powell
decided to do something about it.  He re-wrote his books on scouting as Scouting For Boys, and laid
the foundations of the Scouting movement with a camp-out at a small off-shore island in the English
Channel.  He took twenty boys from various socio-economic backgrounds, took them camping,
taught them knots and other useful stuff, and generally began a tradition of male self-improvement
that has influenced millions of men today.

Scouting is perhaps the best, easiest, and most cost-effective route to self-improvement in which a
man or boy can enlist.  It distills the patriotism and discipline from the military - long the essence of
male-oriented organizational culture - and removes the violent component, leaving just the plethora
of skills and the path to achievement.  Scouting organization is replete with ranks and levels of
achievement.  No one ever got an Eagle for "participation".

That's one of the feminists' issues with Boy Scouts: they encourage
actual achievement, not artificial self-esteem.  If you want the 50-mile hike badge, you have to hike
50 miles.  You don't get a patch to celebrate your ability to show up and eat pizza.  The Scouting
program is designed to challenge and encourage a boy to be the best man he can be, not feel good
about himself for no particular reason.  Scouting carries the essence of masculine values in its basic
tenants, and reinforces them through masculine-oriented rituals.  There is no equality, no equity, no
consensus.  There is a Program, and there is accountability.

While you may have missed Scouting in your own youth (if you're over 18, there's no way you can
make Eagle), the fact is that the culture and the environment of Scouting is perhaps even more
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beneficial to grown men.  Scouting is always looking for good, responsible, committed leaders, and
there's no rule that says you have to have a son to participate.  Indeed, in our troop we go out of our
way to include men in our community who might not have a child themselves, but still have
something to contribute.  Anyone who can pass a criminal background screen and takes the Child
Protection course is welcome.

You might be asking yourself, "how can I help a bunch of 12 year-olds become men when I'm not
sure how to do it myself?"  Scouting offers plenty of training (the Wood Badge course is legendary
for corporate leadership training) and the fact is that once you have to start breaking down basic
masculine skills to a youth, you learn them better yourself.  By being responsible for someone else's
struggle with achievement and education you gain significant confidence and esteem yourself.
 Really.

Nor does the emphasis on basic scouting skills deter from the
larger education the boys - and the men who lead them - gain from the experience.  Sure, you might
not need to know how to tie a bowline in an emergency situation, but the security and confidence you
gain from just possessing that knowledge can't be purchased at a weekend seminar.  Scouting deals
with all manner of achievement and skills, not just the woodsy outdoorsy stuff.  Learning how to
speak in public, learning how to lead, follow, organize, plan, execute, and follow-through is key to
success, as you will learn.  And the very act of mentoring a group of boys eager for decisive,
knowledgeable leadership forces you to improve yourself so that you do not disappoint their
expectations.

You want a workout?  Strap on a 60 lb. backpack and lead a bunch of testosterone-poisoned teens on
a rugged ten-mile trek through the wilderness.  Iron is great, in its place, but the kind of robust,
constant-workout you get by camping can't be beat.  And Scouting's High Adventure component is
like masculinity on steroids.  No one who has returned from Philmont Scout Reserve in New Mexico
has done so unchanged. A new Scout reservation is just opening in the East, north of Beckley, West
Virginia, that promises to provide even greater opportunities for the men of our nation. It's like the
biggest Man Cave in the world, complete with ziplines, STEM center, white water rafting and BMX
park.
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But if you are looking for a low-cost way of improving yourself, a tried-and-tested method of
masculine empowerment, a crash course in basic maleness, you can't beat Scouting for the
experience.  Sign up to be a merit badge counselor or committee member at first.  Scouting is great at
taking advantage of volunteer talents - if you can't handle camping, there's plenty of other stuff for
you to do.  But nothing improves your own masculine self-image more than helping a boy recognize
his own.  There is nothing more Alpha than helping a boy become the best man he can be.

This would be a great place for any former or current Scouts to detail how Scouting positively
informed the men they are today.  You want a quick way to break your Beta and re-introduce
masculinity into your life, Scouting is your best bet.
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Why Blue Pill Dating Advice For Men Sucks Scissors
July 21, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

The other Sex Nerd, Dr.Emily Nagoski has been informing the dateless male public the proper Blue
Pill/Feminist-approved ways for men to approach women and, as you will see, her advice is designed
to be ineffective and failure-driven.  Worse, in the name of combating "male sexual entitlement" it
turns the entire process of flirtation and seduction into psychotic train-wreck of masculine
humiliation.

Let's start with her posting on how to pay women compliments, presumably about her body, as a
means of approach.  She uses the Facebook-delivered example of a dude who plays some Rude Boy
Game by slapping at a woman's shoe on the train before complimenting her, then calling her on her
irritation.  While most Red Pill dudes will see this as a bold and rough opening that will a) get him
remembered and b) definitely start a conversation, Emily's delicate sensibilities were offended by his
presumption.  Her position was that a man should not start a conversation with a compliment on a
woman's appearance before first complimenting her on her personality and/or other attributes, and
that NO compliment should be forthcoming unless that man was in a socially acceptable position to
also tickle her (with her consent).

This is why feminist men don't get laid, and why Gammas and Deltas turn bitter.
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Blue Pill dating advice is almost an oxymoron.  According to Emily's attempt to "help guys out", the
primary consideration any man should have in an approach situation is the fact that every woman he
meets is a neurotic body-phobic mess of insecurities that should be catered to at all times, lest he be
labeled an Asshole and tarnished for all time.

This non-approach method of approach is basically telling men NOT "you aren't entitled to women's
bodies", as Emily suggests, however; it's telling them "you aren't entitled to your own expression
of sexuality because it is inherently offensive".  With that kind of foundation to begin upon, is it
any wonder that the liberal and progressive young males out there are ending up with their own
neurotic, scalzied insecurities about their sexuality?

Under feminism, there is NO authentic way for a man to approach a woman for a date without it
being inherently offensive.  If a man follows Emily's advice then he is to check his libido and his
masculine boldness at the door in deference to delicate feminine sensibilities - which screams
GENDER ROLES.  While the sneaker-slapping Rude Boy Game might turn this anonymous dude
into an internet meme for a few moments, when viewed with the Red Pill eye you can clearly see that
while his approach failed, the blow-back for him is actually quite minimum.  Sure, he's an
anonymous asshole online, but Emily ignores two fundamental truths about human mating in the age
of Combat Dating:
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1) Women are Fungible - he may have not successfully
approached this particular woman, but consistently playing Rude Boy game will inevitably pay off
with a sexual success because Emily ALSO ignores the fact that

2) Women respond to Rude Boy Game far more than they ever want to admit.  And they
respond a LOT more positively to it, on average, than the standard Gammarabbit "game" of
obsequious deference. The whole "chicks dig assholes" meme is regularly discounted by both
feminists and Gammarabbits as patently untrue, yet any objective consideration of the data reveals
that yes, indeed, in aggregate "chicks dig assholes".

Emily's advice isn't designed to improve a man's success with women.  It's designed to make rejecting
men easier and more comfortable for women.  While that's just dandy for all the delicate wisps of silk
and fluff who get offended if a man DARES compliment her sneakers, it doesn't help men at all.
 Indeed, in closing Emily gives these two "rules" of Blue Pill approach advice to men that basically
say "Don't Approach":
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Talk about something substantive. Something you have in common. Something that
clearly gives you a reason for talking to her other than the fact that you want to talk to
her. 

Which, alas, means that very often there will be no reason for you to talk to
someone you want to talk to, and therefore you don't talk to her. 

Sorry. 

Two more guidelines: 

(1) You can say something positive about a person's body or belongings ONLY
AFTER you've said something positive about their personalities, their knowledge,
or other attributes that you can only know about by, like, having a conversation
with them. That means that a compliment about a person's body or belongings is
never how you START a conversation.

(2) And if she's wearing headphones, she's saying, "I'm really hoping no one talks
to me." In that case, the way to be the guy she likes most on that train or bus or
elevator or in that coffee shop is to be the guy who DOESN'T approach her.

"Sorry", she says.

This isn't helpful to men in the slightest.  It's a recipe for catering to feminine insecurity in the public
sphere.  While men are not entitled to sex or women's bodies, they are entitled to express their
masculine sexuality in a socially-approved manner that does not violate the law or common
sensibilities on the subject.  Noticing a woman's shoes is utterly acceptable, as is calling it to her
attention.  Her reaction to the approach was instructive: she rejected, and demonstrated a lack of
femininity and social graces in her response that gives the gentleman some indication of the quality
of woman he was dealing with.

Emily continues the madness by conducting an unscientific internet survey designed to allow women
to explain all the ways they prefer to pre-reject men, and then draws the following conclusions from
the results:
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BLUE PILL DATING ADVICE: 

Lesson #1 is: Touching a woman you don't know well is a great way to
squick her out. 

Conclusion: You really, seriously, genuinely, absolutely, positively MUST GET
PERMISSION before you touch.The permission doesn't always have to be verbal, but it
always has come BEFORE the touching. When there is uncertainty or ambiguity, ask
explicitly or else don't do it.

This is, of course, seriously, genuinely, absolutely, positively going to get you labeled as UNEXCITING
TIMID GAMMA RABBIT who fails their initial worthiness test.  Follow this advice and the only women you
will get are the ones you don't want.  Any woman whose insecurities about her body are this tightly-
wound is highly unlikely to be a worthwhile pursuit for love or sport, and if she squicks that easily then
throw her back.  This also points out how Blue Pill/Feminist-approved dating advice for men is designed
to get men to REJECT THEMSELVES BEFORE THEY EVEN APPROACH.  Hardly the "help" most men
need.

Red Pill Dating Advice:
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Lesson #1 is:  Casually touching a woman in a non-sexual way
during approach is an acceptable risk; while it may squick her out, it also helps determine her
level of emotional and mental security and stability.  Likewise, approaching a woman with a
compliment on her physical appearance may run the risk of squicking her out, but that is also
an acceptable risk.  The cost-benefit analysis implicit in initial approach is designed to
investigate the quality of the woman in question, and a woman whose insides "curdle in
repulsion" to a genuine and sincerely-delivered compliment from any man and demonstrates
that in her response is indicates poor potential for any kind of relationship, not to mention a
profound lack of social grace.  MOVE ON.  You can do better.

It's hard to imagine a professional sex educator doing this much of a disservice to the male sex, but that's
feminism's way.  Masculine sexuality is a beast to be feared, not contended with, and the more
frightened they can make men of their own sexuality (and convince them to feel guilt and
shame about it) the more men can be used to facilitate feminine imperatives, not pursue
masculine ones.  

In other words, in the dating realm the reality is that

It Doesn't Matter What Women Like, Don't Like, Or Say They Like And Don't Like; The Only
Thing That Matters Is What Women Respond To.

And that's why feminists suck at giving men dating advice.  
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The AFC Spreadsheet Challenge: Run Your Numbers
July 25, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I'm not piling on the criticism of the Spreadsheet Man, considering the amount of public abuse his
passive-aggressive behavior earned him.  The issue isn't the spreadsheet - the spreadsheet was a good
idea - the issue was one of how to use this tool.  Unfortunately, the Game-ignorant, Blue Pill Average
Fucking Chump (AFC) husband has no idea how to take this very valuable data and leverage it into a
more fulfilling sex life.

There comes a point in every married man's life when his unofficial numbers drop below the
threshold he can comfortably stand.  Sex is an incentive reward system, and when his rewards drop so
do his incentives.  Spreadsheet Man was batting a dismal 11%.  That is, for every hundred dedicated
attempts at initiating sex with his wife, he successfully had sex just 11% of the time.  That's just shy
of the Numbers Game ploy that novices at Game employ, before they have any social skills or
practical knowledge of approach.  A man in 11% territory has every right to be alarmed at the state
and direction of his marriage.

Most of the ire directed at Spreadsheet Man from the Manosphere has focused on the poor
Gamesmanship he displayed, or - in the case of a few hopeless romantics - the temerity to consign
something as sacred as marital relations to the cold, hard medium of Excel.  But if a man is to
complain about something as serious as his sex life to his wife, he had better have objective data to
give him some context.  Not that he could or should use the spreadsheet to try to bargain his way
back into her panties - as Rollo has brilliantly demonstrated in his analysis of this case study in AFC
sexual management, "you cannot negotiate attraction."  That's a mistake a lot of poor AFC Beta
husbands make: thinking that he can use logic and reason to break the dismal numbers he's getting.

Let's set aside for a moment the issue of his use of this tool, this spreadsheet, and investigate instead
just what would compel a man to create one.  That's the question I keep hearing women ask about the
subject: "Why on earth would a man do something like that?"

Accountability. The short answer is that he created one because there was a stunning enough lack in
his marital sex life that he felt compelled to measure the subject.  When his wife responds to his
complaints with the inevitable "But we have plenty of sex - I don't reject you!" in order to salvage her
bruised ego, Spreadsheet Man wanted to know if that was a factual statement or not.  You don't go
shopping when there are plenty of groceries in the cupboard.  When the cupboard is bare enough, you
suddenly need to take stock to see just how dire things actually are.

Let me break it down for you.

Most women use a variety of subjective measurements to determine their level of satisfaction with a
relationship, a position that can wax and wane with the lunar tides sometimes.  Men, on the other
hand, use the frequency and variety of sexual relations in their relationship as a rough metric for their
satisfaction with it.  Simple of us, I know, but that's just how we are.  For most of us, if we're getting
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it good and regular, and with sufficient enthusiasm and imagination, then we can put up with
anything form mothers-in-law to zombie apocalypse.  But if the nookie dries up, it doesn't matter how
well everything else is going in the marriage, there's a problem.

A Note To the Wives

How much of a problem is the real question.  If your husband has ever produced a document or kept
track of your sex life, yes, you have a problem, but the problem isn't with your dude.  When a dude
starts running the numbers, yes, he's already invested some energy into the idea, so dismissing it
angrily is not going to help your marriage.  It might seem unromantic, ladies, but that's our practical
masculine approach to the problem.  Indeed, "running the numbers" is a Game fundamental.  The
fact that you get uncomfortable when your man starts looking that carefully at your sex life
should tell you something.

Look, ladies, try not to take this personally, although I know that's difficult.  No one likes to think
that their intimate life is under a microscope.  But the fact that there is a problem in your husband's
mind is the important thing, here.  It doesn't matter how often your girlfriends and sisters have sex,
your married friends or your divorced friends, it doesn't matter what Cosmo says the national average
for married couples is . . . if your husband thinks that there's a problem, then regardless of all other
factors, there's a problem.

The feminine imperative and feminist dogma both encourage you to ignore this problem or - better
yet - blame it on him.  But the sexually "Thirsty Husband" has a far higher chance of committing
infidelity than the sexually-satisfied husband.  I know dudes who blew up their whole marriage and
family over their wife's inability or unwillingness to give blowjobs.  It might sound petty and
immature, but that's just how seriously we take our physical sex lives.

At the very least, consider it an exercise in practical mate guarding.  No matter how boring and
ordinary you may think the dude you married might be to you, to a woman five to ten years younger
he's a mature, sophisticated man who has his shit together - and there is no end of the women who are
willing to poach him out from under you.  If your man is making spreadsheets and complaining about
the nookie, that's an early warning sign that he's at risk.

The remedy is NOT to chew him out, castigate his morals or demean his sexuality, make excuses or
blame him for the problem - on the contrary, the remedy is to take his complaint seriously, without
taking it personally.  He's not saying he doesn't love you - he's saying he wants to love you more, and
the frustration in that matter is becoming intolerable.  But he doesn't understand how (thanks to Blue
Pill thinking) to articulate that in a helpful and meaningful way.

The Spreadsheet As Tool For Transformation

The Average Fucking Chump (AFC) married man who feels sexually rejected by his wife under the
Blue Pill method approaches the beginning of Red Pill wisdom.  If he gets so far as to start charting
the results of his encounters and rejections, he's starting to appreciate the magnitude of the problem.
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 Most wives hate to admit how many times they gently reject their husband's advances, preferring to
see such tactics not as rejection but as "anticipatory teasing", as one female colleague called it.  The
problem arises when that anticipation goes unfulfilled, and the affection the husband harbored starts
to spoil.

Most Blue Pill husbands will reluctantly accept their wives' sexual excuses, as long as they hit often
enough to make playing the game worthwhile (anywhere from 25-33%).  That is, as long as they have
some sort of sex every 3-4 times they initiate, they'll generally accept that as reasonable, rather than
imperil even those meager rations.  It's when you start getting rejected four times out of five or more
that the AFC starts to get the feeling the game is rigged.

Charting out your rejections is unromantic, but then so are rejections.  Before you can
understand the need for good Married Game, you must first understand the scope of the problem, and
a spreadsheet over a given period of time (say, 90 days) is a good, rational, reliable, utterly pragmatic
way to take stock of your status quo.  If you're a husband who is looking for a way to get your wife to
have more sex with you, then this kind of data gathering before you take action is essential.

The AFC Spreadsheet Challenge

So I'm proposing any man who is toying with the Red Pill, but remains unconvinced of its potential
effectiveness in his own marriage, take the AFC Spreadsheet Challenge.  Starting August 1st, start
charting the number of times you initiate sex with your wife and her response.  Do this for 90 days,
ending on Halloween, October 31st.

A few ground rules:

1. You may not inform your wife of what you are doing, lest you spoil the objective nature of the
observations.

2. Only legitimate, sincere efforts of initiation, clearly and unequivocally stated, are counted as "real"
initiations.  Mumbling "babe, can we tonight?" as she's running out the door to work doesn't count.
 Neither does proposing a lunch-time blowjob when you know there is no possible way to make it
happen.  There has to be adequate opportunity and reasonable conditions, as well as unmistakable
communication of intent, to count an initiation.

3. You may display no negative recriminations, whining, or complaint with her rejections.  You
merely note them in the log and detail the context and circumstances.  As a corollary, do not attempt
a serious initiation more than once per day, unless the original rejection was redeemed later as a
"raincheck".

4. You should also note the state of her menstrual cycle in your notes in order to make this exercise
the most helpful.  Most AFCs don't believe or really understand the importance of the menstrual cycle
on their success ratios.  See if a higher success rate corresponds to her most fertile period, when the
data is analyzed.
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5. Also to give this exercise the most benefit, note any scheduling issues, interruptions in normal
routine, or other factors that might impact the normal flow of marital bliss.

6. Note time of day and location.  Likewise note exceptional response, including increased
enthusiasm, novelty, and general interest in sexual relations.  You might be batting low numbers, but
if you're hitting home runs frequently enough it can make up for it. Or your regular at-bat means a
walk to first, perhaps with a lonely walk back to the bench afterward.

The point of this exercise is no more and no less than to collect empirical data on your ACTUAL sex
life.  It isn't to instantly start improving it.  Indeed, what you are doing here is establishing your
control data as a benchmark for improvement.  Being able to look at a representation of your personal
sexual history can be rudely informative.  Knowing what your real numbers are, instead of the vague
and subjective arguments your wife may propose about your sex life (do these sound familiar?  "We
do it all the time!  We did it just the other day!  I don't reject you, you just want it all the time!  Is that
all you think about?  Is that all I am to you?") is the first painful step on the road toward improving
your sex life.

What you do with that data is key.  DON'T email it to your wife in a passive-aggressive snit, else you,
too, may end up on Facebook or Reddit.  The point isn't to shame your wife, as Spreadsheet Man
apparently tried.

But after 90 days of careful record-keeping, if you run your numbers and discover you're batting
worse than you did picking up skanks in college bars, then you have a good reason to go to your wife
with the reasonable complaint about your sex life.  NOT the spreadsheet.  Try it. (We'll go over this
again in November, but this is where we're shooting - and I'll put it in nice Blue Pill Non-Offensive
language, to help you get started).

"Honey, we need to talk.  I'm concerned about our sex life.  I don't feel that you're taking my
sexual needs seriously, and I thought it would be best if we discussed it."

(Start in a non-accusing, reasonable, rational way.  See if she agrees if there is a problem.  See if she
reacts emotionally.  See if she reacts violently.  How she reacts will give you at least some insight
into the nature of the problem you face.  Let's assume for the moment she's going to be only slightly
offended at your temerity, but curious enough to continue the conversation without an immediate
appeal to emotion):

"Don't be silly, dear.  We have sex plenty - all the time.  How can you think I don't take your needs
seriously?  I love you!"

Continue: "I've been paying close attention to how often we have sex lately.  That is, I've been
looking at how often I bring it up and how often you turn it down.  I didn't want to come and talk
to you if I was just blowing things out of proportion, after all - that wouldn't be fair.  But I kept
track of just how often we've done it, lately, and just how often I tried to talk you into it."
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(Using terms like fairness, equity, and equal are all helpful terms to hold frame and keep the
discussion focused and in-context.  Let's assume she doubles-down on her position in the face of the
realization that her husband is serious - and she's in danger of being held accountable.  Common
female tactics in this case are to a) Blame the Male, b) Cause a Scene c) Appeal For Support d) Deny.
 Let's assume she goes with Option D.).

"That's just not true!  Not only do I say yes most of the time, I even initiate sometimes!  You know
that!"

Continue: "I'm sorry, but that's not what I see.  I've tried to initiate ___ times in the last three
months - serious, real attempts to get your attention and try to be intimate.  During that time you
actually initiated only twice, and most of the time you turned me down."

(This is where things get hairy, because the fact that you are checking so sincerely belies her stated
position: that you have plenty of sex and that she doesn't reject you very often.  Worse, you've kept
track and that makes her accountable for her actions.  While she likely believes that you are correct,
her feminine pride and her horror at being held accountable risks seeing the situation blow up before
it can be effectively dealt with.  This is where she might go to a) Blame the Male)

"I can't believe you took our sex life and made a spreadsheet out of it!"

"This isn't about the spreadsheet (maintain frame), this is about the health of our marriage.  I'm not
trying to lecture you.  This is an item of concern for me, and I wanted to call it to your attention.  But
if I'm getting results like this, I must be doing something wrong, don't you think?"

(No, this is not at all ALPHA - but your Blue Pill wife isn't expecting ALPHA demands.  Nor are you
going to be able to make any - you don't have any Game yet.  Just bear with me)

"Honestly, I don't know where you get this stuff.  Of course you're not doing anything wrong!  It's
just that we've been married for a while now - you can't expect us to act like newlyweds anymore."

"No, I expect us to act like a happily married husband and wife.  I could get rejected most of the time
when I was single.  Why do you think you turn me down as often as you do?"  (This also holds frame,
and puts the ball back in her court.  If she has a problem with your approach, this is where it will
come out.  Likely possible responses include:

"I just don't feel like it sometimes."
"When you just pop up out of the blue and initiate, it takes me by surprise.  I'm not always ready."
"I don't like the way my body feels anymore."
"I don't know, I'm just not that into sex anymore."
"I'm just too tired - you know how much I work."

Etc. Etc.  This is the Excuse Wagon, pulled by the Rationalization Hamster.  No doubt you've
recorded all of her given excuses already, but go ahead and take the time to write down her issues.
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 The goal isn't to negotiate desire, but to call to her attention the fact that this is a problem that you
are now devoting your time and energy to.  Do it gently.  She's not going to tell you the real reason
she's not responding sexually to you.

She's bored.

She's uninspired.

She's complacent.

She feels that married women aren't supposed to have as much sex.

She feels unattractive.

And all of those things, you poor AFC Beta Boy, are the REAL reason why your numbers are low.
 There's only one way to raise them, and that's not doing dishes and a spiffy job on the lawn.  The
only way to get your wife to have more sex with you is to Game her.  That is, study her sexual
responses and understand them well enough to invoke them.  And then make yourself into an
instrument to do just that.  The Spreadsheet is a tool toward that goal, nothing more.  But after 90
days, you should have an adequate baseline to tell you just how much work you have to do before
you reach your goal.
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Dear Feminists: This Is Why You Are In Trouble
July 28, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

The ongoing kerfluffle over the site #WomenAgainstFeminism, displaying selfies of a number of
attractive young women who are all holding placards declaring why they don’t need feminism, has
gone beyond the usual shame-and destroy tactics that the feminist establishment usually employ. 
Instead what has happened as these women quietly but publicly disagreed with the status quo
ideology and dis-identified themselves as feminists is remarkable.  Some have likened it to the
feminist Berlin Wall crumbling, or an anti-feminist Arab Spring. 

It is telling that it took young women rebelling against feminist ideology in a public sphere to get
prominent (and obscure) feminists all over the world to listen – if only for a moment – to the same
things that most folks in the Red Pill/MHRA/MGTOW/PUA/OMG community have been saying,
some of us for decades.  But when opinions that issue from the mouths of men are ignored or
discounted simply because of our gender, when feminism refuses to engage in any meaningful dialog
with those it purports to change, then its own unwillingness to participate in a debate it claims to want
demonstrates the disingenuous nature of your ideology.

The shock and disgust displayed toward these young women by feminists is appalling.  They are
treated as vapid and ignorant, young, dumb, and desperately seeking male attention by those who
would dismiss their well-articulated positions.  The irony of this escapes not even thefeminists,
themselves.  Some are even leaving their association with feminism.

But ladies, this is what the problem is.  Let me mansplain something to you, because you clearly
missed something.  I’ll go ahead and do it in patronizing and patriarchal tones, so that you have an
opportunity to scoff derisively as you read it, desperate for a hint of misogyny – us white male
dissidents understand our role in your ideological drama, and I would hate to disappoint. 
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Over and over in these face-palming critiques I keep reading of your utter horror as you saw one
young woman after another (apparently) mis-understand what feminism “is about”, I hear you
complain bitterly that these women are getting it wrong.  Feminism isn’t about (insert tragic
misdiagnosis here) it’s about equality.  You quote the dictionary, chapter and verse, you quote great
feminist minds of the past, inspirational voices who led you to realize what feminism “is about”.

Only, not everyone agrees with you.  And that’s making you batshit crazy.

There’s an understandable amount of schadenfreude in the Manosphere over this, but believe it or
not, I’m not gloating.  I’m just vindicated.  Many of us predicted this sort of thing would happen, and
gosh darn if it didn’t.

You see, the thing that is driving you crazy is that feminism is an ideology, but it also functions, in
many social ways, like a cult or religion.  And while your intellectual inner circle has been preaching
equality for years, regardless of the strides or gains you may have made, the fact is that your
ideology’s public image has been tarnished badly in the meantime.  Not to put too fine a point on it,
but you made the same mistake Republican candidates traditionally make.  In an effort to appease the
loudest voices, and maintain the appearance of unity, you have allowed those voices to dictate the
direction of the entire group – or at least its perception by the public.

There’s a reason that only a small minority of women identify as feminists these days.  The ideology
has become so loaded with baggage from the culture wars of the past that adherence to it involves
picking up that baggage . . . and that’s something that most women just don’t want to do.

Worse, two decades of systematic targeting of masculinity, in all of its guises, has managed to
alienate nearly all men from your banner.  There was a time, in my fuzzy youth, when I may have
identified myself as a “male feminist”, because I believed in equality too . . . but I believed in full
equality: draft cards, equitable sentencing, and equal custody and all, and those were issues that
feminism, alas, did not see as germane.
They sure as hell were germane to me.  And to a lot of other guys. 

Over the years, individual feminists and feminist-oriented groups made it quite clear that men were
not welcome – we were part of the problem, and the more we tried not to be, the more you lashed out
at us as individuals and as a class.  Whether you intended to or not, feminism as a movement became
associated with the callous disregard of masculine values and the blanket disrespect for male issues. 
You couldn't even let a bunch of guys get together and talk about male homelessness, suicide, and
social issues without protesting and making death threats.  Classy, feminism.

We were supportive, once upon a time.  But what did we earn from that support?  You called us part
of the Patriarchy, taunted us for our perceived privileges, and never spared the opportunity for shame
and guilt about our gender.  We supported your reproductive freedoms and your right to own your
own bodies, and you called us participants in “rape culture”.  When we threw up our hands and
realized that there was no way for you to be happy with us, you called us “misogynists”. 
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So we left.  There’s a reason that “male feminists” of any note are as scarce as hen’s teeth any more. 
No one wants to be a male feminist.  You savage them with particular delight, when they persist in
being male, and no man wants to be seen publicly working against the best interest of his gender. 
Congratulations, ladies.  You’ve made “male feminists” an endangered species.

Like the Republicans, you’ve played to your base and alienated the mainstream.  People don’t
associate feminism with positive values, anymore, and it’s not just Red State hicks and Southern
politicians who feel that way.  Feminism was the ideology that spurred millions of women to divorce
and break up their families, and many of us carry the scars of that decision.  Feminism made men
fearful to even speak to women, much less relate to them in a professional manner.  While you may
see the resulting domination of women in corporate positions of power as gratifying, understand that
it was done at a price. 

You may see feminism as responsible for great strides in American and World history, and I can’t
deny that.  So was Marxism, the ideological model feminism chose to co-opt – the one that equated
men with the oppressing class and validated some feminists’ need to hate men as a class.  A lot of us
take that personally.  Feminism’s unequal treatment of gender issues across the board has grown
so egregious that protecting the virtue of 200 little African girls results in a global awareness
campaign, while the brutal deaths of hundreds of boys in the same conflict earned no attention
by feminism.

You can claim that feminism isn’t about hating men and punishing boys, Ladies, but the fact of the
matter is that this is precisely how feminism is viewed by a broad plurality – if not a majority – of the
men in America.  Not the progressive pals you keep around you to remind yourself you don’t
technically hate all men, but the dude who changed your oil, mowed your lawn, stocked your
groceries and passed you on the freeway, all of them have a disdain for feminism, as an ideology, that
they would likely never speak to you about.  

You've attacked male sexuality with bloodthirsty abandon, belittling the "male gaze" and objecting to
"objectification" - without understanding that objectification is as important to male sexuality as
emotional context is to female sexuality.  Your relentless fight against "rape culture" has put you at
odds with every heterosexual man in the country, as you rampage for the right to only be approached
by attractive men, and demonize unattractive men by their "misogyny".  Feminism has been
responsible for more male sexual guilt that the Catholic Church.  But you don't know that, because
we stopped talking to you a long time ago.

Because speaking to feminists about feminism when you disagree with the culture that has sprung
from the ideology is akin to speaking to a cult member.  Every stay-at-home mom who decided to
spend her best reproductive years making a home and building a family with a loving husband has
been called to task for her choice – “you could be so much more”, “why are you letting him keep you
isolated?”, “don’t you want to prove you can make something of yourself?”, these are all the catty,
snide little ways feminists have promoted your ideology. 

In seeking equal opportunities for women, feminism has denigrated the role of wife and mother that
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so many women desire.  Voicing a preference for Blue’s Clues over Black’s Legal Dictionary gets a
woman pilloried in our post-feminist society, as you well know.  By placing careerism over the desire
for a family, feminism has inadvertently doomed hundreds of thousands of successful career women
to childlessness, as the “good” men they plan on settling for after they’ve established themselves in
careers seek less-driven mates to be the mothers of their children.  The frustration among the
professional class of feminist is palpable.  Yet feminism teaches them that it is men’s fault, or the
fault of the Patriarchy, or ageism, or whatever rationalization is in vogue at the moment.

Those rationalizations, as thousands of women are discovering, don’t keep you warm at night. 
But not only has feminism alienated men of good will and mothers, feminism has consistently
besieged one of the most hallowed areas of femininity: marriage.  In its efforts to protect women in
abusive relationships, feminism has waged an unrelenting war against one of the pillars of
femininity.  No, not all women want to get married – but for those who do, and there are a lot of
them, feminism has successfully weakened the institution to the point where feminism has become
the antithesis of a happy marriage.

Just watch how apologetically a feminist announces her engagement.  I had that pleasure, recently,
and watching this woman squirm while she had to admit to her equally-feminist friends that she
wanted a husband – not that she needed a husband, but (like a handbag or a new car) she wanted one
– was an awkward moment.  Of course, she could not bring herself to actually say the word,
“husband” – she said “partner” – and she instantly declared that she would not take his name.  Go
girl.  I felt humiliated and emasculated on her bridegroom's behalf.  

But while I quietly congratulated her on her marriage, the fact is that feminism, regardless of its
vaunted goal of equality, has consistently tarnished and weakened an institution that a majority of
women hold sacred . . . and they have muddied the waters of non-feminist women considerably by
their approach. That hasn't garnered feminism any positive public relations.

Men are reluctant and fearful to marry now, thanks in part to feminist-inspired pro-divorce culture,
ala Eat, Pray, Love.  Feminism’s successful war on the patriarchal expectation of sex in marriage
has removed the insulation married women once had from the Sexual Marketplace, making their
husbands prey to predatory women and devaluing their own sexual contributions.  When feminism
made it clear that a husband had no native right to his wife’s body, it also undermined the marital
exchange to the point where she can no longer be certain of his fidelity.  Feminism is synonymous
with divorce, not happy wives, in the real world beyond the ivory tower. 

(It might be helpful if feminism stopped treating the term "wife" like a death sentence.  Requiring a
woman to apologize for her marriage and her husband, and then imposing a lot of humiliating
restrictions that are going to be harmful to the marriage, doesn't win you many allies.  Feminism has
made it possible where a little girl can grow up and be a great feminist anything . . . except a good
wife.)

Feminism did itself no favors by encouraging the sassy self-esteem of two generations of girls. 
While claiming white men had unearned privilege, feminism pushed the unearned privilege of white
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girls to the breaking point.  Many folks are anti-feminists not because they object to the ideals of
feminism, but because they object to the conduct of feminists.  Young women who feel that they are
entitled to pretty much anything they want, who trade on their feminism with threats of legal action
or scandal to get their way, these women aren’t ‘empowered’ – they’re ‘bossy’.  That would be one
thing if they were also highly competent and productive, but those are not qualities feminism has
emphasized in its application. 

The writings of the Women Against Feminism are telling: to them (and to the rest of us) feminism is
a bunch of angry women screaming shrilly about how the rest of the world needs to pay attention to
them and give them what they want, in a judgmental, demanding way.  The rest of us don’t dislike
feminism because we hate equality, we dislike feminism because for many of us some of the
most unpleasant and difficult-to-work-with people we know are feminists. 

We see them not just as unhappy people, but people who have invested in their unhappiness to the
point where they will only be happy when the rest of the world is just as unhappy as they are.  You
want to see feminism perceived in a positive light again?  Create a way for a woman to be a happy
feminist.  That’s going to be difficult with an ideology that, practically speaking, sees half of the
human race as an enemy, but give it a shot.  Y’all are creative. 

Start by trying not to insult and demean anyone whose opinion you don’t like.  Feminism loves to call
people names, from ignorant to backwards to stupid – and feminists excel at invective.  Tearing
someone down verbally is a high feminist art, and most of us have been the object of that scorn at one
time or another, deserved or not.  When you cannot have a discussion with a feminist without her
snorting about your perceived privilege, or having her try to shame you into working against your
best interest, then engaging in any kind of productive dialog is challenging. And demanding.  And
usually self-defeating.  

So mostly we just . . . don't.  We ignore you.  We turn our backs on you and mostly we just don't
entertain a feminist perspective in any sort of positive way anymore.  

As a man I have been called a plethora of vile names and had my character attacked by feminists,
even what were supposed to be reasonable, academic discussions.  Feminists have a kind of argument
cycle that they go through, I’ve observed, in which my intelligence, education, upbringing, and
decency are first brought into question before they launch into outright misandry and emasculation. 
At least half of such discussions end with them questioning my manhood – when I know for a fact
how they would have reacted had I questioned their womanhood.  

I’m a big boy.  I’m not intimidated by shrill women who think their ability to “be strong” and
“compete” lies in their willingness to insult another human being.  They have said things to me that,
had we truly lived in world of equality, would have required them to settle the matter through
seconds and over pistols.  But because feminists tend to hide behind "don't hit me, I'm a girl!" when
they decide to engage in such verbal bloodsports, most wise men just . . . walk away.  We're men.
 We know feminism hates us.
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But the things that you’ve called these Women Against Feminism have been nothing short of vile. 
This is what you have to say about these beautiful, intelligent women who disagree with your
political ideology.  Women with three advanced science degrees are called “stupid and uneducated”
because they dare to disagree with feminist ideology.  Women who have made conscientious choices
about their lives are being castigated and threatened.  Women who have made up their own damned
minds are being called idiots by other women in a fit of misogyny the Manosphere could never
muster.

It is in your reaction to #WomenAgainstFeminism that you reveal yourselves, collectively: Feminism
has hit the Wall.  No one is responding to your "nice" voice anymore, because you've burned all your
bridges.  Now your very daughters are rejecting your ideology and recoiling in horror from the idea
of a "feminist" life.  Yes, feminism is associated with misandry and reactionary man-hating, female
entitlement and anti-male ideology in the minds of most people. 

EDIT: A few choice comments:

Emily Shire of The Daily Beast, stating that the movement’s criticism of feminism is “inane,
unintelligent, and useless.”

Feminist writer Rebecca Brink published a satire of the campaign on her blog, calling Women
Against Feminism “a crock of bullshit based on a misunderstanding of feminism and an
ignorance of data and history.”

But like the 35 year old woman who is still trying to rock a miniskirt, you still think feminism is
about equality.  No, it is not about equality, and hasn't been for a long time.  What you think
feminism is and what it does in the real world are two entirely separate things, and your association
with an ideology that is, in effect, anti-male, anti-marriage, and anti-freedom of thought is not doing
yourselves any good.

There's some hope that feminism will redeem itself - plenty of women are offended at the things
being done in the name of their gender, and want to re-claim the now-poisoned title of feminist.  But
until feminists collectively take a good, long, hard look into the mirror and hold themselves
accountable for the sins of their sisters in the name of their ideology, don't count on a hell of a lot of
support from the victims of feminism.  We're not inclined to be charitable about that sort of thing.
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Wife Test: Loyalty
August 1, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Today marks a special day for the Ironwoods.  Twenty-three years ago today, the future Mrs.
Ironwood and I were introduced to each other by a mutual friend.  It wasn’t a carefully-designed
attempt to get two like-minded people together.  We were both on the rebound from less-than-stellar
long term relationships, and our mutual friend was a bartender. She thought it was an exercise in
simple rebound expediency.

The result was the present Ironwood family.  The result of a one-night-stand gone horribly awry.

The reason why our twenty-third anniversary is so important (to me) is because it also marks the
point in my life in which Mrs. Ironwood has been in it more than she has been out of it.  As of this
point, we have both spent the numerical majority of our lives enjoying each others’ company.  That’s
a massive accomplishment in this day and age, one that we are both appreciative of.
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I rarely counsel a man to marry, in our present circumstances.  The odds are not in his favor, and
barring exceptional circumstances he risks far more than he gains out of the transaction.  The
differences between divorce, marital misery, and domestic contentment represent the difference
between failure and success, and most men marrying most women are throwing all their chips on
black and hoping for the best.  In most cases, the payout is a mediocre marriage to an ambivalent
woman undermined by the knowledge that she has clearly settled for her husband.

Every relationship is different.  But the success or failure of a good one is dependent not just on the
level of commitment each party demonstrates, but on whether or not they possess the skills needed to
negotiate the minefield that is marriage.  “Husband” and “wife” are not just commodities on the
MMP, they’re learnable skills and cultivated abilities.  One fault of feminism is its antipathy toward
marriage as an institution and its disparaging of the cultivation of those skills that inform a woman’s
contribution to the functioning of the marriage. 

In pursuit of corporate achievement or “changing the world”, the women of the last two generations
have been woefully unprepared, practically, for the realities of participating in a long-term,
committed heterosexual union.  Indeed, any such suggestion – that a woman spend her time and
energy preparing for domestic life – has been met with scorn and derision by the feminist community
at large.  “Wife” is a title of shame and capitulation to feminism, regardless of what individual
feminists may declare.  Cultivating a skillset contributing to a successful marriage is therefore
ridiculed by the feminist establishment.

Meanwhile, husbands have gotten a hell of a lot better in developing their skillsets.  The man entering
marriage in 2014 (if you can find such a rare and special creature) does so with a much greater depth
of experience than his grandfather had.  More than likely he’s mastered (or at least been exposed to)
the
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domestic chores and childcare responsibilities that the Second Wave feminists complained so bitterly
about.

Modern husbands are more hands-on fathers than their sires, more involved in the housekeeping
duties and household purchasing decisions, and more socially aware and better-informed than their
ancestors.  Men who feel inclined toward marriage and family early have little trouble learning the
things they need to, in order to be an effective husband and father.  While that desire is limited to a
few, compared to generations past, the men who wish to be good husbands go out of their way to
ensure that they can handle whatever might get thrown at their families.  That dedication comes
across early on, if you know where to spot it.  There’s a reason that the “good ones” get snatched up
early.

My continuing series on discerning the potential of a high-quality wife, Wife Tests, wouldn’t be
complete without exploring one of the fundamental factors in the success or failure of a marriage:
loyalty.

I do not mean mere fidelity.  Simply not cheating on you is not the best metric for determining a
woman’s loyalty to you.  Loyalty, in the marital sense, means unwavering support for your spouse. 
That can be difficult, in the face of tough times, and the weak-willed, poor-quality women will
quickly start looking around for a more-immediate better deal.  Thanks to feminism, marriage is no
longer sufficient insulation from the SMP, which makes it easy for a woman to entertain such ideas at
the first hint of trouble.
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But you’re going to have trouble in a marriage.  It’s inevitable.  In the
process of knitting together two families and two family cultures, establishing proper boundaries and
protocols, there will be problems that will challenge the fortitude of any couple.  Until you do, there’s
no real way to assess the strength of your union, sadly, and for some whose emotional constitutions
are brittle, it doesn’t take much to hit the “this isn’t working” button.  More than one man has been
shocked and surprised to hear these words after even a moderate challenge to the marriage.  Another
failure of feminism to modern women: the inflated and often unreasonable expectation of marriage.
  Marriage is hard work.  If you care about it, you don’t take it pass/fail.

So how does one determine a woman’s loyalty to you before you encounter that Big Event that’s
going to give you problems?  It’s difficult.  I’d say a telling factor, however, is just how loyal a
woman appears to be to you in a casual circumstance.  It’s hard to construct a situation that tests that,
you must rely on observation and pay attention to subtleties.  With Mrs. Ironwood, I can pinpoint the
exact moment when she passed the Loyalty Test.

We had been going out for a little over a year when we had the opportunity to go out with another
couple, friends of mine from college.  Nothing fancy, just a sit-down dinner in a chain restaurant with
a bar.  Bob and Karen had been friends and neighbors of mine for a couple of years during my
undergraduate career.  He was a Religious Studies major at Duke, and she was studying Medieval
and Renaissance studies.  At that point they were engaged, with Bob having aspirations of a career in
law.  At that point, I saw them as the Perfect Couple. 
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But when the subject of parenting and fatherhood came up, Karen – who I’d been crushing heavily on
since I’d known her, and who knew me as a fairly hapless Beta – was surprised at the future Mrs.
Ironwood’s
willingness to “let” me take charge of our future children, if any.  At the time it appeared that she
would be the primary breadwinner – my writing career had taken off, but paying gigs were still few
and far between.  Therefore our plan was that I would be primary childcare, should we have kids. 
That early in our relationship we had already begun seriously evaluating each other for suitability,
and had discussed the possibilities even if we hadn’t committed to them.

“What?  You’re actually going to trust Ian with your babies?” Karen asked, aghast at the suggestion. 
That was more than a little insulting, on a personal level, but my attraction for her and my respect for
Bob had kept me firmly in Beta position.  I was about to joke my way out of it when the future Mrs. I
leapt to my defense.

“Are you kidding?  Ian will make an outstanding father!  I’ve never met a man better-prepared
emotionally or practically for taking care of his children.  He’s responsible, intelligent, and caring. 
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Whether or not we’ll stay together or have kids together remains to be seen, but I know for a fact that
I would not have any reservations about Ian raising our children!”

Bob quickly changed the subject away from the awkward subject, and dinner continued.  Afterwards,
as we were walking back to the car the future Mrs. I reiterated just how upset she was at the
suggestion that I was unfit to raise babies with.  It wasn’t just Karen challenging her choice of
boyfriend, a catty standard of the Female Social Network, that she was responding to, I realized.  She
was genuinely offended that anyone who claimed to be a close friend of mine would make such a
horrible (and to her mind unearned)
pronouncement.

It wasn’t a big deal to either Karen or Mrs. Ironwood, but it was to me.  It was at that point that I
checked the “loyalty” box on the Wife Test.  When your wife defends your character to your closest
friends, that’s a pretty profound statement of her belief in you.  I watched more carefully after that,
and I was gratified to see her stick up for me in similar situations.  She knew enough not to get
entangled with the rough teasing between my brothers and I, but when she told my mother that she
was wrong about my inability to handle household finances, for instance, I knew I had a potential
keeper. 

While loyalty gets tested in the strangest of ways, but
they all revolve around a woman’s unprompted reaction to a perceived attack or injustice on you. 
Ideally her response should be independent of her interests, perhaps even against them, in some
circumstances. 

If you had to engineer a situation artificially to test her loyalty, consider having one of your (good)
friends speak poorly about you behind your back but in her presence, and report what she says.   If
she plays along with his downgraded assessment of you, you might have a problem.  If she sticks up
for you, you’ve got a loyal one.  

But even that isn’t the ideal test of her loyalty.  Even better if you can hear one of HER good friends
launch a catty attack on you.  If she can tell her BFF to shut the hell up because she doesn’t know
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what she’s talking about, you’ve got a winner.  The woman who will endure someone speaking badly
about her mate is one whose loyalty is questionable from the beginning.

The true test, of course, will be when the world is falling down around your
ears; your very self-identity is challenged as your life is wracked with the inevitability of misfortune. 
A loyal wife will remember that she bet on the horse, not the race, and support you.  If she’s skilled
enough she might even know how to do that.  During a true loyalty test, she has a clear choice of a
life in support of you and a life not in support of you, and she freely chooses the former not out of
obligation or a sense of duty but because she has genuine respect for you in sufficient quantities to
invoke her loyalty.

Twenty three years after she saw me reading a book in a bar one night (The Two Towers – I’m a
hobbit-head) Mrs. Ironwood is still fiercely loyal of me, and I have taken great pains to vindicate her
on the subject of fatherhood and husbandry.  But understand that such loyalty is not monolithic.  It’s
a laminate of countless small acts and quiet statements made in support and appreciation over the
years, an aggregate of pride and love stronger than the petty forces of fate that conspire to tear it
down.  The end-result is a cultivated Oneitis, wherein your mutual loyalty and support give you the
personal security and belief in your marriage you need to go out and slay dragons on a daily basis. 

Twenty-three years.  It’s not impossible to marry a Western woman and still have a fulfilling life as a
husband and father.  But you have to start with the right woman, carefully nurture the relationship,
and avoid the sinkholes that Marriae 2.0 inevitably throws at you, and disloyalty is certainly a big
one.  But . . . twenty three years.  
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And from now on, she’ll be in my life more than she’s been out of it.  That, gentlemen, is what
happens when you’ve properly constructed Happily Ever After. 
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Class of 2018 Challenge: Building The Frame
August 21, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

While some of you are, indeed, taking the AFC Spreadsheet Challenge, one of my readers pointed out
that we're missing an opportunity to instruct the rising class of freshmen college men in a
prophylactic dose of the Red Pill.  These poor bastards are about to walk into a tempest of dangerous
collegiate pussy, dark times and potentially disastrous choices.  My own nephew, Cal, is headed off
to a party school for his freshman year this fall, and I've done my best to inoculate him to the dangers
of college-level pussy.  If you want to see a run-down of what I covered, most of it is in the Red Pill
for Boys section at the top of the page.  Basic stuff.

Of particular mention should be the issues of Hypergamy, the Fungability of Women, Maintaining
Frame, Male Dominance in Sexuality, Alpha Fux/Beta Bux, Don't Stick It Into The Crazy, Female
Sexual Psychology, the Rationalization Hamster, and Covering Your Ass.  

Recommended reading would include everything from Rollo Tomassi's The Rational Male, to Roosh
V's library, to Athol Kay's Married Man Sex Life Primer (best intro to Red Pill and Game I've run
across) to Bachelor Pad Economics by Captain Capitalism to . . . well, if you're at all familiar with the
Red Pill and the Manosphere, you'll know where to point them.  

But guiding our young men through the minefield that is campus sexual politics is vital, particularly
now.  Campus feminism is a driving force in our cultural debate, and the young men at its mercy are
particularly vulnerable to its savage nature.  Giving them the armor to defend against it is our duty.
 Giving them the weapons to counter it is in our best interest.  

Imagine, for a moment, what would happen if the men of the Class of 2018 made an unofficial pact
not to have sex with feminists?  That is, at the first whiff of feminist rhetoric, these young gentlemen
make a point to "next" the confused young lady?  And then spread the word about her?  What
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happens when all of those young, horny college women who are so indignant about the terrors of
male sexuality can't get laid on campus?  When the first mention of "rape culture" or "misogyny" or
"The Patriarchy" ends in an amused smirk and the dude walking away?  What happens when men on
campuses across the country start maintaining the frame that feminism is an unacceptable risk in a
sexual relationship for a young man?

If it becomes understood that feminism is a severe negative factor in a young woman's social life, that
it is damaging to both her SMV and her MMV, then regardless of the screeching rhetoric, the female
imperative will override the ideology of feminism.  If you examine the social lives of young
feminist women in college, once they get through their flirtation with lesbianism they stalk frat
parties and off-campus keggers on the prowl for cute soccer players and tall Alpha upperclassmen
with cool stories about Amsterdam before they go back to their dorms to call their orbitors and
girlfriends.  What if that stopped? Women make their sexual decisions opportunistically, and by
denying young feminist women access to the carousel they've come to college to enjoy, or at least
encouraging our young men to make mating decisions which do not reward a feminist mindset, the
enthusiasm for such excesses will die down dramatically.  

Sure, there will always be the progressive fringe element, strong, independent feminist women and
their dickless Beta boy lackies.  Hell, the Red Pill young men would be doing those chumps a favor
by choosing not to favor their feminist overlords with the back room drunken Alpha Fucks they
crave.  They might actually have a shot in those desperate late hours when their female peers in
equality come back from a cattle call rejected, dejected, and increasingly desperate.  Even a broken
clock is right twice a day.

We need to teach these young men to maintain the Frame of Masculinity and hold to it steadfastly.
 The seductive nature of the campus environment allures them into tempest of hormones.  Putting
them on the path to manage their reproductive and mating strategies effectively, with the help of the
Red Pill, could be a turning point.

So I challenge each of you who reads this blog to look out for the young men in their life.  Queitly -
ever so quietly - take them aside and explain that there's some . . . hidden knowledge that it is time
they learned.  
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And that's a key point as well: the first rule of the Red Pill is that you
don't talk about the Red Pill.  Except in certain key situations. This is one.  Make certain that they
understand that rule.  The goal here is not to start a bunch of derpy campus organizations for men
to counter the feminist inclination to do so, get their names in the news, and start a nasty op-ed war in
the campus newspaper.  The goal is not to organize our demands and insist that they be met.  

The goal is much more insidious.  Far more important than establishing equal access to tampons or
whatever the gender war du joure may be, the goal of the Class of 2018 Challenge is to quietly
inoculate as many young college-bound men from the allure of Blue Pill thinking, and transform
them into an army of horny, Game-aware, self-confident young men who understand and appreciate
the actual life choices they have in front of them.  An army of Red Knights, secretly seducing their
way into the student body until it's writhing in tingly ecstasy.  

That's the Masculine Frame we can build.  Knowledge is power, and we have a shit-ton of it here.
 Impressing on them the need to cultivate strong male bonds, investing in their bodies and their
educations, seeing themselves as strong, independent men in their own right, unbeholden to
feminism, women or the feminine imperative. 

So what Red Pill advice would you give an 18 year old college freshman today?
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Girl Game: Encouraging Your Captain To Lead
September 4, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I love visiting the Red Pill Women reddit (and the venerable Red Pill reddit) to wallow in the
trenches, so to speak, and see what the biggest concerns various folks have might be.  In RPW there
were so many posts concerning how a wife could coax a husband to break his Beta and be more
Captainy that they declared a moratorium on that type of question.  Fair enough - that's not the venue
for that.

This is.

I’ve been asked the question “what can I do to encourage my man to be more dominant/Alpha/Red
Pill?” repeatedly over the years. That’s a serious question, because (thanks to Solomon’s Dilemma)
coming out and demanding dominance from their dudes just isn't going to work for either party.

But ladies, you aren't without influence over the man in your life.  Just going utterly passive is NOT
the answer – it communicates your helplessness, not his ability to lead.  So I turned to my resident
expert this morning (Mrs. Ironwood) and asked her to lay out what she did, back in my Blue Pill
days, when a rousing chorus of “I dunno – whatever you wanna do” was far too frequently heard
around our digs.

If you want your man to lead you, says Mrs. Ironwood, you have to encourage him thusly:

1. Establish expectations: “I want to know what you want for dinner tonight.” 
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Not “what shall we have?” Not “what do you feel like?” Tell him you want him to decide.  By
establishing your reasonable expectations for his leadership by directly or tacitly communicating an
expectation of leadership, you give him the permission he needs to be decisive without worrying
about encountering an argument about his decision.

If you make being decisive unequivocally HIS responsibility, he will eventually do it right. But if he
doesn't know that you expect him to lead, he will be more likely to defer honest leadership in the
interests of "equality" or respect for your autonomy.

2. Communicate by GIVING HIM CONTROL of the situation in no uncertain terms.

Men act tentatively when they are uncertain of themselves.  Once you’ve established the
expectation of his leadership, make certain that he understands that there are no wrong
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answers.  You have abdicated any responsibility for the decision-making process and you will be
content and supportive of his leadership regardless of the results.  If he asks what you want to do,
volley back.  Anything from “I have every confidence in your ability to decide” to "I trust your
judgment" to “You got this, babe.” 

3. BACK THE FUCK OFF.  

Once you have ceded control of an issue, do not be tempted to revisit it to check his “progress”.
Do not offer “helpful suggestions”.  Do not inform him that he’s “doing it wrong”.  Once you have
told a man that he’s responsible for making a decision, doing a task, planning a policy, or what have
you . . . don’t try to take the wheel out of his hands.  If you were smart, you included a deadline in
your original establishment of expectations.  If his performance is lacking, you can observe that
without interfering and perhaps even offer support to the process without making yourself involved in
it.  This is sometime known as the "make sammiches" phase. Sometimes the most effective thing a
woman can do with her man is to back off and let him figure it out on his own.

And sammiches are always a boost to morale.

4. Avoid criticism after the fact.
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This can be very hard for some women, so be mindful of your own tendencies to second-guess or
criticize a man’s performance after he’s made a good-faith effort, and keep your criticisms to

yourself.  He is not your employee or your child, remember, he is your husband.  Give him an adult
level of understanding about his performance.  And if it needs improvement, which it undoubtedly
will, provide the assistance he needs to improve without being tempted to direct the course of
that improvement.

Keep in mind that the process of encouraging him to take initiative is a slow one.  He has, in all
likelihood, been steeped in a culture in which his initiative and decisiveness have been penalized, and
it takes a while for a man to re-learn that confidence.  If he fucks up any particular thing, don’t harp
on it; he knows he fucked up.  If you can gently encourage him to do a post mortem of his fuck-up,
you might be able to suggest some ideas for doing things differently, but DO NOT re-assume
control.  Failure is part of the process.  It is from our failures that we learn.  When men fear failure
more than they desire success, they stop trying.  Your job, as his First Officer, is to ensure that his
failures are not so painful, so distracting that he fails to learn and withdraws from his own ambitions.
 You encourage him to always be trying, because the sweet reward of success is far greater than than
the thoughtful balm of comfort in defeat.

It’s a hard job, I’ll be the first to admit.  Particularly as women have been encouraged to “speak their
mind” and “communicate” exhaustively for the last forty years.  It defies your training to withhold
criticism and offer suggestions – that’s what you would do for a good girlfriend if she failed at
something, correct?  But not with your husband.  He doesn’t need your advice.

He needs your Caritas.  Desperately.

5. Reward and Support
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Victories should be celebrated and generously rewarded.  Defeats and failures should not be rehashed
and examined to the point of humiliation.  If you have a job as his First Officer in relation to your
husband’s happiness, it is to bolster his emotional support at such a time.  If he wants your
specific advice (and he may) he will solicit it.  If he has had success in leading and accomplishing,
then rewarding that achievement improves his perspective tremendously.  If he fails, knowing
that you still have his back, uncritically, is more important than the fact that you know EXACTLY
where he went wrong.

Encouraging your husband to lead without taking the wheel yourself can be frustrating, but ultimately
highly rewarding.  Sometimes the most frustrating moments end up being the most instructive.
 Sometimes the worst fuck-ups end up being turning points toward a better man.  But you can’t
FORCE him to lead, and you can’t DEMAND he lead.  Quiet, thoughtful encouragement, strong
loving support, creating the space and giving the permission, and enthusiastic follow-through give
him the ingredients he need from you to be the kind of Captain he’d like to be.  Hopefully one that
you want to follow.
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Breaking Beta: Removing The Tree
September 10, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

As I deconstruct the process of De-Betacization, it occurs to me that, after dealing with and
conquering your fear, one of the hardest elements of breaking Beta is understanding your own
power to affect change in your own life.  This one is subtle, fellas, so you might want to read with
both hands for a minute.

One of the lessons I teach my religious students (disclaimer: no demons were consulted in the
composition of this lesson - it's pure Earthly Wisdom, usable without risk of damnation by all
denominations) is that one of the fundamental ways in which we can exercise personal power is by
recognizing our role in the context of the universe, and then recognizing that the absolutely easiest
way for them to change the universe at large is by changing themselves and/or their context.

I illustrate this point with the exercise of having my students try to sink a basketball in the hoop with
a tree in the way.  (Thankfully, just about every home in the South, especially around Tobacco Road,
comes equipped with a portable basketball goal of adjustable height, along with a couch for display
on the porch of your choice)

Of course they try mightily to do so, at first, using bank shots off the trunk or hurling the ball into the
canopy and hoping a Plinko-like descent manages to get it in the basket.  I tell them to "move the tree
with their minds" and they try their very hardest to literally do this for a while.  It sinks in pretty
quickly that magic doesn't work like on Harry Potter.  It's a lot of fun to watch, and after a while they
focus so much on the difficulty of the exercise they forget why they're doing it.  Think about that.

At that point, I come back and demonstrate that simply by taking two steps to the left or right, the
seemingly insurmountable obstacle of the tree no longer obstructs at all.  They have "removed"
the tree, for all practical purposes, by literally changing their perspective. Sinking a basket at that
point is as easy as making a free-throw.  Then I smugly tell them "the power was within you, all
along!" in my best Glenda The Good Witch voice.  It's highly annoying.  One of the perqs of being a

https://theredarchive.com/blog/The-Red-Pill-Room/breaking-beta-removing-the-tree.7674
http://theredpillroom.blogspot.com/2014/09/breaking-beta-removing-tree.html
http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-RuntbPt_4L0/VBBkdSELBXI/AAAAAAAAF_M/vbXMK4l7RJA/s1600/baby_ruth_1948_01.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 942 of 1013

spiritual teacher.

The lesson, of course, is that by changing your own perspective you have, by definition, changed the
nature and expression of the equation.  Schrodinger's Cat and it's various kittens have demonstrated
the observable truth that the observer by the act of observing affects the destiny of the observed --
how much more does an agent in the equation affect the course of events?  

Too often, we forget that we have that power: the power to change
our own perspective.  Especially if we have suffered Betacization, we come to feel trapped by our
circumstance or our nature, doomed to our fate with no hope of escape.  And often that captivity must
become unbearable before a Beta decides to cast aside his cherished rationalizations for his lackluster
behavior and even consider making a change.  Otherwise it's just too easy to play it safe, keep your
mouth shut, and do what she tells you to do.

But you don't have to hit "rock bottom" to make this realization.  Often you can do so just by
changing your perspective.  That could entail something as simple as an unexpected flirtation, a
road trip, a meaningful artistic or literary experience, a chance meeting, an unlikely opportunity, a
birth, a wedding, a death, a crisis situation, or any other sudden departure from the normal, expected,
mundane course of your daily life.  At some point, in order to start Breaking your Beta, you have
to gain the perspective that you have, indeed, the innate power to Break your Beta.

From the Betacized perspective, the fear of losing what you have
outweighs the fear of losing what you might win.  You make a cost-benefit analysis and decide that
it's just easier to maintain the status quo, and not take the risk.  Plus, your fear has often convinced
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you that you are, indeed, incapable of being successful . . . often because you've been criticized and
condemned for your perceived failures in life so much and so often that you've accepted the opinions
of others over your own honest self-assessment.

Maybe it was your mother who started it, comparing you to a weak or absent father.  Maybe it was a
shrewish girlfriend who started it, and you never quite recovered.  But we rarely self-betacize.

In my religious tradition, one of the spiritual technologies we use is ritual.  I'm not talking about the
wand-waving-candle-burning-dancing-around-a-bonfire kind of ritual (although, honestly, as
religious services go it beats the heck out of Sunday School), I'm speaking here of ritual in the
psychological sense.  From a technical perspective, when properly performed, a rite or ritual will
affect a psychological change on the subject by creating an artificial psychological crisis in a safe
and controlled environment.

While such a crisis is ideally guided and led by someone experienced with such things, i.e. their
priest/shaman/psychologist/druid/pastor/preacher/guru/celebrity, the fundamental element is giving
the subject the opportunity to voluntarily change their perspective when faced with such a
crisis as a means of coping with that crisis.  Sure, it's the "throw 'em in and see if they swim"
method of psychological care, but it has the twin virtues of being highly effective and cheaper than
extended psychotherapy.

Now, I'm not suggesting you ladies burn down your house to see how hubby Alpha's Up - that's not
the sort of "crisis" we're talking about.  While tornadoes and tragedy can certainly provide the needed
kick in the ass for the change of perspective in a man, more often than not Fate will kick a few
helpful crises in his direction to provide the impetus.

For example, a friend of mine -- a howling Progressive, hyper-liberal scholarly hippy -- was biking
home from his low-paying job at a book store one day when he got mugged.  It was a simple
exchange: gun, wallet, and gone.  While unusual, such things are not unheard of in my gritty burg.
 But the effect this brush with mortality had on my friend was profound.

Understanding for the first time that another human being had the power of life or death over him,
regardless of the Law or Rights or Community Spirit, and he was utterly helpless in the face of that,
was enough change in perspective to institute a massive personal lifestyle shift, with accompanying
shift in attitude and direction.  He's a lawyer, now.  And while I wish that story could have ended
more happily, it points out that one little existential or moral crisis can be enough, if a man is
ripe, to begin the process.

And a process it is.  You cannot merely flip a switch (in most cases) and see the Alpha emerge, fully-
formed.  Betas are broken, remember; the crisis experience begins the healing process, but it's a long
and difficult journey.  Painful.  Unpleasant.  Permanent.  If you don't keep your eyes on the prize -
becoming a Better Man - then it's all too easy to backslide into comfortable mediocrity, once-a-month
IV drip sex, and never making plans for yourself because they might conflict with your wife's
calendar.  Changing your perspective can remove the tree from the process . . . but you still gotta
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sink that free throw.

Being faced with death can do it.  Being faced with birth can do it.  Even something as simple as
looking at old photos can trigger it.  A man has to see himself, and then see himself differently,
and then be able to compare the two to be able to challenge his thick Beta coating.  He has to be
able to envision a better life, a better man to be, a future in which happiness is possible and regret
isn't a daily indulgence, or he can never get out of the dungeon he's put himself in.

Some people think the essence of Breaking Beta is challenging the role of your wife . . . and it's not.
 If you're in a Blue Pill marriage, then your wife's power over you is not actually a result of her
natural domineering nature . . . it's a result of your failure to assert yourself properly, because of
your fear.  Challenging your wife's role becomes a by-product of the transformative experience of
changing your perspective, because once you get that damn tree (your own tepid rationalizations for
your crappy masculinity) out of the way, it might take you a couple of shots - but eventually that's a
basket you can make.

Some things to consider, Gentlemen, that might help you find the courage to do this:

1. Yeah, it really is your fault . . . because if it isn't your fault, then you can't change it.  You CAN
change it, so suck it up and own it.  That's a sign of mature masculinity, not a capitulation to guilt.

2. As bad as you think your relationship with your wife/woman might be right now (if you have one),
the fear that they will somehow become worse if you challenge her dominance in the
relationship is wrong.  They might get real interesting for a while, but usually you'll see a change in
HER perspective in reaction to your change in perspective pretty darn quick.  Don't believe me?
Check out the Field Reports at the r/theredpill and r/RedPillWomen subreddits for testimonials.  It's
like they're . . . responsive or something.  Remember, you can realistically challenge her position if
you are in a place of strength.

3. What she says doesn't matter one tenth as much as what she does.  Basic Red Pill truth.
 Engrave it on your XY chromosome where you won't forget it.  Let her say whatever she wants.
 Just do what you have to do to make yourself right, and she'll either deal with it, or she won't.  That's
known as Holding Frame.  Also known as Not Being A Pussy.  This takes practice, but it's an
essential part of your recovery.  She will respond by her actions.  And if she doesn't . . . you can find
one that will.

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-s7LXxP5FJ2M/VBBkbtzsyBI/AAAAAAAAF-s/IEz8m7WR3G4/s1600/6078068453_26b8d5f0e4_m.jpg
http://www.reddit.com/r/TheRedPill/search?q=flair:%27fr%27&restrict_sr=on;sort=new
http://www.reddit.com/r/RedPillWomen/search?q=FR&restrict_sr=on&sort=relevance&t=all
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 945 of 1013

4. Lose the baggage.  If you don't currently have a woman and are the "victim" of a past actually
ahead of the curve.  You don't have a real woman to contend with, which means that all of your
issues are the Ghosts of Relationships Past.  You aren't the same person you were then, you're the
person you choose to be now.  If this describes you, then a) forget every past girlfriend and her
expectations and shrewish criticisms you ever had because, like, she was a real bitch anyway and b)
realize that you won't put up with that shit from your next girlfriend.
Betacization, then you are

5. Evaluate your relationship with your mother.  Often if a betacized male has been beaten into
submission by a girlfriend or wife, his mom spent years making him vulnerable to that . . . and his
dad wasn't able to instruct him how to avoid it.  If your mother still has more of a presence in your
life than she should -- even psychologically -- then challenging that relationship is going to be
essential to progress.  I've seen men who appear to be solid Alphas collapse like little girls when
their Mama starts yelling.  If you can't respectfully stand up to your mother and keep her from
exercise undue influence over your life, then it's going to be orders of magnitude harder to stand up to
your girlfriend or wife.

(Note that you don't actually have to get into a fight with Mom, you just have to realize that you're a
grown man and while you might appreciate her advice, she is not the infallible Mother Goddess she
was to you when you were six.  She might have been an expert on potty training and table manners,
but when it comes to being a man, expressing your masculinity, and living as a mature adult male,
she knows jack shit about how to cultivate that.  Love her for her unconditional love and flawless
Tollhouse cookies, but ignore her bitching, complaints, and criticisms.  Hell, if you don't have a
girlfriend at the moment, you can even Game your mom, in a non-sexual way.  It's great practice.)
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6. Come to terms with your own mortality.  Yes, you're going to die.  That's inevitable.  Life is
funny that way -- no one gets out alive.  One of the most fundamental signs of a mature masculinity is
the ability to accept your mortality, and live your life anyway.  If you haven't really thought about
death because it's creepy and scary and you're not that old yet . . . then you have some catching up to
do.  If you have kids, this will take you down one psychological road.  If you don't, and don't want to,
then that takes you down another.  And if you don't, but do want to, then that in and of itself may give
you the perspective you need to change your perspective and therefore your life.

7. Quit worrying what other people think.  Seriously.  If you only value the opinions of the people
who value your opinion, that simplifies your perspective dramatically.  The fear of mis-perception
(or worse, accurate perception) is almost always far, far more potent an agent in your life than the
actual condemnation you might  ever get.  My brother, Andy Ironwood, came to terms with this by
being scrupulously honest.  By being utterly truthful, he never fears other's perceptions of his
behavior, because he feels capable of defending his actions before the throne of any convenient
divinity . . . because he doesn't try to lie or rationalize his way through life. (BTW, he's decided he's
going to put himself back on the SMP.  Fair warning).
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We worry about what other people think because we are fearful
of their judgement, and worried that they will reject us.  Often the people we fear this from the most
are the people least entitled to render judgement on our lives, or be in a position to meaningfully
reject us.  By understanding that the power of their judgement and rejection is limited to that
which we, ourselves, choose to grant them, we can take that power back from them by ignoring
even the possibility that their judgement or rejection is important to us.  That can be a hard
perspective to change, but it's one of the most profound you can make.

8. Change Who You Present As.  This is a biggie, and a hard, hard thing for most Betas to contend
with.  Betas have been trained to play it safe.  The thought of going all ALPHA all of a sudden is just
too shocking, and they fret that other people will judge them (see: 7, above).  But one of the basic
ways in which we can affect our own perspective is by making a visible or nominal change and
demanding it be accepted by the rest of the universe.

I've got two examples of this.  In college, one of my bosses at my work-study assignment had
signature muttonchop sideburns which he'd had since he was in college . . . back in the 70s when they
were cool.  Now, this dude had always been a "Super Nice Guy", everyone loved him at work, but he
was constantly having problems at home, it was rumored.
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Then one day he showed up to work for the first time in 20 years with his cheeks
shaved.  The signature muttonchops were gone.  I passed him in the hallway without recognizing
him, at first, and when I asked we talked about personal transformation and human fulfillment and
such (Religious Studies major, so I was professionally intrigued) but the upshot was, he'd realized
that his sideburns had become a symbol of the preconceptions and history he had bound himself with
from his youth.  By getting rid of them, he was symbolically walking away from all of those years
of folly.

(After that, interestingly enough, all the ladies who worked with him and thought he was such a "Nice
Guy" started talking about the disturbing change, and how he just wasn't the same "Nice Guy"
anymore.  The dudes he worked with thought he got a LOT cooler, once he shut up about the Human
Potential Movement.  Yeah.  It was like that.)

The second example is a kind of Uber-BETA I knew at one of my many, many temp jobs.  Also in
middle-management, this guy, Bob, was the typical White Knight Gamma who spent most of his time
doing other people's work . . . and he just could not say no to a woman to save his life.  But he was
a "super nice guy" that none of the office women were willing to date.  "Get Bob to do it" was office
shorthand.  He had the Gamma Curse bad.

Then (and I honestly don't know what inspired it) Bob came to work and started to stiffly correct
anyone who called him "Bob" anymore, asking instead to be addressed as "Robert."  He started
signing himself that way on his correspondence, had his nameplate on his cube changed, and sharply
corrected anyone who slipped.  If they slipped more than once in a conversation, Robert would have a
brief, intense conversation about how he preferred to be addressed that left most of the recipients
uncomfortable.
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That freaked out several of the women in the office, including his supervisor, but after a consultation
with HR she was forced to concede that Bob could, indeed, choose the name by which he was
addressed and they had to go along with it.  Some women actually complained that they didn't feel
right calling Good Ol' Bob "Robert" because (and I quote) "it's like treating him like a grown-up or
something".  

It was a very, very small change.  But it led to others.  Over the next eight weeks or so, Robert lost
weight, started working out, grew a beard (which further freaked out the office ladies - one almost
demanded he shave it because it "made him look sinister") and quit being asked to do other people's
work . . . and when he was, he politely declined.

What I was witnessing, had I known it, was Bob de-betacizing, or at least beginning the process.  I
was only at the job for about eight weeks, so I don't know how it turned out, but five weeks into his
journey the visible change in Bob - Robert - was startling.  The social change was just as pronounced.
 The many, many women in the office started complaining that they missed "the old Bob", and how
Robert just wasn't nearly as nice.  Some even had the nerve to ask him why he had "stopped being
nice".  He held frame and didn't give them any answers.  There were even murmurings about talking
to HR about Robert again, since some women in the office felt that his changes were bad for morale.

Nothing came of it, to my knowledge, but there was something intermingled with that sudden
distrust, suspicion, and anxiety about Beta Bob's transformation toward Alpha Robert: respect.  Once
Robert quit agreeing to take on extra work and responsibilities out of a misplaced desire to be "a nice
guy", they may have missed Bob's utility but they respected Robert's new boundaries, after he
established them.

And it all started because he told a room full of Chatty Cathys "My name is Robert, not Bob.
 Please refer to me that way in the future" one rainy Tuesday morning.  Not quite "Get your hands
off of me, you damn dirty ape!" but as far as betacized Gammas go, it was about as close as you can
get.
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Changing your perspective is one of the first invaluable steps on the road from betacization to
realizing your full masculine potential.  Figuring out which tree is in the way of your goal is the first
step.  Figuring out which way to step around it is the second.  And sinking the shot is the third.  But
you have to start by making a gentleman's agreement with yourself about rationalizing in favor of
your Beta and taking that first, significant step . . . around the goddamn tree.

Red Pill men, what was your "Alpha Moment"? What did you do that changed your perspective and
began your journey?
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Response To A Comment On Anti-Feminism
September 22, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I got this comment on my "Feminism: This Is What's Wrong With You" post, and my response was
too long for the comments, so I decided to post it here.

Here's the comment:

I know I'm late to the party here, but having just been shown this post I want to
make one thing absolutely clear: the fact that many of us are now *against* what
mainstream feminism has become absolutely does not mean we're *with* the
likes of you. 
We're not against feminism because we disagree with its purported goal of true
equality of opportunity among the sexes, or our absolute right to self-
determination and bodily autonomy, or with dismantling gender roles and the
expectations and assumptions they impose on individuals. 
We're never going to stand with anyone who believes anything, ever, gives a
person the "native right" to use another's body sexually without their ongoing
enthusiastic consent. Or dehumanises men by insinuating that they are such
slaves to impulse that if they can't rape their wives they'll inevitably cheat on
them. Or generalises the nature of individuals' sexuality based on their sex alone.
Or does not support an individual's right to end a relationship on their own terms.
Or espouses the sexist view that marriage is somehow a pillar of femininity more
than one of masculinity. Or implies women (but not men) must choose *either* a
career or a family. Or believes that when partners each choose to keep their own
names in an equal relationship this is somehow emasculating.
We're "against feminism" because yes, the mainstream feminist movement
ignores and derides male issues, because it adopts stances that are
fundamentally sexist, because it fails to address intersectionality with issues of
race and gender identity, and because it manufactures victimhood and fear,
among other things.
But we're still for true equality. Not for tired old sexist bullshit like using women
who don't wear what you think they should wear as a simile for being clueless
and out of touch. 
Sincerely,  
A woman with three advanced science degrees. 

And my response:
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I think you characterize our position.  Please allow me to rebut.

Let's look at what "the likes of us" have actually been saying here, not what feminism has portrayed
us as saying.  At no point have I (or most in the Manosphere - I understand that there are some
exceptions) endorsed or espoused any denial of equal opportunity or equal treatment under the law.
 Nor has their been any serious suggestion of impairing any of the rights women currently enjoy
under our liberal democratic system of government.  I myself am politically a Progressive, meaning
my political philosophy stems from Humanism.  Most folks in the Manosphere are adherents to this
philosophy, which advocates the legal, moral, and ethical equality of all people.

With me so far?

Let me be blunt: the Red Pill does not advocate anyone ever doing anything non-consensual, sexually
or otherwise.  It never has, and to say so is a gross mis-characterization of the praxeology.  What you
portray as a "native right" is actually a biologically determined pattern of mating behavior that belies
the feminist perspective on sex and sexuality.  When idealism collides with the realities of science,
idealism usually suffers.  Just ask the Marxists in Eastern Europe.

Far from "dehumanizing" men, the Red Pill approach to positive masculinity acknowledges the deep
importance of sexuality to the average man's life and attempts to help him realize his goals in that
regard. It is the feminist perspective, that all men are aggressive sexual predators, that dehumanizes
men.  The Red Pill uplifts them to a more profound understanding of their own masculinity.  And yes,
sex is a valued part of that equation.

But some of your other issues demonstrate a lack of regard for masculine culture and masculine
behavior - as men determine to define it, not women.  For example, the refusal of a wife to take a
husband's name IS emasculating, and indicative of her eventual desire to end the marriage.  It's a
legitimate warning sign men who fear divorce (and what man doesn't?) need to be aware of before
marriage.  That's a pragmatic, not idealistic perspective.  Nor does the Red Pill demand that women
choose between career and family or ask that men do; Mrs. Ironwood, and most other RP women, do
have careers of their own. The difference is that they have demonstrably put their family life ahead of
their career goals in a way that makes feminists cringe.  Most RP men would also say they share that
perspective: their careers are a means to support their families, not the other way around.

The fact that marriage does advantage women more than men - and that divorce punishes men more
than women - makes it a far more desirable goal for women than men, nor is the burning desire for
wedding cake a common discussion in male circles. Men control commitment in our species,
however, so marriage and commitment are important issues for us . . . just as they are highly
important to a large number of women.

If we generalize sexuality, that's because we look at science, for which generalities - that is, aggregate
data - show patterns at work from which useful data can be used.  Knowing such "generalizations"
can steer men away from dangerous and unproductive relationships.  If that means a few innocent
girls get dumped along the way, I think greater femininity can take the hit.
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But refusing to acknowledge the scientifically-studied biological truths that underlie the patterns of
human mating in our society, namely the prevalence of Hypergamy and Polygamy as the primary
mating strategies of humans in nearly every human culture, is seeking to place the rosy ideal of
equality above the brutally pragmatic reality that most people face every day. Men do cheat.  Women
do cheat. We explain why, and what to do to avoid it.  Post-feminism, marriage is bad for men.  We
explain why and how to deal with it.  Divorce is very bad for men.  We explain why and what to do
to avoid it.

Marriage used to be the negotiated exchange (yes, by any scientific definition) of sex and security;
without the security of consensual sex and real authentic commitment, men are simply better off
avoiding commitment altogether.  It's not a matter of ideals or ideology, it's a simple, pragmatic fact.
 Women are more aroused by more dominant men, therefore teaching men how to be dominant gets
them more of what they want, sex.  There is no oppressive ideology here.  There is only a praxeology
of how to fulfill a man's vision of his own masculinity.

You see, while you celebrate the ending of gender roles, you fail to appreciate all of what that entails.
 Not only did it liberate women from the expectations of pursuing family instead of a career, it also
liberated men from the social obligation of verbally pandering to an ideology in the hopes of social
acceptance. Once you add the sexual element into the equation - and you cannot NOT add it in - and
men start pursuing their issues and interests as THEY define them, then all ideology falls by the
wayside.  One thing we know about the Red Pill is that desire cannot be negotiated.  Ignoring what
men and women find arousing and/or attracting in favor of pursuing an abstract ideal and allowing
that to determine your personal course is the road to folly, misery, and divorce.

We may deride the flood of bitterly-unhappy women who are discovering that their ideology, which
promised that there would be a long line of decent dudes waiting around for them when they were
done "exploring themselves", but that's because they are a product of their own self-inflicted
ideology.  We snicker at those women who discover, to their horror, that the intended future
involving a good caring man and children (sometime after 35 and, say, 3 degrees) utterly fails to
materialize, because she was more inclined to believe feminism's promise  than the "patriarchal"
system of assortative mating that insists you lock down a dude before you're 25 or get what's left
over.

We snicker when we hear feminists and other women talk about "true equality", and then dismiss the
fact that Selective Service registration is mandatory for one sex but not the other as "men's fault".
 We laugh when we hear about our "male privilege" and then read how yet-another friend blew his
head off, or ended up on the street, or got assaulted by his girlfriend again but no one will take him
seriously because he's a dude.  Or a pal who hasn't seen his kids in 8 years because his wife thinks
he's a danger to his children - and he's a Quaker.  These men will never have "equality".  They live in
a system that lauds their "privilege" while demanding yet-more sacrifices of them, then subjects them
to the emasculating humiliations and shame that feminism dumps on them for the crime of having a
penis.

I understand your anger against feminism, and I share it.  But you're right, we aren't approaching the
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matter from the same place.  You are determined to fight for a world of equality.  I understand,
because of the nature of my gender, that we will never truly achieve it.  I don't think that women will
allow us to achieve it.  If you truly understood what social and cultural responsibilities and
expectations men are subjected to that women are not, you would not be so eager to press for
"equality", for that is a dreadful burden that most women would reluctant to "share".

Feminism has denigrated and derided masculinity and male-ness for so long, no number of perky pop
princesses lecturing us about it at the UN are going to change the fact that when our culture and
civilization are in peril, it is men, not women, who are expected to give their lives, liberty, and
property up for the common good.  Men are expendable, and we know it.  We're told that from the
time we are boys.  While feminists fret about "male privilidge", that priviledge includes baggage that
most women just choose not to see.  Yet it is a burden that must be borne, if by an ever-decreasing
number of us.

You can thank feminism for that.

Sincerely,

A man with plenty of useless degrees, twenty-five books, three kids, and a wife who understands and
supports him because he's a great man, not because of the ideology of "equality".
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Breaking Beta: Ending Female Social Entitlement
October 8, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

Feminism has made a lot of "male sexual entitlement", the demon responsible for everything from
catcalling and beer commercials to sex trafficking, according to the Cathedral.  Indeed, the feminist
attack on male sexuality stems from its constant battle with "male sexual entitlement"; the feminist
theory goes that if a man feels that he has a decent shot at having sex with a woman under nearly any
normal circumstances, he's actually oppressing her with his patriarchal entitlement to her body, or
something like that.

Because feminism can't wrap it's frizzy little head around the concept that the male desire for sex -
which crosses all sexual preferences in our sex - is such a powerful force in our lives that we would
willingly give up, say, a fulfilling platonic relationship with a woman if there wasn't a sexual
component.  Despite the propaganda about gender equality, when it comes to dating and mating,
feminism still jealously guards the female imperative to control sex in the SMP.  Feminism feels
assured that if it shames and browbeats enough men, they will cease pitting women against each other
in competition for the highly-valued mates ("Alphas", though they never use the term) and allow
feminine society to determine which women should end up with which men and for how long.

Of course that's ludicrous, for many different reasons, but that's the feminist M.O. on mating: male
sexual entitlement (male sexuality) is BAD, while female social entitlement ("Let's just be friends",
or LJBF) is seen as some gracious gift nearly as valuable as the one she keeps between her legs.
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Female Social Entitlement is the ugly dark side of the feminist equation.
 You won't find it spelled out specifically in the literature, exactly, but it implicitly enshrines the
AF/BB concept as an institution, when accepted.  And this, not coincidentally, is where many poor
Beta boys start the inevitable downward spiral.

When a woman rejects a man, but doesn't want to lose access or support she can casually pick up
from him at no personal cost to herself, using LJBF is a way her Rationalization Hamster can assuage
her guilt for rejecting a dude who, on paper, is a Perfectly Decent Guy.  It's not that she dislikes the
Beta Boy - she just has no tingles for him, and her hypergamous instinct tells her to shelve such a
pristine dude for later, when her sexual capital starts to wane.

By attempting to make a social connection with an undesired male permanent with a LJBF, the
woman is staking a kind of claim on his time and energy that she does not necessarily deserve . . . but
she rationalizes it through her sense of social entitlement.  Why wouldn't a decent man want to be her
friend, after all?  Why would he allow base sexuality to come between him and what she just knows
in her heart is a fulfilling future of platonic social interaction?  Why wouldn't he want to introduce
her to his circle of handsome and successful friends?  Is he that threatened by her?

Heh.

That's what Female Social Entitlement is: the expectation of an alliance based on an unreciprocated
sexual interest.  It's a shit-test of the highest order, and women know it.  Indeed, to her mind,
rejecting a LJBF shit-test is both a criticism of her worthiness and - as a result - her hamster must
reconcile such a rejection with her own sense of self-worth (usually hyperinflated) by denigrating the
male who dared reject her gracious offer of friendship.
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But for the Blue Pill Beta Chump, LJBF is an insidious trap.  Not seeing it as
the shit-test it is, they blindly stumble into the heart of female social expectation with their dick in
their hands and end up frustrated, angry, and resentful.  If they do stick around long enough to
witness the woman's unceremonious and inevitable impact with the Wall, they might just pick her up
in a moment of weakness . . . still seeing her for the highly-valued potential she once had, not the last
dregs of her sexuality she's reserving for him . . . or whatever Alpha she can scare up one last time.

Women who use the LJBF rejection don't understand the implied humiliation they are heaping on the
recipient - they see their friendship as a valued consolation prize, perhaps ultimately more valuable
than their own sexuality.  Friendship, to women, implies an alliance . . . with other women.  With
men, it's decidedly a one-way street.  Of what value does a platonic female friend have for a dude?
 Unless she's actively trying to get him laid, she's represents a waste of resources unlikely to pay any
significant dividends.  She will expect her orbiting chumps to help her move, help her with work or
school, bail her out of jail or trouble, come to her defense, and even loan her money without any
sexual expectation because the concept of "friendship" varies so differently between men and women.
Yet if you attempt to challenge a woman on this, in most cases she will become rightously offended.
 If of a feminist bent, she will attempt to shame you for your inability or unwillingness to control
your sexual desires, degrade you for being shallow, and otherwise respond more or less as she would
for rejecting any other shit test.

I've seen a number of adept players spin LJBF into something more productive, but it takes iron-clad
holding of Frame and a cultivated insensitivity to female feelz.  The acknowleged master in my day
was a pre-law Duke student named Trevor, who was the kind of short, aggressively-Alpha dude who
made up for a lack of looks and build by utterly dominating Game.

When Trevor would hear LJBF, he'd get a concerned look on his face.  He could play it a couple of
different ways, but usually the conversation went something like this:
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SHE: "Look, I really like you, you're a great guy, but I
don't want to be in a relationship right now.  Can't we just be friends?"

TREV: "My friends help me get laid.  Are you going to do that?"

SHE: "I beg your pardon?"

TREV: "I'm highly selective about the women I sleep with, and I'm even more selective about the
people in my circle I call my friends.  They have one thing in common: they all are actively trying to
get me laid."

SHE: "That's the dumbest thing I've ever heard!"

TREV: "True nonetheless.  They find it a rewarding pursuit - I can be a very, very good friend, (This
was true - Trevor was highly appreciative if you found him a promising lead).  But if you aren't
working in my best interest, you're not really my friend, are you?"

SHE: (Confused) "Uh, I guess so . . ."

TREV: "I mean, if you're my friend, are you going to introduce me to your slutty good-looking
girlfriends?"

SHE: "No!  I mean, yes!  Maybe!  I . . ."

TREV: "See how conflicted you are about that?  Suddenly you're my friend, and you've promised to
try to get me laid.  But you don't really want to let me screw your slutty friends.  Where does that
leave us?  You keeping me from hitting on your friends?  The only reason to do that is if you want
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me yourself."

SHE: "You wouldn't really hit on my friends . . ." (preparing for another shit-test, now that she
realizes that Trev is not your AFC)

TREV: "Honey, I'd fuck your two best friends on your bed while you watch, just ask any of my
friends.  I'm in this to get laid, and either you're with me or against me." (it was the 1990s . . . I
actually heard him use the line "if you don't blow me in the parking lot, the terrorists win"
successfully once).

SHE: "That's so . . . crude!  Why can't we just be friends?"

TREV: "I've told you why, darlin'.  My friends look out for my pecker.  That's their defining
characteristic.  Now if you want to be my friend, that's what you're signing up for.  Conversely, if you
want to look out for my pecker by yourself, well, I'm open to that possibility as well."

And on and on it went.  By steadfastly holding Frame and denying the legitimacy of her Female
Social Entitlement, he could turn a LJBF into a fast close in the space of three minutes.

Not everyone is so masterful.  Trev is now a very successful patent attorney, and he had natural
charisma the way Sinatra had pipes.  But there are some strong lessons to be pulled from his Game.

First, of course, is that LJBF is a bona fide shit-test under any circumstances.  If you accept it, you
lose.

Second, women have a natural feeling of entitlement to your friendship, alliance, and good will based
entirely upon your sexual attraction to them (and their lackluster assessment of you as a mate).  This
is not a bad-faith move, as it appears, it's just the residue of feminine hypergamy at work.  Stacking
up a few orbitors is good insurance for BB later on down the road, post-Wall.  But if you don't want
to be BB, then you have to disabuse them of the notion that your friendship - which serves as a
diminished form of your commitment to her - is free for the asking.

What that does, in effect, is to de-value your own friendship while inflating the value of her sexuality.
 She does not really mean to be a supportive friend, and you both know it.  But that does not mean
that she will not impose on that friendship, if she has the need and opportunity, and you both know it.
 It also means that her sexuality is more-or-less permanently off the table, regardless of your feelings
on the matter.  And you both know it.

Beta chumps will get suckered on this play.  Alphas won't.  They don't cooperate with Female Social
Entitlement any more than a feminist cooperates with Male Sexual Entitlement (unless he's really
cute or has a motorcycle or something).  An Alpha will shut that shit down the moment it comes up.

A Beta aspiring to break the vicious, ugly cycle of LJBF often discovers that rejecting a woman's
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Female Social Entitlement - and dealing with the resulting ugly consequences of her hamstering - is
often the first step on the road to breaking his Beta.  By valuing your interpersonal relationships and
actual friendships as much as a woman values the sexual power of her vagina, you establish hand in
any relationship you indulge in.  Keeping the idea of "female friends" as a capitulation to Female
Social Entitlement, and a genuine disservices to the interests of the man in question, is vital to
cultivating the masculine mindset that keeps your Game fresh and effective.

There are ways to use the "LJBF" cynically, of course.  Agreeing, ala BB, to "just be friends" and
then using that friendship to get close to her own circle of female friends is one way to go about it.
 I've seen a hardened player go through three or four girls in the same social circle by trading on the
"Oh, I'm good friends with Julie, but she's not into the same sorts of kinks I am" line and make it pay
off handsomely.  Of course, he left a trail of broken hearts and bruised hamsters behind, but that's the
nature of the beast.

Lastly, for those of you genuinely offended by the idea that a man and a woman can't "just be
friends", your idealism does you credit . . . but it's going to damage your social life.  The painful
LJBF meme is openly acknowledged on both sides of the ideological spectrum, although the
perspectives on it are different.  Feminism and its allies want you to believe that men are secretly
noble and good and can "control their sexuality" enough to be decent to women without their
sexuality becoming an issue, but that nobility is hidden under a thick layer of culturally-derived and
artificial baggage about "gender norms" and stereotypes.

The Red Pill, on the other hand, acknowledges that men are sexual creatures whose primary goal in
life is expressing that sexuality with as many women as he comfortably can - and that sexually non-
productive relationships are an unnecessary drain on his resources.

Now the more Beta Boys we can get to recognize the reality of the latter, and start answering LJBF
with the acid it deserves, the better.
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"Making Responsive Desire AWESOME": Feminism still has
no answers.
October 17, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I was hanging out over at Feminist Sex Nerd Dr. Emily Nagoski's blog, The Dirty Normal today, and
I came across this post about how to make responsive desire (which most women possess most of the
time) "awesome".  

Problem is, Emily's answer to it falls somewhat short of "awesome".  But she does invite her readers
to tell how "spontaneous desire" people (i.e. most men, most of the time) deal with "responsive
desire" people (i.e. most women, most of the time).

The responses that followed tended to be straight-up Blue Pill methodology, i.e. the "responsive
desire" spouse still maintains the sexual control in the relationship and the "spontaneous desire"
spouse is advised to "self regulate" (i.e. masturbate).

While I'm all for a good wank, the plain fact of the matter is that men don't get married so that they
can masturbate.  Our desire for sex is paramount to most other considerations.  Open, honest
communication, which Dr. Emily suggests is the winning strategy, tends to flow out of our mouths as
"I'm horny and I'm bitterly disappointed that you rejected me again", to which the RD spouse usually
says "deal with it."

So . . . no win for Emily, there.

Most of the following (my comment, too long not to turn into a post and in danger of being deleted in
moderation) will not be a big surprise to most of you, but might be instructive to those who are new
to the Red Pill.  Here is, in a nutshell, how I got here and why:

I'll bite.

My partner (wife of 23 years), like most women, falls into the standard 70%/30%
responsive/spontaneous category, dependent primarily on her place in her menstrual cycle.  I'm about
80% spontaneous, 20% responsive.  For the first eighteen or nineteen years of our relationship we
followed the Standard Model of post-feminist marriage, with hit-or-miss sexual encounters involving
a large number of initiations on my part and a large number of rejections on hers.  Once we matured
as a couple, things got a little better, but we were still largely depending on random variables and
crappy timing.  Attraction was high, arousal was not.  That's mostly because we didn't truly
understand the functioning male/female cishetero dynamic, until I started studying the potential for
Female Viagra, which (among other areas) led me to this blog and Emily.

Emily's work has led me to conclude that the Standard Model used by most married couples
post-1965, depending on the ideal of presumed equality of sexual experiences and outcomes between
the genders, is highly flawed and works in a minority of cases at best.  It ignores the essential gender
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differences between cishet men and women, and depends on a range of low-return strategies that
lead, eventually, to divorce.  It discourages, rather than encourages, pairbonding and long-term
relationship survival, and encourages infidelity, socio-sexual polygamy, divorce, and the dissolution
of families.  As sexuality is the root of marriage in every human culture, and as "married sex" is
highly denigrated by both popular mainstream culture and feminist subculture, using the Standard
Model as a workable theory is a recipe for failure.

In breaking down a workable replacement for the Standard Model, Emily suggested to me the
SIS/SES mode, which makes far more sense and fits with the observable reality of cishet LTRs.  And
when examining the Context Dependence elements of the SES, it became clear that no amount of
chemical monkeying around with female sexuality is going to increase a given woman's over-all sex
drive and satisfaction.  Pink Viagra doesn't exist.  Female sexuality is, as Emily has explained, just far
too complex and sophisticated to respond to cheap neurochemical theatrics.

So . . . what's a standard model, spontaneous desire-driven husband to do? 

Current literature on the subject includes lots of "helpful" advice which falls into two categories:
Treat Your Wife Like A Princess (let's call it Mode A), essentially using your resources to decrease
her SIS until she's just so darned relaxed that she has no real reason to say no to sex; and then there is
the much-smaller Mode B, which, among other things, does not advocate treating your wife like a
princess. 

The problem is, Mode A doesn't work.  Oh, it can have a few short-term positive effects, but if the
goal is to increase your sex life (as it is with most husbands with strong spontaneous desire) then
Mode A involves expending a lot of resources for very little return.  It will make your wife feel good,
no doubt, but . . . well, anecdotal evidence demonstrates that subservient, attentive husbands just are
not having the crazy amounts of sex with their wives suggested by the Treat Your Wife Like A
Princess model.  Quite the contrary.  There are so man Very Good Men who are doing everything
under the sun for their wives, and their wives are still divorcing them for no particularly good reason. 
It's a big enough deal that major news outlets are writing about it.

So, just how does your standard cishet married couple learn to deal with such issues?  For one thing, I
educated myself about the difference between arousal and attraction.  Mode A emphasizes trying to
build desire by fueling attraction - being supportive, communicative, and other stuff to work on the
SIS.  All well and good . . . but it does jack to build desire.  As studies have shown repeatedly, doing
laundry and housework does not actually lead to more sex for a married couple, despite two
generations of feminist rhetoric to the contrary.  It might make the wife happier, but it actually
decreases the amount of sex.  So Mode A is a fail, for this purpose.  Waiting around for her to ovulate
so that you can take advantage of her brief spontaneous desire window is not the kind of sex life most
husbands signed up for.  Indeed, once-a-month sex is the clinical definition of a "sexless marriage".

If Mode A builds attraction but not arousal, then . . . what?  Emily has little to say about stimulating
the SES, in any helpful fashion.  And there's a reason for that.  Because the one thing that DOES
consistently (and scientifically) tend to build arousal in women, as opposed to attraction, is dominant
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male behavior.  That's Mode B.  That's the mode that Emily and the rest of the current crop of sex
educators doesn't want to delve into, for two reasons.  One, it's dangerously close (ideologically
speaking) to nasty ol' patriarchy, denies women's agency, encourages male sexual "entitlement"
(because men wanting to have sex is "entitlement") and otherwise contradicts the feminist narrative
about How Sex SHOULD Work.  All that consent stuff Emily wrote about, after this post, for
instance.

It's good stuff, don't get me wrong . . . but it ignores (as much of Emily's writing on the subject does)
the ugly reality that regardless of what genderless pronoun constructions you try to use to describe it,
generally cishet men and cishet women are very different in generalizable ways, when it comes to
their approach to sexuality.  And while those generalizations do not describe every situation
adequately, the do so well enough for most folks to be of use.  The fact is, if a man wants to learn
how to invoke reactive desire in his wife consistently, then the only certain way to do that is to
cultivate a male-dominant attitude and approach to both his sex life and his personal life.

And that really damages the whole "equal partner" construct that modern marriage is supposed to
reflect.  Problem is, modern marriage is coughing up blood trying to swallow that particular pill. 
That's not an issue for folks who view marriage as a temporary thing, as most modern women often
do, but for men who value their commitment and wish to establish a permanent relationship, being an
"equal partner" in a marriage seems about the surest way to kill it beyond criminal charges or an
unemployed live-in brother-in-law.  The "equal partner" dynamic insisted upon by Mode A does not
encourage female arousal.  It discourages it.  Husbands working under the "equal partners" mode do
not initiate often, they do not persist after an initial rejection, and they are so mindful of their partners
mental-emotional state that they will fail to initiate even when circumstances present themselves,
leading to frustration on the part of both parties. 

Mode A "equal partnerships" do not encourage male-dominant behavior, they discourage it.  And in
doing so, they discourage the arousal triggers that allows a man and a woman to properly function as
a sexually-fulfilled cishet monogamous couple.  In short, the wife grows less and less aroused by her
husband, even if her attraction for him waxes, and eventually an opportunity or a growing sexual
dissatisfaction encourages her to seek for sexual novelty outside of the relationship to make up the
lack.  Equal partnerships lead far more frequently to infidelity than male-dominated marriages.

That's the uncomfortable truth that Emily, and the other feminist-oriented sex researchers (and that's
the vast majority, these days) don't want you to really understand.  There is no Pink Viagra, because
women's sexual psychology is too complex to respond to a drug.  The drug it craves is psycho-sexual
stimulation brought on by the context or observation of male-dominant social behavior.  Every time a
wife exercises her "independence" at the expense of her husband, socially, she is sabotaging her own
arousal for him, and her own possible sexual fulfillment as a result.  Every time a husband defers to
his wife’s judgment, presenting a submissive side to her, he squashes his own hopes of a fulfilling
sexual experience.

You want “concordant desire”?  You want “enthusiastic consent”?  You want “joyful succumbing”? 
Feminist sexuality has no practical route to that for cishetero couples.  Not one based in reality and
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demonstrating any kind of success.  While bashing the shaming nature of our culture when it comes
to sex – and quite rightly – the feminist-led sex education and research establishment in our culture
has done little to rectify that.  Indeed, instead of decreasing the amount of shame, feminism has
encouraged the wholesale shaming of male sexuality and male social dominance to the point where it
has had a profound and widely-observed deleterious effect on men in our culture.  Men being socially
dominant at work are told to “check their privilege’ by well-meaning feminists.  Men being socially
dominant at home are told to beware of patriarchy creeping into their lives (without any explanation
about why patriarchy might, in fact, be a good thing).

The feminist sex education industry has done some remarkable things when it comes to improving
the understanding and sex lives of women.  But when it comes to improving and understanding the
sex lives of men, or the practical functioning of an actual cishetero relationship, the political ideology
of equality runs smack into the hard, cold science of sexuality.  Women dig dominant men, and are
aroused by them.

Feminism discourages men from becoming dominant, and actively struggles against a culture that
encourages men to be dominant.  Once Emily convinced me that feminism was just the wrong way to
run my marriage, things got a LOT better.

By establishing a regime of socially-dominant and traditionally-masculine behaviors, the kind of stuff
that leads directly to female arousal, not female attraction, I’ve managed to work with Mrs.
Ironwood’s responsive desire and escalate the number of sexual encounters while reducing the
number of rejections.  We went from once every 2 weeks or so under Mode A to five or six times a
week, sometimes more, under Mode B.  Male social dominance, confidence (which is more than just
knowledge and understanding of your body) and applied charisma did more to increase reactive
desire and improve sexual joy than any amount of dishes, backrubs, and flattery.

Nor am I alone.  Thanks in part to Emily’s work, thousands of couples are now taking a second look
at male dominance in their marriage, and end up saving and improving their marriages as a result. 
Without, I might add, recourse to marriage counseling and other crutches.  While this is by no means
a silver bullet, it is a far, far more productive strategy when dealing with a woman with strong
reactive desire than anything I’ve seen come out of Emily’s work, yet. 

That may be in part due to her feminist identification, which precludes advocating masculine
dominance in any setting, no matter how effective.  Or, she might surprise me and propose a
workable and practical way to make the Mode A “equal partners” approach work in a way that invites
the happy fulfillment of both parties, not just the woman, and a way that doesn’t encourage infidelity
or presuppose the temporary nature of “commitment”, when it comes to marriage. 

But the science is there.  The practical application is there.  The peer-reviewed exchange of
information is happening.  Techniques are being refined.  And the current surge of suspicion of
feminism that’s surfacing in the popular culture is indicating that there is fertile ground for this
approach to fall on.
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I’m not tempted to believe Emily will respond to this comment, or even read it – she doesn’t, usually,
considering our opposition on several points, and her unwillingness to read comments longer than her
original posts.  But I leave this here to help inform any other poor husband desperately searching for
a way to make his marriage work again.  You won’t find the answers here.  You will find some good
information, but Emily won’t tell you how to make your wife aroused for you again, she’ll only be
able to convince your wife that there isn’t anything wrong with her lack of desire for you.

If you want the real answers, you’ll have to seek them elsewhere.  But that’s how one spontaneous
desire husband dealt with his reactive desire wife.  He rediscovered his masculinity, honed it into a
helpful tool, and applied it wholeheartedly to his marriage.  Now he’s getting laid like a teenager and
his union has never been stronger.  Hold that up to a 50% divorce rate and declining marriage rates,
and see if you can find anything in feminism that promises better.
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AFC Spreadsheet Challenge Ends This Friday!
October 29, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

If you recall, a few months back I issued the AFC Spreadsheet Challenge, inviting all married men
who were curious about the Red Pill to track their sex lives with their wives over a 90 period, starting
August 1 and ending October 31.  As that day draws to a close, I encourage all of you to make that
final push to get your numbers up or, conversely, begin the painful process of data analysis with the
data pool that you've assembled.

How many times did you approach?  How many times did you initiate? How many times were you
successful?  How many times were you rejected?  What reasons/excuses/rationalizations did your
wife give you?

Remember, there is no right answer, except in the sense that you are evaluating raw, hard, objective
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data about your sex life.  Every relationship is different, so don't feel competitive with other men
about your stats.  What's important is what you feel when you look down at those raw numbers, and
realize what they say about you, your wife, and your relationship.  Without real data, it's impossible
to spot a problem, much less fix one.

Feel free to share your results here (Anonymously, if you like), because while this isn't a competition,
the whole secondary purpose of this exercise is to share data with your peers for review.  If you're
working a Red Pill strategy, how does it stack up to the Blue Pill strategies?  Let's see what the data
says.  And no embellishments, Gentlemen.

I'll probably leave this post up awhile.  As a brief programming note, I'll probably be neglecting this
blog for a few months, thanks to one of my projects being green-lighted (could be an Ian Ironwood-
written porn movie coming out, it seems) along with some other writing projects I need to focus on.
 I'll still be lurking, don't get me wrong, but if I'm not as active on Twitter, here, and Reddit for
awhile, don't get worried.  This is one of my most productive times of year.
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Lastly, Happy Hallowe'en, and to my Pagan brethren, may you have a productive and reflective
Samhain!
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Red Pill Marriage: "Don't Call Me That!"
December 17, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

 
I was expecting to break my blog silence with one of my traditional wall-of-text posts, which is still
in the works and forthcoming.  But as I was flipping channels, after the last of the mid-season finales
aired, I came across one of those unscripted reality shows featuring one of those super-huge, I-can't-
believe-I-ate-the-whole-box-of-fertility-pills families. The scene showed the brood enthusiastically
participating in the rituals of Christmas, and frequently cut from shots of cute kids doing horrible
things to gingerbread to the husband-and-wife post-mortem interview.

The husband was bravely trying to put a good face on the Christmas-gone-awry, and in typical
adoring Blue Pill fashion he gave all the credit to his wife.  In fact, he said something along the lines
of

"...and none of it would have come together without the hard work of my wife."

But, apparently, such a self-deprecating and humble bit of praise wasn't adequate.  Instead of smiling
thankfully and gratefully of his acknowledgement of her hard work and planning, she grimaced and
growled:
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"Don't call me that!"

Ouch.

 He didn't call her a bitch, a cunt, a whore, a slut, a goldigger, or any number of other bits of
borderline misogyny to cause offense - the thing she objected to was being referred to as "his wife".
 Blue Pill Boy immediately corrected, restating the latter half of the sentence using her proper name,
but the look on his face said everything.  This, clearly, was a woman who did not value either her
husband OR their marriage enough to embrace the title.

This would be shocking, if it wasn't also so abysmally common.  One of the most insidious cultural
factors eroding the support and strength of modern marriages is the post-modern equal-partnership
model (Blue Pill Standard) popular amongst the college-educated and forward-thinking.  This model
evolved following the Great Divorce-a-Thon in the 1970s, in which newly-empowered wives took
Second Wave feminism to the end-zone, essentially re-writing the script on men without their consent
or consideration.

The BPS marriage emphasizes equality, of course, but in doing so it
neutralizes those gender-based traits that actually help a marriage survive and thrive.  Women who
insist on keeping their maiden name or hyphenating are sending a clear signal to the world - and their
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husbands: "I'm more concerned about my own aggrandizement than I am the success of this family".
 Women who refuse to be called "Mrs.", and who even get angry if you refer to "her husband", as if
such a dirty secret should be whispered in hushed tones, have helped denigrate the cultural
underpinnings of marriage.

And then we come to those who actively eschew being called "wife".  After all the struggle for the
dress and the ring and the party, they don't actually want the title.  Or, as far too many poor idealistic
men have discovered over the last two decades, the job.

If the current Sexodus of men from marriage is disturbing to women, feminist and non-feminist alike,
part of that reluctance for men to marry or even to commit is due to the injury feminism has made to
the institution.  Feminism de-valued marriage from a monumental life-altering event in two people's
lives to an aggrandized cohabitation agreement.  Feminism sees marriage as a temporary condition, a
perspective at odds with most men's conception of marriage.  And the reluctance to embrace the idea,
much less the term, of wife-hood has in turn given men little incentive to marry and every incentive
to reconsider the entire topic of marriage.

"Don't call me that!" is an acid blast of feminine imperative to
the masculine solar plexus.  When a woman openly - publicly - repudiates her union with her man by
treating the title "wife" as an insult or slur, then that woman is demonstrably unsuitable for marriage.

Nor is this the first time I've noticed this.  I watched a feminist friend of mine almost have a mental
meltdown when she had to refer to her former fiance as "her husband".  She looked guilty and
ashamed . . . of him, not the ring.  She waved that sucker around like she was trying to land a jetliner.

I've seen other women admit to having husbands like they'd admit to having herpes.  There's an
almost apologetic air to the admission, as if they have lost a bet or assumed an unfavorable mortgage.
In conversation they may even go so far as to praise their husbands for some little thing, but this is
almost inevitably followed with a disclaimer, as if a husbandly achievement is so remarkable for its
own sake that no further elaboration is necessary.  "He actually got the kids up and off to school on
time.  Even made lunches."
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Seeing a woman openly bridling at being referred to as a wife by the ONE PERSON ON THE
PLANET with the right to do so is brutally telling.  As a means of psychological control in the
relationship it is almost ideal.  In rejecting the idea of "ownership" feminism considers implicit in the
patriarchal oppression of matrimony, feminism also poisons the well for non-feminists by devaluing
their own service and devotion to family.  When "wife" becomes a curse-word, you can just bet men
will be glad to use that as a rationalization to further avoid commitment.

The Red Pill approach to this matter is very straightforward.  For single men, believe it or not it is
actually in your best interest to respect the institution of marriage in your speech and actions, no
matter how galling the expression.  Treating husbands as the de facto heads of households during
social events will infuriate feminist wives, as will being referred to as "Harry's wife."  Denigrating
marriage almost never gets you laid - even if you're looking to spin her into a plate, every woman
looks for that impossible ideal of the bad-boy-turned-super-dad.

That doesn't mean you have to be vocally enthusiastic about marriage, either.  By cultivating the idea
that marriage is a rare and special privilege reserved only for the most elite among women, you
establish by your attitude the context you need to inject Preselection into your Game without actually
having another woman around to do it for you.  By expressing your great reverence for marriage
along with your cynicism that you will find a worthy-enough woman to become your wife, you set up
a high bar that any woman of your intimate acquaintance is going to pay attention to, regardless of
whether or not she is actually entertaining thoughts of a commitment.  Being pro-marriage earns you
feminine respect, and being inherently reluctant to spend that precious coin on anything less than a
unicorn makes you exceptional.

In fact, it's a single dude's benefit to point out bad marriages, and bad marriage practice to the women
in his circle . . . if he can simultaneously point out good marriages, and marital practice to be
emulated to his women.  It can't help but make them try harder.

http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-6U0WJbqZ1rw/VJG4J7vnkYI/AAAAAAAAGEE/G0IdHa_vg28/s1600/party.JPG
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 973 of 1013

The other advantage to being pro-(good) marriage is that it
can cultivate you allies among married men. While a number of single dudes rightly suspect marriage
in general, when they do meet someone who does it successfully the last thing you should do is try to
pick apart a man's relationship.  The code among gentlemen has always been to support a man, once
he has made the decision to commit.  It may have been the last free decision he ever made, but once
made it should be respected, not denigrated.  When some young buck calls you an idiot for the
sacrifices and hard work you've made over the course of your marriage, the inclination to intervene
on his behalf with the police later that evening when things get out of hand will be far less
compelling.

Similarly, when an old girlfriend shows up to the party and you can hook your solid, single pal up,
you're going to be a lot MORE inclined if he didn't talk shit about your marriage.

There are those who maintain that marriage is essentially a Blue Pill sucker's game.  I disagree.  The
growing number of Red Pill marriages (plug for r/marriedredpill and r/redpillwomen) prove that there
are ways to do it right . . . and they don't involve shying away from calling your wife by her title.
 Indeed, the embrace of "outdated gender roles" and the glorious acceptance of a complementary
approach to matrimony based on equilibrium, not equality, are hallmarks of these marriages.

Call your wife "your wife".  It's helpful social mate guarding and yes, it does imply a sense of
ownership.  You do have papers on her, after all.  Go further, if you wish, and call her by title: "Wife!
Can you fix me a cup of coffee, please?"
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Similarly, for Red Pill Wives calling your husband "Husband", as a
proper title of address, helps reinforce not your chattel property status, as feminism claims, but your
mutual roles and areas of responsibility in the common enterprise of running the ship.

"Husband" and "Wife" are job titles, and by referring to them you help shape a family culture that
emphasizes the dual and complementary nature of the endeavor.  And yes, that implies a lot of
"baggage": preconsent (in general) to sex, common property, inheritance, differing gender-based
responsibilities to house and home.

A woman who shuns the term doesn't deserve it, A woman who embraces it should be celebrated by
having the title used as it was meant, as a term of social respect.  Men socially ennoble women by
virtue of our commitment, and it's rude of you not to re-affirm that commitment publicly by not using
it.

So this holiday season don't shy away from using the terms - instead, help combat the rising tide of
anti-marriage propaganda by treating the institution with the respect it deserves.  When most men
make it clear to most women that wedding cake is only for the very best among them, then you will
inevitably see a shift in perspectives.  And when you make it clear that the title you respect most isn't
"CEO", "CFO", "President" or "Director", but "Mrs.", you will begin to see some erosion on the other
side of the river.  Because when feminism runs afoul of the Feminine Imperative (which prizes male
commitment), feminism inevitably loses.
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Have Yourself A Very Red Pill Christmas
December 24, 2014 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

As the countdown to the holidays begins in earnest, there will undoubtedly be times in which
you are thrown into a social situation with a self-declared SJW.  This can happen at virtually any
time, and you can be accosted for just about any perceived transgression in an airport, on public
transportation, at company parties, and, of course, the informal social gatherings that
proliferate at this time of year.

In years gone by our attitude has been, traditionally, to clench our jaw and excuse ourselves at
the earliest possibility, reluctant to engage.  That's not cowardice - that's a survival technique in
a situation which could have long-lasting consequences.  

But some tides have begun to turn, and as feminism, in particular, has made 2014 The Year
Feminism Jumped The Shark, you may be feeling a renewed sense of purpose as you consider
squaring off with a loud SJW.  

If you are inclined to capitalize on the current wave, and have a desire to become a - albeit small
- agent in the greater Culture War, the you might just consider exposing yourself to these
relative strangers and doing a bit of Red Knighting.

Black Knighting, as we are all aware, is the overt process of using the established rules of
liberal social justice against its very proponents.  A Voice For Men does this on an institutional
level, and recently some serious overtures between the MHRM and the Manosphere have
resulted in the metaphor of the MHRM being guerrilla warriors to the independent sniping of
the various Manosphere blogs and other outlets (lookin' at you, r/theredpill).  Both, it was
reasoned, were valuable techniques that could work in concert.  

I tend to support that idea.

To that end, consider Red Knighting: the covert agency of advancing Red Pill memes and ideas
in conflict with the established feminist paradigm.  The purpose of this is not to convince or
convert any SJWs - gods forbid, they're our best recruiting tool! - but to be seen engaging in
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dialog with said SJW with amused mastery.by others who are less convinced of the shrill
righteousness of their cause.  

A good Red Knight may never publicly reveal his allegiance to TRP, but can turn what SJWs call
"microagressions" into a verbal martial art, with a little practice.  You don't have to go all SJW-y
to do it, either. You, too, can be a subversive Red Knight in your life, particularly on your travels
during the holidays, quietly perfecting your own approach to TRP while also subtly lending your
voice and (most importantly) your actions to relentlessly (but quietly) fighting this battle
underground.

Our strength is not in our ability to organize and form a great, grand movement that can force
social change at the meta level.  The guerrillas of AVfM can guard that flank.  In the
Manosphere, our strength is in our decentralization and pervasiveness in society.  Here's how
"microaggressions" can really be used to the benefit of positive masculinity.

You can start by refusing to rubber-stamp the "conventional wisdom" about a lot of our key
issues by simply stating your opinion in short, controlled bursts. Your refusal to participate in
the madness is, in and of itself, a statement. Short, pithy, borderline-trite come-backs that tend
to shut down the conversation are best, and the holiday season - with the SJWs festively coming
home to spread their crusade of bitter outrage to their families - is an outstanding place for a
nascent Red Knight to pursue some entertaining bits of guerrilla ontology.

Some examples:

"Pay equity? Not until draft equity."

"Police report or it didn't happen."

"Feminism? I prefer science."

"Thankfully feminism broke the traditional gender role of me having to give a shit."

"One in five? Not according to the Department of Justice. Of the Obama Administration."

"Yeah, it's sexist. So is biology. I'm OK with that."

"If gender is a social construct why aren't little gay boys socialized straight by our dominant
cishetero patriarchal culture? Oh, because their sexuality isn't a choice? Either is mine. I'm
comfortable with that."

"You don't get to tell me how to be a man. Any more than I get to tell you how to try to be a
woman. Thanks, feminism."

"Marrying a feminist increases your chances of divorce. Kinda like buying a pretty house on a
fault line. But I'd love to hear of some actual evidence to the contrary."

"Equilibrium is a far more effective and pragmatic approach than equality."

"You cannot negotiate desire."

"Men love idealistically. Women love opportunistically."
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"I'd be more inclined to consider pay inequity once there were more than 70 men employed for
every hundred women."

"Which do you think has more rapes, UVA or a Federal Penitentiary?"

"Women control sex. Men control commitment.  Everywhere.  Always."

"Women talk. Men act."

"Equality or special treatment? Pick one and stick with it."

"It is not my obligation to change our society so that you may feel better about your life."

"Do not mistake my devotion to civility as approval or acceptance of your behavior."

"End sexist gender roles? That's just what I wrote on my Selective Service application. What did
you write on yours?"

"Men have the right to withdraw their participation when it is not in their best interests. If it's a
woman's body and her choice, then that is ours."

"How is reproductive coercion different from rape?  Just curious."

"In every presidential election in the era of mass media, the more attractive candidate has won.
Why will this cycle be different?"

"Fatherhood is a sacred responsibility. Do not mock it."

"My sperm is viable until I'm in my 70s. I can afford to be choosy."

"Any reasonable man considers his relationships with women fungible. Occasionally he might
find worthy of further investment. But that's a rare thing, these days. Like the last crap of a
dying unicorn."

"I really just don't see the point to most men getting into a real relationship, these days. Really,
what's in it for them?"

"The heart wants what the heart wants. And sometimes the heart wants a girl with a sweet-
disposition, a pretty smile, big boobs, and no interest whatsoever in social justice causes."

"Feminists make great employees and lousy wives."

"If I was really ever going to treat you as an equal, we'd be fist-fighting already. You should
value my sexism."

" 'Decent' is just another term for 'suppressed.' "

"Remember that your ability to complain about misogyny was purchased with the blood of
patriarchs."

"Most men feel that feminism is about equality the way that most African Americans feel that
the Confederate Battle Flag is about Southern pride and heritage."
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"Nature makes a Woman. It takes other Men to make a Man."

"Why is the answer to fixing society's problems constantly hinging on convincing men to behave
more like women?"

"Men built Western Civilization. You really don't think we could bust it? Or let it die from
neglect out of spite?"

"There is as much evidence of 'The Patriarchy' as there is of the 'Vast Satanic Sexual Abuse
Conspiracy' the FBI found exactly no evidence of."

"How is your definition of feminism functionally different than the definition of humanism?"

"If you had a choice between true social and economic equality that left you single until you die
alone, or a lifetime of bliss with a loving partner in an overtly sexist society, which one would
you choose to live in?"

"Sure, your partner count doesn't work against you. Unless you believe in science."

"If you're strong and independent, why would you want a man?"

"Do you need a man? No? Then don't worry. You probably won't get one."

"Wan't to stop campus rape? Stay out of college. Not you, Cupcake, I'm talking to you fellas.
Seriously. It's a money pit and a minefield of bad decisions. Take a couple of years off and figure
out what you want to do, first. It's not like your looks are suddenly going to collapse. Cupcake
can date what's . . . left on campus."

"It's not 'Madonna and Whore'. It's 'Wife and Future Ex-Wife. Get it straight."

"The rarest of delicacies among die-hard feminists is wedding cake."

"Among the gender stereotypes feminism managed to successfully smash were chivalry and the
incentive to commitment. You're on your own."

"If it 'shouldn't matter' who leads the relationship, then it shouldn't matter to you who will lead
mine. Here's a hint: it will be me."

"So what will women do in a few years when cheap temporary vasectomies essentially rip their
control over their reproduction away? Start hanging out in bars begging for fertilization?"

"Oh, yeah, that's just what a man wants to come home to: an aging, bitter executive with a
freezer full of eggs and a predisposition toward divorce. That's a manly dose of marital and
domestic bliss, right there."

"Men of quality are not attracted to your resume, no matter how many times your girlfriends tell
you they are."

And so on. You get the gist. Subtle but direct jabs of Red Pill goodness. Use it sparingly, with
amused mastery, and best against those outside of your immediate social circle.  Never get
angry, never raise your voice, never loose that cocky grin and steely gaze. 
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But when that perky SJW with the nose ring starts screaming about rape culture, or that
embittered corporate feminist starts talking about gender oppression, smile . . . and then go at it
like a gentleman.

Merry Christmas, Red Knights.  Go forth and be Men for the holidays.
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How The Manosphere Can Stop Campus Sexual Assault
February 9, 2015 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

When one of the world's most suddenly-famous porn stars, Belle Knox, scribed a post against campus
rape for Huffington Post last year in which she stated how only 2% of rape claims are ever false, the
irony was amusing.  Coming from Duke University, the home to one of the largest, most vicious
false-rape claims in recent US college history, one might even be tempted to smirk.

The White House got behind the meme, of course, since they haven't done much public hand
wringing on the subject lately, and suddenly it has a website (#ItsOnUs - more male shaming/white
knighting) and it's a Movement.

I'm not going to try to re-hash misinterpreted and poorly gathered statistics on the subject here.
 Others have done that far better than I could.  But that was just one symptom.  Along came "Yes
Means Yes" consent laws in California and elsewhere, "Dear Colleague" letters, the UVa rape
scandal, Mattress Girl, Lena Dunham's fabrications, and all of a sudden making out with a girl from
the same school you go to is an exercise in legal and academic freedom.  I am going to criticize the
really, really crappy marketing this here Movement has come up with.  Using threats and celebrity
endorsements and blanket male shaming, it takes a decidedly misandrist approach to the subject.

Don't mistake me: I'm not pro-rape.  No one is.  Consent is essential to the exercise of good sexual
practice.  But I've seen too many times just how prevalent the on-campus call of rape is.  The special
rules, the town v. gown laws, all seek to make men more vulnerable to false rape accusations on
campus.  I've also seen what a serial rapist can do to a campus, if undetected.

True story: a bud of mine, way back in college, had a dorm room threesome with his girlfriend and
her best friend.  A total of 3 beers were consumed by the three of them.  He wasn't even particularly
into it, but his girlfriend wanted to "help out" her best friend who was in a losing streak, and he was a
stalwart dude, so he bit the bullet and had mediocre sex with two girls.

Three weeks later he hears rumors how he "raped" both women . . . despite the fact that his girlfriend
insisted that everything was consensual.  Apparently her best friend got convinced by a Campus
Feminist ("Building A Compelling Argument For The Manosphere Since 1983!") that her one beer
and low self-esteem somehow counteracted all of that hazily remembered 'consent' stuff she had
actively voiced.  Even if she had technically consented, the argument was, she was clearly taken
advantage of.  Therefore it was rape.
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No official accusations were ever made, no campus kangaroo court, no shred of evidence was ever
produced, but my bud learned his lesson. He had indulged unwisely and dallied with the wrong girl . .
. and he nearly had his life ruined over it.  He gave his girlfriend an ultimatum and quietly moved on
with his life, older and wiser.

Things are even worse today, now that the anti-rape, anti-male crusade has become institutionalized.
 Screwing a collegiate undergraduate from the same school you attend is dicing with Fate over your
life.  (As most schools' campus codes of conduct only cover student-on-student or student-on-teacher
sex, screwing a collegiate undergraduate from a nearby school is a LOT safer bet in most situations).

Today, I'm not sure I could even stomach what passes for dating and mating on campus.

But there is a way that the young Red Pill man can help stop campus sexual assault:

Drop out of college.

Seriously, fellas.  Think about what you are doing to yourself by inflicting this rose-covered vision of
success on yourself before you're committed.

Getting into student loan debt of any size over classes like "Introduction To Digital Photography" and
"Contemporary Topics In Hip Hop Culture" is just stupid.  When you're 30 and poverty stricken,
perhaps it will suddenly become useful, but going to any kind of serious university (say, Belle Knox's
prestigious institution) and spending enough to buy half a house every year for four years is insanity
- particularly if you have no idea what you want to do.  And since most college-age guys do not,
indeed, know what they want to do, college ends up being an expensive vacation you pay for for
decades . . . and it doesn't even help that much getting a job.

Now that college men are being targeted for anti-rape crusades like this, you can add a potential life-
ruining event into your expensive vacation - some extra charges may apply.  In addition to crippling
debt, student poverty, and a murky future at best, you can add the specter of a campus show trial and
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the ruination of your reputation, just because that girl who had totally consensual sex with you last
night has a boyfriend, and she feels guilty about what she did with you.

So why bother?  I don't say that in jest.  Once upon a time, in the glorious days of our patriarchal
ancestors, the economy was such that a college degree was a virtual guarantee of employment and
entry into the professional world.  Now, not so much. Today your "college experience" is going to
look less like Animal House and more like some sad, desperate Indy art house flick that couldn't get
an audience at Sundance.  Whatever privileges accrued because of your collegiate status are gone,
now.

But your parents are on your back to do something, and OF COURSE they want you to go to college.
 To get an Education.  To get a Good Job.  So you can attract a Good Wife and give them
Grandchildren, while you make them proud with your career as a ____________ (anything but an Art
Historian).   The problem is that this schedule just isn't working anymore.  Men are getting to college,
finding the "collegiate experience" to be crappy, and are finding all sorts of excuses to drop out.

University educators are quietly freaking-the-fuck-out over it, as the campus sex ratios start skewing
heavily female and the college graduation rates start doing more so.  Only they can't come out and
say "Hey, we're scaring off all the dudes!" because that would be dis-empowering to the young
women who are taking their places, and the daddies who are paying for it.  A majority of female
students on campus is exactly what feminism wants, so making that a "problem" isn't a good career
move for a college administrator.  Instead they're couching the issue in terms of "retention" and
"graduation completion", and just not mentioning that the majority of drop-outs and never-finished
students happen to have penises.

Thing is, this is an even bigger problem for the schools, and they know it.   As pleasing a prospect as
a majority female campus is to the HuffPo crowd, it's a serious issue for the institutional health of a
university.  Why?  Because female alumni just don't donate to schools the way that successful male
alumni do . . . and they very, very rarely make staggering multi-million dollar endowments or pay to
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get buildings named after them, the way that patriarchal, egotistical alpha success-junkies do.  That's
bad news for anyone into institutional giving.  College count on succeeding generations of alumni to
fill the fund-raising gap, and a bunch of low-donor female graduates whose husbands (if any) really
don't want to donate to the school where his wife learned about penises.

(Digression: UVa frats, do you really want to fuck with your college over their punitive treatment of
your hallowed institutions?  Send out letters to your alumni requesting that they postpone any further
institutional contributions to the college until a more reasonable and respectful approach to this issue
is discovered.  Look at the number of alumni gifts that come from former fraternity members - you'll
find it not only surpasses the gifts by non-frat almums, but that it dwarfs gifts from sorority alums.  If
UVa realizes that it's going to fall short $10 million this year in its giving campaign, you'll start to get
their attention.)

Consider that a college education, the usual 4 year sheepskin from pretty much any accredited school,
is likely going to be required only if you are pursuing an advanced degree in a professional field, such
as medicine, law, or STEM.  For most positions you are likely to encounter, your brand-spanking
new degree that you worked so hard for is a tick mark on someone's form and an extra space on your
resume, nothing more.  "Some college" tends to work as well as "College graduate" for most jobs.

So unless you have a burning desire to be a lawyer or doctor - at 18? really? - and have already
dedicated yourself to your chosen vocation, going to college without a definite plan is a great way to
waste your youth and your parent's money.

A better bet is to take 2-3 years off after high school, figure out your first career at your leisure, and
work your ass off.  Coming back to school when you're older and wiser and have a better idea of what
you want out of life saves time, money, and effort.

There's method to my madness.  In evaluating male and female patterns of occupational social
behavior (because that's the sort of thing Sex Nerds do) it is becoming more and more clear to me that
while Women Love Opportunistically and Men Love Idealistically, in terms of career development
and approach to the workplace Women Work Idealistically and Men Work Opportunistically.

That is, when the most successful men and women's careers are examined, in general it can be said
that men tend to "luck into" their successful careers or exploit an innate talent or interest, whereas
women view work and their vocational aspirations in more noble terms.  This can keep them from
taking the risks their male counterparts take, and keep them working in an unfavorable position
against their best interest out of a sense of duty to the ideal - not the job.

(Yet according to feminism women's failure to get ahead in the business world is due to
 "institutionalized sexism" . . .)

Dudes work differently.  You should exploit that by not automatically accepting a preformed
template of success left over from an age where it actually worked sometime.  If men do best when
they discover their own talents and interests and follow them opportunistically, then locking yourself
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into an ever-decreasing possible number of career paths through a premature commitment to
academics might be the very worst thing for you to do.

Consider what your life would be like if you spent the 18-20 period in hard core monk mode?  Get a
dumb job, enough to pay whatever expenses you have, and then pump iron and read every day.  In
two years, you could read the hundred greatest books of all time, which I guarantee would be a more
impressive education than you'd get from State U.  And six pack abs beat the Freshman Fifteen for
SMV any day.

Some alternatives to college for the ambitious young man:

1) Military Service

Not everyone's cup of tea, but if you want the most basic, traditional way of "making a man out of
you", then you can't beat military life.  Sure, it sucks.  It's supposed to.  But the skills you take away
from it will last you a lifetime, and your chances of banging inexpensive Asian hookers goes up.
 While being in the military during the middle of a shooting war is exciting, and potentially career-
ending, it does train you for basic security and a bunch of other post-military job.  Plus there is a
growing trend towards privatized security.  Let the US Army teach you everything you need to know
to be a mercenary in the Third World, and develop your badass aura.

2) Religious Service

Rarely taken seriously as a vocation anymore, thanks to the dilution of religion with free-form
spirituality (not judging, here, just observing) a young man of a contemplative or compassionate bent
might consider investing two years of his youth in the service of his church or religion.  Mormons
already do this as a mandatory act of transition to adulthood.  If you are Catholic, Lutheran or
Buddhist consider finding a monastery and seeing if you can't volunteer and participate in monastic
life.  If you're a Neopagan, consider devoting yourself in service to the Land for two years.  Or if you
are spiritually inclined but ignorant of religion, consider taking two years to explore your faith in
context of religion.  You might not gain great job skills, but in terms of personal and spiritual
development it's hard to argue with the rewards of service.

3) Practice A Craft

Men work with their hands, even the ones who work with their minds.  Most dudes have at least the
ambitions to build stuff, even if they don't have the skills or the basic idea how to do so.  If you've
always wanted to build a guitar, a car, a bar, or a boat, now is the time to do so.  Find a guy who's
doing what you want to do and ask him to learn.  Explore what talents your hands and eye might
have.  Learn how to build a wall, lay bricks, pound nails, dig a ditch, pour concrete, paint, whatever it
is that you have a talent or fascination with,, this is the ideal time for you to explore that.

4) Travel
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"Backpacking in Europe" instead of going to college is such a cliche that it's not even humorous
anymore.  But travel, as the venerable Roosh V has demonstrated, is an excellent way for a Red Pill
man to broaden his horizons.  Beyond Europe there is a whole world of incredible discovery available
to you, usually for a lot cheaper than even living at home, if you know how to travel.  Nor do you
have to get a passport, if you don't want to.  Spend two years going to wherever you want to, doing
whatever you like, and see what places and people speak to your soul.

5) Learn a Trade

If learning a craft isn't your forte, consider learning a trade.  Don't limit yourself to traditional male
jobs like construction, if you can help it, there are a lot of perfectly good trades that can give you a
good economic base from which to pursue more elaborate plans.  Bartenders tend to be low-skilled
positions that can be found anywhere, and the perks are well-known.  Similarly learning how to be a
high-end barista can get you work anywhere but Utah.  Cooking is another great skill, and one that
lends itself to universal employment opportunities.  Believe it or not, learning how to cut hair allowed
one of my friends to leave his depressing job as an analyst and embark on a world tour, with only his
kit and his backpack.  He was able to work in high-end salons (where the pussy was righteous) but he
would also offer to cut anyone's hair in the campgrounds he stayed in for just $10.  Two cuts and he'd
paid for his rent and his meals for the day.  There are many good service trades that a young man can
master pretty quickly, allowing him to start reaping the benefits of employment.  Find one and learn
it.

One other advantage of skipping the boilerplate college experience?  It keeps you from facing a lower
standard of proof in a he-said, she-said shouting match over whether her enthusiastic fellatio also
implied consent for coitus, or not, and other such diversions.  Campus Sexual Assault has become a
serious issue.  Everyone says so.  Clearly men are at fault.  So clearly the absolute best thing that we,
as men, can do to stop this horrible scourage is to avoid college without a compelling reason to go
there.

Sure, if you want to be a doctor and a lawyer, then go.  If you have a free ride lined up, GO.  If there
is an actual reason beyond "I graduated High School and I didn't know what else to do", then yes,
consider college.  But if not . . . don't believe the hype.  You'll have more fun, more money, and be in
a better situation than if you went.  You can ALWAYS go back later, when you've figured out a
career path to pursue and you've committed to it.  Your SMV and Game will be far higher then,
anyway, and you'll have the sophistication to avoid most of the boneheaded pitfalls everyone else
makes.  But don't go right out of high school.

This move serves not just you, it serves the forces of greater positive masculinity.  Women are
already the dominant force in most colleges.  Let them be.  The corporate feminist Lean In model of
graduate universities are producing are not who you want to tie your fortunes to as a man, anyway.

Better to get a solid STEM degree, or apprentice in a trade, and spend your leisure time enjoying your
youth, not struggling to remember Medieval French that you will never use again.  By ceding the
universities to women, men will actually improve their individual lots by making far better

https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 987 of 1013

informed choices in academics, career, and mating opportunities.

Of course, that would be BAD news for college women, many of whom are secretly (desperately!)
hoping they can land a future doctor or lawyer in time to pick up their $50k student loan debt for her
Art History degree.  It would also be BAD news for college age women who want to marry in the
future at all.  Less men at school means less "acceptable" partners for hypergamous marriage.  And
less dudes on campus means an explosion of Puerarchy, those fellas feminists love to hate.

So help stop campus sexual assault.  Don't go to college.  It's really that simple.
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Sad News: Rudy Nappi died March 13th, 2015
March 31, 2015 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

I'm breaking my hiatus prematurely to relay some sad news: phenomenal 20th century illustrator
Rudy Nappi passed away three days after his wife, on March 13th.

Many of you have remarked about the artwork found on this site; Rudi Nappi is one of my favorites,
to the point I dedicated a special page of his works here.  It has been one of my most popular pages,
and Nappi in particular always managed to capture a sense of erotic urgency and arousal that other
"pin-up" artists rarely did.

But he was not just a cheesecake artist; Nappi provided the illustrations for some of the most iconic
works of the 20th century, namely the Hardy Boys and Nancy Drew novels, among an impressive
amount of other commercial work.

From a marketer's perspective the kind of work Nappi did is an increasingly lost art; once illustration
ruled the advertising marketplace, and Chicago, New York, and other metropolitan areas bristled with
commercial artists doing their work the old fashioned way, with pencil, ink, and paper.

When commercial photography became sophisticated enough to be used in marketing the periodicals
of the mid 20th century began to move away from illustration and toward illustrative photos; while
that, too, is an art, the work that Nappi and his colleagues cut their teeth on dried up over time.  Only
on novel covers and the occasional bit of nostalgia did you see a hint of this again.

What is ironic is that the "sleazy" work that these artists did, and Nappi in particular, was brilliant
illustration that conveys some very primal and powerful emotion.  In the way that master artists do,
Nappi's technique became refined over time, and according to the dictates of the market.  But for me
his best work continues to be the mid-century pulp illustrations he did so masterfully.

I find this particularly sad because I had hoped to find a way to interview the man this Spring, as we
lived in the same state.  When you discover a monumental talent like Nappi's is in your backyard, it's
painful to know you missed a chance to meet the man who inspired so much for so many over the
years.

These are the emails I kindly received from his family:

Hello-
Rudy was my great uncle.  We got news this weekend that he passed away on Friday.  He
was pre-deceased by his wife by three days.  March 10th for Peggy (Margarete) and Friday
for my uncle.
My Dad, George Nappi, found your website and said the following about one of your covers.
 Rudy often used family members for his illustrations.  
Dad said the following about the cover for Yesterday’s Love:
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The man on the ground is my Great Uncle Charlie Zappalla,my grandmother's brother in law.
 The little boyis my cousin Tommy Vreeland.  Aunt Justine's son.Man standing with the hat is
Aunt Peggy's FatherCharles Shubert. The other standing man isUncle Rudy's best friend &
best man EUEverett Upwall.  The women are changedfaces but posed by Aunt Peggy. 
Tommy was used as inspiration for the Hardy Boys and Rudy’s daughters were used as
inspiration for Nancy Drew.
He was a great man – well loved by everyone who met him and will be much missed!
-Karla (Nappi) Gadecki

Yes, Karla, he will be.

From his nephew:

I am Rudy Nappi's nephew. I am sad to report that on March 13th 2015 he passed away, 3 days after his
wife my aunt Peggy (Margarete). They passed away in Charlotte, NC where they lived. They are survived
by his two daughters Lynn & Susan & their family's. In reporting his death I forgot to mention one thing.
His name was Joseph Rudolph Nappi; but, he preffered to use his middle name Rudy. He was also known
for his nature & wildlife paintings. He & my Aunt Peggy, his wife, went on safaris for the research on wild
life paintings. I cannot recall the organizations he did the paintings for. 
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Our collective thanks to him and his incredible talent for so many rich decades of entertainment. I
would love for someone in the family to contact me, so that I could do a complete article in
memorium.  Please let me know if there is anything we can do for the family. Our condolences to
losing such a great man.
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Of Feminism and Femininity: A Brief History
May 13, 2015 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

One of the comments that popped up in my triumphant return take-down of Amanda Marcotte (who
loves ya, babe?) was from a young woman upset with my tone. To whit,

While I agree your ideals, I can't keep reading your work. The caustic tone and phrasing of things
as absolutes that works wonders in inciting men (presumably your intention) pushes me into a
spiral of frustration hopelessness every time I read it (presumably not your intention).

I do feel compelled to answer this, here, because I don't purposefully try to alienate anyone, particularly my female
readers.  But I do understand that my tone seems caustic, and borderline misogynistic, as I address the larger male
audience for whom this blog was originally intended. 

It might seem a contradiction, that I advocate tirelessly for men and their interests, and yet want to advise women on the
same subject.  But please understand that they are two sides of the same coin, and that not every post is going to be
targeted toward every segment of my audience. 

The frustration you feel is real, of course.  It's real because women today are being forced by circumstance into a really,
really bad situation, and the realities of that situation just aren't.  Yes, there is plenty of shadenfreude over here about the
continuing antics of feminism, as well as some genuine militancy about the issues of men's human rights, but in the spirit
of the forthcoming International Men's Issues Conference topic of building bridges between men and women, allow me to
pour some objective foundations for your consideration.

(Trigger Warning: Mansplaining Ahead. Proceed With Caution)
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Today's women are kinda screwed, partially by circumstance, partially by their
own history as an identity movement (feminism, of course, but not feminism exclusively). I don't need to do yet-another
tear-down of what's wrong with feminism, here, but even if you don't identify as a feminist you, as a woman, are affected
by the feminist movement who includes you in their crusade whether you want it or not.  

More, our society as a whole has been affected by feminism, particularly how women see themselves in the world. The
struggle for Women's Rights and the adjustment our civilization has been making since the early 1900s, from an agrarian
to a post-industrial economy, has broken some serious new ground in terms of humanity's capacity to deal with the
change.

Industrialization changed everything, including femininity.  It went through the same kind of transformation of self-identity
and adaptation that masculinity did when the labor standard went from the day-farm laborer to the industrial factory
worker.  That might seem a subtle thing, but industrialization changed the nature of our mating patterns, our reproductive
patterns (smaller, more nuclear families as opposed to extended families) and, ultimately, encouraged the functional
shattering of the "traditional" family into its current scattered shards.

For femininity, the change involved re-imagining the gendered role of
"Woman" from farmwife and matriarch of a large family, effectively co-managing an agrarian estate or business, to fellow
laborer-for-wages outside of the home.  The economic transition was profoundly transformative to the concepts of
femininity in our culture, and with each succeeding generation the revolutionary impact of such factors as the Birth
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Control Pill, Liberalized Divorce, increased mobility, and other changes in society made the situation even worse.  

The cornerstone to this identity-crisis in femininity is caused, in part, by the confusing nature of the social signals she's
getting.  Part of the evolved purpose of this blog is to help a young woman untangle that confusion by
pointing out pragmatic, objective things that she can leverage into a better understanding of her own goals
and how to achieve them, among other things.  It's not to make you feel wretched.

But that's part of the general Manosphere criticism of female society, that women do not - in general - want to face the
unpleasant realities of the situation unless they are forced to.  And part of OUR great frustration is seeing young
women equivocate and avoid those realities after generations of defiant declarations that they can, indeed, handle
(formerly masculine-oriented) adult levels of responsibility.  Most men don't have the patience or interest in trying to
explain our perspectives (which, as you've admitted, you've found helpful, even if they hurt your feelings) to the extant that
I do, but I have a daughter and I dread the realities that she will have to face.

But back to the Industrial Revolution, because that's where this gets kinky.  Femininity, as it was popularly understood,
still clung socially to the traditional Agricultural ideals that had served it so well for thousands of years, even if the
application of that femininity was changing.  Before WW I, during the days of the High Patriarchy, a lot of the perfectly
legitimate gripes about female oppression and inequality were utterly valid.

Imagine the ancient Hellenic goddesses Hestia and Ceres reigning over Femininity - the aggregate self-image of women
in general - during that time.  A woman's self-worth (according to advertisements and documents from the period) was
largely tied into quasi-mystical ideas about Hearth and Home, Abundance and Prosperity . . . along with the hard work
every farm wife was expected to do.  That was in addition to her sacred reproductive responsibilities.  "Hearth & Home"
was the gold standard for Femininity for thousands of years. 

But with the change in industrialization and demographics, the laws and social structure were
forced to change as well.  First WW I, then the excesses of the 1920s, then the Great Depression all took their turns with
Femininity.  And eventually the goddess Athena took over guidance, after Pear Harbor.  It was time for Women to see
themselves as more than just tenders of hearth and home.  Their hard work and ingenuity was needed first to dig
themselves out of the Great Depression and then even more for the War effort. Femininity, at that time, defined itself as
"Woman As Determined Warrior".

When you examine advertisements and commercial art from this time period (see my archives for ample examples) what
you see is a focus on femininity as an essential part of the war-time economy.  With the shortage of men in play, due to
either economics or conscription, the reflected focus of femininity was in its strength, it's determination, it's power to
endure hard times - all noble characteristics intrinsically attached to the feminine self-perception.  
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But this Depression and War-time femininity also expresses a deep longing for
better times . . . not as factory workers or secretaries, but as wives of well-employed husbands.  Rosie the Riveter might
have wanted to sling steel to beat the Jerries and the Japs, but she wasn't doing it out of a sense of feminine
empowerment, she was doing it to further her long-term reproductive goals.  As soon as the War was over, she
planned on getting married and having an ass-load of kids, because that was her reward for sacrificing her best
reproductive years for the good of her nation.  A heroic husband with a good job and ass-load of kids.  Your
grandparents.

After the social crises of the Great Depression and WWII, during which the normal cycles of mating were suspended due
to economics and war, the definition of femininity settled back down a bit, as a generation of pent-up social desire to
reproduce was manifested in the great Post War economic boom. The strength, determination, and endurance implicit in
femininity was replaced with a much more light-hearted and romantic ideal.  American women had put off their
reproductive futures for four years or longer, thanks to the war, and for them a defining characteristic of femininity, outside
of marriage, was motherhood.

Yes, that same icky, evil, oppressive Motherhood that the feminists revolted against.

Femininity indulged in an explosive outpouring of pent-up maternal longing, after WWII.  So many young men hadn't
returned from the war, or did so with war brides, and so many women had been forced to endure a essential halt to their
reproductive plans, even though their bodies were screaming to make babies.  It's as if Athena, goddess of war and
determination, laid aside her spear and (after a brief but intense reign by Aphrodite, as the frustrated desires of the
Western World were allowed to play out in millions of hasty weddings) let Hera, Goddess of Motherhood, take over.  

For a generation Hera shaped femininity into a baby-making machine.  Maternal
sensibilities and domesticity replaced feminine allure as the defining character of 1950s Femininity. With
post-War prosperity, a return of the man supply, and ample government subsidies, the Greatest Generation proved their
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worth by making a whole lot of babies. The Boomers.

The backlash to this was that the mad cultural expectation to fill the longing for rugrats after the war caught up a lot of
women who weren't necessarily inclined to get married and have kids.  That wasn't unprecedented - about 20% of
women in advanced preindustrial societies don't marry or reproduce, and society has always had an economic role for
these women, usually as childcare, nursing, teaching, or other professions.  In fact, the Depression and the War saw
these women attain sudden prosperity by virtue of their badly-needed professional skills.  

They suddenly became leaders of whole legions of former farmgirls whose marriage
prospects had enlisted and who wanted to help out and make a little cash for their future.  A future replete with the
things they had been denied by the Great Depression: healthy babies, clean, well-built homes, husbands with
good jobs that could provide a wage that could elevate them economically.  By the 1940s, with the need to draft
women into the workforce as part of the pursuit of Total War, the capabilities of women to handle traditionally male
responsibilities had broken that wide open.  Little girls could grow up, go to college, and become doctors, lawyers,
reporters, or technicians.  Before they got married.

In the 1960s, a generation later, there was a revolt against the social pressure to either be mommies or professional
spinsters, largely revolving around the near-universal idea of "patriarchal" early marriage.  Femininity was once-again in
crisis, this time not from a lack of reproductive prospects, but from a lack of coherent self-identity in the face of a
multitude of choices.  This is where the real birth of the modern feminist movement began, with the Feminine
Mystique, as a popular reaction to the cultural expectations of the Greatest Generation that had been built up for the
purposes of winning a war.

The culprit for this identity crisis was, unsurprisingly, the institution of Marriage.  Marriage became increasingly unpopular
because the former agrarian-based, patriarchal post-War nuclear family had devolved into the suburban, dual-income
family in a culture of infidelity, contraception and liberalized divorce laws.  Women could and were making their own
money, attempting to exercise their own goals, and the internal family conflicts with the old patriarchal model had a hard
time acclimatizing to this.  Cue Archie Bunker.
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And Hugh Hefner.

First, there was another brief reign of Aphrodite, who returned to binge on the erotic excesses of the first industrial
generation to enjoy wide-access to contraception in human history.  The Kinseys, Masters & Johnson, Marilyn Monroe,
the Playboy Mansion, and the turbulent counter-culture fueled this introspective quest of Femininity and it's sexuality.
 Quite the party, as exploding sexuality allowed Femininity to define itself as "Woman As Sex Kitten/Sexual Being" in a
long-overdue way.  Infidelity and premarital sex had been all but banished as serious impediments to experimentation,
and the issue of illegitimacy became far less of a social problem. 

But that didn't help much with the basic problem.  As Agrarian/Post-War ideals about marriage and family were still
standard, enjoying a lot of sexual freedom in a public way caused problems for women trying to establish their femininity.
 Women - some women - began to define their Femininity with Family as a minor aspect, if present at all.  That was at
odds with the feminine Prime Directive of reproduction, so the real damage to Femininity began.

So feminism tried to take over the issue by striking at the heart of the perceived oppressor, and the fun, fearless, divorce-
happy era of the 1970s began.  Laying aside the political ramifications, the hit that Femininity took was staggering.
 Women's self-image was muddied irreparably by the insistence that they could both pursue their reproductive strategies
(get married and have children) as well as pursue their career and financial goals (Work outside of the home).  "Woman
As Mother" took a backseat to "Woman As Independent Earner".  Hera's reign fell with the ascent of Diana, the goddess
who demands equality with men.

That was problematic, and it remains problematic to this day.  
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The source of the problem is that "Woman As Independent Earner"
encompasses little, if anything, of the previous incarnations of Femininity.  And it is increasingly distant from the long-
established roots of feminine identity, so much so at this point that one can easily say that Femininity has fractured, and
is experiencing a severe crisis.

"Woman As Independent Earner", the Strong, Independent Woman archetype, has been promoted by feminism and non-
feminist women alike as a lofty goal to aspire to.  Loftier than any other, save only in the most conservative enclaves.  The
"Feminine Mystique" that was once a point of rebellion has now eroded into a caricature of former feminine
glories.  Encouraged by feminism to reject marriage and the pursuit of reproductive goals in favor of education and
vocational aspirations, the remnant of the old standards still hold women up to personal and social expectations far more
in line with the Agrarian past.

Femininity is experiencing an identity crisis again because now that it has successfully established "Independent Earner"
into its matrix, it doesn't know how to make it relate to the other cast-off identities a woman has in her metaphorical closet.
 The problem is that "Independent Earner" is now the dominant paradigm in Femininity, at direct odds with "Home &
Hearth" and "Motherhood".  And it's sharing a mostly-unhealthy relationship with "Sex Kitten", these days.  

Marriage is at the heart of this problem.  Little girls are not encouraged,
trained, or educated to grow up to become good wives.  They're educated, trained and encouraged to enter the
workforce (usually through a credentialed college) and compete with boys to the exclusion of all else.  The the vague idea
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of "getting married someday" is, of course, floating around in their heads along with "when I win the lottery", but a young
woman's more immediate concerns revolve around her social life, not her future.  Feminism and popular culture keep the
wedding as the fantasy, and marriage as the rite-of-passage, but without explanation of marriage's utility or benefit, only
it's dreaded dangers and threats of stealing female independence,  It's an emotional expectation, not a pragmatic
one.  Unfortunately, it's also the only real discussion of marriage most young women have today.

Womankind's uneasy relationship with marriage can be traced directly to feminism.  Feminism viewed marriage
as "slavery", both sexual and practical, to the "patriarchy", denying women agency, rights, or self-determination. But,
interesting enough, early feminists rarely wanted to get rid of marriage altogether, because they still saw marriage and
family as necessary elements of Femininity.  Even in the throes of the 1970s "Women's Liberation" phase, as Second
Wave feminism took hold, feminism didn't want to eliminate marriage . . . they merely wanted total control of it.

Feminism grew to despise marriage, as it radicalized in the 1980s, and that had a powerful effect on Femininity.  Marriage
wasn't mere slavery for individual wives, it was PATRIARCHAL OPPRESSION, in the classic Marxist sense.  Using
financial independence and security as a basis, feminism began strongly encouraging girls AWAY from investing in the
skills and attitudes that might prepare them for successful marriages, and replaced them with the more masculine-
oriented desire for professional achievement and financial domination.  "Power" became the focus of a young
woman's education - the power that came from their vulnerability as a protected class, the power that came
from controlling the cultural consensus over "women's affairs", the power over any marriage or relationship
she happened to enter into.  Feminism preached the sermon of Feminist Empowerment so loudly in the 1980s that it
lead to a schizophrenic approach to marriage by Femininity.

On the one hand, the "romantic desire" for a permanent relationship is there . . . but feminism has successfully re-
written the social rules enough to use any woman's apparent success in a relationship as prima facia
evidence of her failure as "Independent Earner".  A woman who is successful in her professional life is NEVER
lauded for her relationship or her family, even if she has them.  Particularly not her husband.  Admitting that you
actually fell for the patriarchal oppression of marriage makes you automatically suspect in feminist circles, until you
successfully divorce. The only successful perspective on marriage a feminist has is the actual "getting
married" part, not the "being married" part.  

Not convinced? See how much die-hard feminists recoil when you use the "traditional" trappings of a marriage
commitment.  Words like "wife", "husband", "our marriage", a woman taking her husband's last name, the term "Missus",
all of the old hallmarks of a successful commitment have been utterly demonized by feminism.  They have successfully
distilled the institution to its celebratory and financial basics: the ring, the dress, the party, and the honeymoon.  After that,
there is no more feminist celebration of marriage.  
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You see, the thing that bothers them is not so much the "oppression" of the thing . . . it's the permanence.  

To feminism, making a permanent commitment does not confirm a woman's adult ability to face up to her adult
responsibilities . . . it implies an irrevocable commitment to one potential breeding partner in a way that
precludes feminist "agency" to make a better mate selection at a later time.  They want to make as much space
as possible for commitment-smashing Hypergamy.  Feminists don't want to get married any less than their ancestors,
they just don't want to BE married if something better comes along, as an exercise of their independent feminist agency.
 With the presupposition that all men participate in the Patriarchy by virtue of the XY chromosomes, to a feminist a
"successful" marriage is one in which a woman divorces her first husband in time to marry her second,
"real" husband. For awhile. 

If that sounds like a massive rationalization for opportunistically screwing around on your husband in the name of political
power, you wouldn't be the first to note that.

This affects non-feminist women, too, because you are all part of the same big Sexual Marketplace and Marriage
Marketplace.  When feminism first flooded the SMP with young, nubile, sexually active girls in the late 1960s who had
access to birth control, it utterly screwed up the MMP because it also liberalized divorce in such a way that made
predatory hypergamy a bloodsport back in the Mad Men days.  That is, it encouraged the "men are like houses; get what
you can manage and then trade up!" ideal in female romantic relationships.

And when there is a sudden flood of sexually available pussy on the market with no firm goal of commitment, that
completely screws up the carefully-laid plans of marriage-minded women to get carefully laid on their wedding nights.
 Feminism hijacked Femininity's code and re-wrote important parts of it so that now nothing really works right.  

Your confusion and difficulty is the result.

Perversely, the divorce cycle and reluctance to pursue marriage that feminism tacitly endorses and culturally celebrates
among young women is highly detrimental to their over-all welfare.  Looked at objectively, the smartest thing a young
woman can do for her financial and reproductive future security is to form a strong alliance with an
ambitious young man early, get married, and have children within the protective confines of the marital
home, under the protection of her husband. She will have a more secure home for her children, enjoy a lower
chance of DV or sex-related health issues, raise healthier, more secure and higher-achieving children who will have far
lower chances of encountering violence in their lives.
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But that don't fly in Feminist Town.  Respecting marriage denigrates Womanhood, even as it elevates Femininity.
 Womanhood is far more important for feminists, because Womanhood is about Power, and Femininity is about
Happiness.

By denigrating the power of lifelong marriage as a goal for a young woman, advising her to max out her SMV early and
ignore her MMV until all the decent dudes are long gone, feminism manages to screw young women out of
reproductive options even as it fights to secure reproductive rights for them.  Because while feminism was
screwing around with our basic social operating system for the benefit of women, it got drunk on its power and ignored
the fact that men, too, have agency a individuals and societies, not just as part of the Evil Patriarchy.

That doesn't mean that women suddenly stopped wanting to live Happily Ever After and be mommies when they grew up.
 It just meant that if they did that in preference to a career, they would be scorned and lose status in large parts of the
Matrix.  And an increasing number of them ended up disappointed and cheated out of their best shots at that, because
feminism was demanding that they Fight Patriarchy, not fuck it.  The 1980s was replete with encouragement for girls that
they could, indeed, have it all - and that marriage, motherhood and family would be available for all, once the career-
building financial independence was done.

Problem was, by the early 1990s, when those dudes were supposed to be lining up to marry the women of that cohort, a
whole lot of them just didn't show.  The male fear of divorce and reluctance to engage with a feminist-oriented female
culture that went out of its way to humiliate and emasculate men (particularly young men), as well as cool stuff like free
porn and video games, made young men take a good hard look at the Femininity that their stunted Masculinity was
supposed to be attracted to . . . and they recoiled in horror.

Women, meanwhile, recoiled in confusion.  After feminism instructed them that boys would be oh-so-horny for their big
paychecks and astonishing achievements, the boys just didn't show up with rings in their pockets.  The "femininity" that
was supposed to be the traditional bedrock of masculine attraction and mating was . . . gone. 

What was left - what you are left with - is pretty desolate, from a masculine perspective.  There was no dedication to
children, except in abstract, no devotion to domestic skills, no cultivation of a warm and loving heart to encourage his
own perseverance in the face of adversity.  Instead young men looked at what their futures held with these determined,
driven, highly-competitive girls who saw marriage and family as check boxes and his role as "guest husband" in her

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-5GR0PWep50Q/VVOKrMU7WaI/AAAAAAAAGRI/1ag-etw7Iqg/s1600/14475105291_5613d46cb5_o.jpg
https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 1001 of 1013

domestic fantasies.  The looked at it, saw the pain and agony of their divorced dads, saw the misery in the eyes of their
married friends, and realized that it just wasn't worth the effort. 

By that point feminism's odd ideas about sex had progressed to where sex within marriage was the absolute most boring,
patriarchal, non-feminist sex you could have.  They denigrated husbands and men in general in popular culture and made
the term itself one of cultural disrespect.  With that kind of painful humiliation to look forward to in the institution formerly
known as marriage, the young men had a decision to make.  So the dudes shrugged, went back to porn and video games
and women went crazy, a little.

Male rejection of Femininity, in the form of suddenly-declining marriage rates and suddenly-increasing delays in first
marriage should have sent a signal to women about the trouble they were in, but they were enjoying the power trip
of wielding real political power, and paying attention to something as mundane as a marriage without masculine abuse
was a waste of time - after all, as long as women were happy, men shouldn't have anything to complain about, according
to feminism.  

Not that women were particularly happy.  Thankfully, the antidepressant revolution was at hand, too.

In the early 1990s Femininity had become a pale shade of its former self.  While overt sexuality ("Sex Kitten") was still
strongly present, all of the supporting structures that lent to male attraction were missing.  In its place was "Independent
Earner", and "Power Broker".  While those elements flattered feminism's ideas about what Femininity looked like, they did
damn little to make those young women at all attractive prospects for good long-term relationships. By the turn of the
century, the men who felt driven to become husbands and fathers had wed, while the ones on the margins were
procrastinating and being accused of being "commitment-phobic" when, in fact, they just knew a bad deal when they
saw one.

Things got complicated with the rise of so-called "Fourth Wave Feminism", the Grrl-power social movement that
attempted to re-combine Femininity and Feminism.  Instead it made things worse, as girls tried
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The Rational Feminist Unicorn
May 15, 2015 | by Ian Ironwood | Link | Original Link

After five years of carefully and cautiously - okay, perhaps not that cautiously - but deliberately
attempting to elicit a reasonable, rational response from feminism to the issues of the Manosphere, I
may have finally found my unicorn.

Here's the backstory: I occasionally indulge in some friendly Twitter engagement with feminists,
taking a strong anti-feminist position.  I'm openly and un-apologetically acting as an agent
provocateur, Understand, while this may be seen as trolling, I am extremely polite in my
engagements with feminists and never cross the line into "bullying".  That doesn't mean that some
don't get hurt feelings, but in most cases that was a pre-existing condition.

Now, while many of you will shake your heads over the utility or the practicality of attempting such
engagement, I do so for higher purpose, not just because I like yanking pigtails.  I'm not there to
make feminists mad, I'm there to challenge and give honest criticism, to make them think more than
to make them angry.  I'm laying out, in as practical and simple terms as I can, why the Manosphere
and men in general have taken issue with feminism, as it has presented itself.  I've done this over and
over again, searching for a unicorn: a feminist who is willing to look past the rhetoric of the feminist
movement and address the issues with it that men and the Manosphere have.

Why would I want to do such a perverse thing?  While it would be much easier to just hurl mindless
vitriol, as I said, I'm not into yanking pigtails for fun.  My goal is to actually open some sort of
reasonable dialog between the two spheres.

So, after responding to a fairly reasonable post by a young feminist woman who was confused and
upset by the anger she detected from the anti-feminist movement on the #HowToSpotAFeminist
hashtag which started to get meme-y (and then posting my reply to as many retweeters of the original
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as I could find) a bold feminist unicorn stood forth from the herd, and responded on her blog.

To avoid any miscommunication, I'd like to reprint her post in its entirety before I respond:

Hi Ian,

thanks for your thoughtful response! I appreciate your civil discourse and lack of ad
hominem attacks. Seriously. 

Due to your lack of actual citation beyond the link to a blog post that itself looks at largely
anecdotal data, I will also respond using broad strokes and summaries. I can provide factual
citation and data from research on historical trends from non-biased sources as requested, if
necessary. Also, while gender and sexuality are multivariate, not binary, in order to most
directly and efficiently respond to your letter, I will mostly be talking about feminism in
largely binary terms. 

So, I see your hurt feelings. They are true and valid. I will not dispute that they exist.
However, I think that there’s some conflation going on assigning causality in incorrect
ways. I am not saying that nothing was done, or that no one did anything. Things were done.
People did them. But from where I’m standing, there’s been some conflation of separate
entities in what all went down. 

Yes, feminism has pointed out that there are issues that exist with men, masculinity,
fatherhood, and male sexuality. It has not, however, said that those categories are the issues.
They have the issues. And lots of those issues have affected women at a systemic and
subsequently individual level. Yes, women, femininity, motherhood, and female sexuality
also have issues. And those issues have affected men on a systemic and subsequently
individual level. But feminism posits, with the whole of history that I won’t repeat here to
back it up, that men’s issues have had the harder hit, when it comes to the way society has
shown bruises. The phrase “it’s a man’s world” is an incredibly crude phrase, but it is a
good summary of what the main problem throughout history has boiled down to. 

You say that feminism has not been inclusive of men’s issues. I say that this is an unfair
critique. Every activist movement only has so many resources to go around. You wouldn’t
criticize a puppy rescue for not seeing to the homeless kittens out there, too. It’s not their
scope. Do they care about kittens? Yes. Do they want organizations to exist to get the
kittens help? Yes. Do they think that by addressing the cause of homeless pets while
working specifically with the target population of puppies their work will also help kittens?
Yes. When they go out to the public to talk about their mission, are they going to use their
limited time and resources to talk about kittens? No. Feminism works on the overall
condition of human rights by focusing on a target dynamic. We think men and their plights
are important too. We’re just not that organization. 

Finally, there is the important distinction between “the actions of an individual who claims a
label” and “the definition of the label itself.” A person can claim that they are a certain
thing, and then act in no such manner. It’s been the recognized case with religion for years.
People claiming to be Christian and to believe in love and forgiveness have gone and
slaughtered millions in crusades and KKK rallies and abortion clinic bombings. Were those
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actions produced by Christianity? No. They were actions produced by angry individuals
who falsely claimed the nearest convenient label as a justification for their own independent
action. 

Feminism is not about taking advantage of or attacking men. Feminism is in fact exactly the
opposite, about righting a systemic abuse of power to bring us all back to a playing field of
being reasonable, decent humans to each other who don’t make assumptions based on
stereotypes, whether about males or females. The actions of not-actually-feminists only
“stain” the movement as much as the action of male rapists and serial killers and bigots and
otherwise terrible humans “stain” the whole of manhood.
As Katherine mentions in her blog post, true feminism does not discount subsets of feminist
interests. Women are allowed to want to be mothers and wives and mascara-appliers and
hair-doers and skirt-wearers. They are allowed to care about their high heels and children.
That is fine. Acceptable. Laudable. As is not wanting to be a wife or a mother or to wear
makeup or do anything remotely similar. Or, to be a male and to want to be a husband and
father and to wear makeup and do hair and wear skirts. Or, to be someone who falls in none
of those categories. Feminism is the idea that boxes are idiotic, and no one should be
trapped in them – or outside of them. 

You say my idea of feminism is naïve, but I would counter that perhaps your experience of
it is limited. I do not deny that there are angry people out there calling themselves feminists
and acting the opposite. They are visible. They are loud. They are really quite noticeable.
Yes, they exist. But feminists who are reasonable and don’t go gutting others in the style of
exactly what we’re trying to end exist, too. The “warm, happy, sunny feminism” you claim I
know because I practice it, or at least try my damnedest to. Katherine does as well. There
are others – women and men – in my day to day life who practice it, too. I see them. I know
they are real. I’m sorry people like them apparently don’t exist in your personal world.
Though when presented with two people – one who’s smiling at you and the other who’s
about to stab you with a knife – I can understand how the knife-wielder might take more
precedence in what you’re remembering came at you that day. I promise there are more of
smilers out there, somewhere around you. 

But don’t get me wrong – people who are good feminists, are decent humans are allowed to
get angry, too. Just like you, we’re allowed to feel hurt at our own knife wounds. And we’re
allowed to fight back. Just as you are.

Best,

Miceala Shocklee

Dear Miceala:

Thank you for your polite and civil response.  I do try to avoid ad hominem language, even if my
language is often considered caustic, because the fact is my issue is with the feminist movement and
a few particular leaders more than it is with individual feminists.  My purpose has always been to
arouse discussion, not foster an environment of hate.  So your civil and reasonable response to my
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posting is very, very much appreciated.

I'll begin by saying that I avoided actual citation and stuck to generalities on purpose, to avoid getting
entangled in dueling statistics.  Thanks to the internet, citing stats and studies and then undermining
their worthiness has become an artform, one which rarely accomplishes anything.  I am trying to
discuss the inter-gender situation in general, so I appreciate you keeping your response equally high-
level.

First, let me thank you for acknowledging the validity of our feelings.  That's bigger than you know.
 Men in the Manosphere (for our purposes, the combined MHRM/MGTOW/PUA/OMG and other
advocates of positive masculinity) frequently express their strong emotions and feelings, though with
varying degrees of eloquence.  These expressions, ironically, are largely due to an upbringing in
which we were encouraged by feminism to "express our feelings" instead of bottling them up in
traditional masculine Stoic (and, according to feminism, "unhealthy") fashion.

now those expressions of genuine feeling, when expressed about feminism, are used against us.  To
feminism-at-large we are "bitter, whiny, angry, frustrated men consumed with rage".  Rarely is the
question of whether or not our feelings are valid and justified considered by feminism - it uses our
bitterness as proof of our "toxicity", not as a token of our righteous anger.  Instead, the emotions that
feminism encouraged us to share, back in our youth, are now being used to shame and denigrate us
because we dare share them.  So your acknowledgement of their validity is refreshing, and I do
genuinely appreciate it.

I can also appreciate your frustration with the Manosphere/anti-feminists consistently finding fault
with an ideology that you have invested so much in, and that you see as being responsible for so
much good in the world.  Your point about conflation of causality is well-taken . . . but then when it
comes to the details, that's where things start being a problem.

You agree that stuff was done, and people did them. That's a good start - too often feminists are
unwilling to even admit that feminism has caused harm because of their investment in the ideology.
 I'll agree that the specifics are open to debate, but the very fact you admit stuff was done and
something went down is a HUGE step . . . because feminism has been very, very reluctant to take
responsibility for what the feminist movement has done. The specifics, you see, are very important.

When feminism began to critically examine the the role of men in the late 1960s-1970s, I think we
can all admit that some serious examination was necessary: the economy and society of the world had
changed with industrialization, and our social system had to adapt to keep up.  Moving forward into a
post-industrial age in which women and men could both compete in the labor marketplace required
some dramatic and frightening changes to our agrarian-oriented society.  Technological innovations
like the birth control pill fundamentally altered how human sexuality functioned, and our culture, our
laws, and our society did, indeed, need the first two rounds of feminism like a shot of antibiotics.

Keep that in mind: despite the churning anger of the Manosphere, the vast majority of men involved
do not, as feminism accuses us, want to curtail the basic gains made in women's rights and women's
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empowerment.  By and large we don't want to restrict women's rights to vote, hold office, own
property, or compete on an equal footing in the workplace.  The vast, vast majority of men in the
Manosphere and in the anti-feminist movement approach their activism with a humanistic perspective
that has no desire to undercut the equal rights of women.

When feminism examined the issues of "toxic" masculinity in the 1970s, it didn't stop at a mere
critique; it unilaterally decided on a reconstruction.  Fatherhood, masculinity, men, and male
sexuality were not only put under the microscope by feminism, to the vast majority of men it felt as if
we were going under the knife.  Traditional refuges of masculinity were attacked and criticized by
feminism without understanding of their utility and usefulness to men, or the long-term effects of
their assault on our society.  In the pursuit of gender-based justice, feminism threw men and
masculinity under the bus.

I can appreciate your point that both men and women have issues - but the difference is that feminism
has cultivated a climate in which women are allowed to comment on male issues and women's issues,
but the moment that men voice an honest opinion about either they are attacked without
consideration.  And while I can also appreciate that, in feminism's perspective, that men seem to have
gotten away with an awful lot of masculine "privilege", that belies the truth of our own perspective.
 For millions of men over hundreds of years, their "male privilege" began and ended on the
battlefield, while women were largely protected by their sacrifice.

When feminism speaks of equality, which it does often as a fundamental ideal, it assumes that the
social and legal dynamic places men in a "higher" class than women institutionally, that men enjoy
"more" rights than women, and that women must therefore "equalize" our institutions to correct this
imbalance.  Yet rarely, if ever, does feminism appreciate the large number of gender-based masculine
obligations, both legal and social, that men incur as a penalty for our sex.  In other words, while the
rights to vote and sit on a jury and have a credit card are necessary for a woman's equality in our
society, then logically the duty to register for conscription and the willingness to sacrifice your life
for your society and nation are two profound areas in which men and women remain glaringly
unequal.

Feminism has always ignored the profound effect this existential threat holds over men; when the
subject is brought up it is dismissed either by denying the importance of an archaic institution only
intended to serve in direst emergency, or the evils of conscription are thoughtfully acknowledged
with a shrug of feminist shoulders and an occasional finger pointed at "the patriarchy".  Yet when it
comes to defining our gendered experience, the solemn fact is that women are protected from this
specter by the virtue of their gender in a very un-equal way . . . while men are still expected - even by
feminists - to be the first to sacrifice their lives and their interests for the sake of the greater (largely
feminine) good.

I can appreciate the frustration implicit in such foreboding sayings as "It's A Man's World", and how
that seems like a near-insurmountable challenge for women.  Yet while that phrase is easy to employ,
rarely does feminism stop to give consideration of just what this "Man's World" has accomplished, or
appreciate the breathtaking achievements masculine ingenuity and inventiveness have wrought on
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behalf of all of humanity.

This "Man's World" feminism rails against gave us the industrialization that allowed women to earn
their own incomes; it gave us advanced medicine and technology to reduce or eliminate problems
women have complained about for literally thousands of years; it has reduced infant mortality and
increased life expectancy, ensured food security and provided physical security, and granted the
women of our time a standard of living not even monarchs could boast of two hundred years ago.

When feminism attacks the "Man's World", it is also attacking all of those things.  It is attacking the
social welfare system, the social and legal institutions we men established, and the underlying
masculine pride we men rightly feel in what our ancestors accomplished in building our great
civilization.  Feminism has successfully demonized the legacy of men who toiled and gave their lives
to build the society in which they live and thrive.  It has reduced the breathtaking explosion of
masculine achievement and ingenuity that has transformed our culture since the industrial revolution
to a handful of imperialistic overlords and despotic oppressors.  Feminism has, in other words,
fostered and encouraged an environment in which masculine perspectives are at best untrusted, and at
worst actively challenged.

Your point about feminism lacking room or energy for pursuing "men's issues" is well-taken. Yet
advocating for equality for one side of the equation without consideration of the other is inherently
frustrating.  Unfortunately, feminism has not just ignored men's issues in the past, oftentimes it has
actively worked against them, and the hard-working, dedicated men who are trying to bring them to
light on their own.  Many of us in the Manosphere were, at one time or another, affiliated with
feminists and feminism, and when these issues with pursuing true equality were brought up, we were
told smugly "sure, go start your own movement, then!" with a matronizing grin.  In the face of
feminism's indifference to our issues, that's exactly what we did.  You wouldn't rescue puppies, so we
started rescuing puppies.

The MHRM is the result.  Yet feminists regularly blast this network of organizations and its activities
(pursuing basic equal human rights for men) regularly and repeatedly . . . on the basis of your claim
that men's issues have had "the harder hit".  The perception of historical "oppression" by men has
allowed feminism to rationalize such radical notions as enforced male sterility and male genocide
without criticism.  I admit, these are radical voices of an increasingly radicalized movement, and
hardly representative of the feelings of feminists overall . . . yet these voices are not only uncriticized
and left unjudged by feminism in general, the authors of these horrific ideas are celebrated and touted
for their advanced thinking.  The crimes of the Manosphere may be many, but advocating genocide
among women is not one of them.

When men attempt to go rescue our puppies, feminism has consistently tried to cut us down.  When
Warren Farrell, originally a member of the feminist movement, dared to criticize some of feminism's
fundamental concepts, he was ostracized from the movement and denigrated.  Now one of the leading
figures of the Men's Human Rights Movement, he is regularly attacked by feminists for the crime of
suggesting that maybe men suffer from inequality in some important ways, too.  When feminists
attack shared parenting initiatives or advocate for lighter sentencing for female criminals, using a
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"patriarchal society" as their straw man, they not only undercut their stated dedication to equality by
demonstrably working against it, they profoundly alienate otherwise reasonable men who are
passionately advocating for their human rights away from feminism's stated goals.

We understand you "aren't that organization".  But the issue of, believe it or not, equality comes to
the fore.  Feminism regularly beseeches society at large (which is made up half of men) to pay
attention to feminism issues and the plight of women and girls all over the world.  But when the
MHRM attempts to call attention in return to the plight of men and boys, feminism attacks us for
attempting to steal their thunder.  Pleading with us for change and understanding, on the one hand,
and then refusing to even listen, much less improve your understanding, on the other is a very poor
way to solicit the meaningful cooperation of men.

I can also understand your desire to distance yourself from the radical positions and proposals that
Third and Fourth Wave feminism have inflicted on men.  You ask that we not conflate the imperfect
actions of some individuals with the noble ideals of an entire movement.  The common summation of
this position is "Not All Feminists Are Like That".  You ask for us, as men, to accept the ideals of
equality and ignore the hurtful, hateful speech directed at us for forty years by your radical wing.
 You ask us to sacrifice our interests and issues for the greater good of social equality, while allowing
your self-labeled sisters to call us rapists and violent psychopaths to our faces.  You ask us to ignore
the hateful language of those who feel entitled to accuse us unjustly, and then help you create a
"better" world.  Seeing the individuals - folks like Amanda Marcotte and Jessica Valenti - as
representative of all feminists is unfair, you seem to say.  Yet just as only a tiny minority of male
rapists has succeeded in tarnishing the good name of male sexuality for all men, these aggressively
vitriolic heralds who claim to be feminists have seriously tarnished any hope of us men seeing the
feminist label, no matter how lofty its ideals, as anything but a brand by which we are being savaged.

Your perspective on feminism's goals and ideals is noble . . . but the execution has indeed both taken
advantage of and attacked men as a natural social and cultural consequence of its ideals.  While
insisting on the goal of a world without damaging stereotypes, feminism itself propagates the most
damaging kinds of stereotypes about men.  You ask us to use our judgement about just who the "real"
feminists are, after calling our collective judgement into question for forty years and demanding that
men have no role in determining women's self-image, interests, or issues.  Plenty of men in the
Manosphere strongly and profoundly condemn the rapists and murderers among us as a natural
course of instinctive masculine protection of our society, but even mild criticism of the not-actually-
feminists by the "real" feminists is thin on the ground.

Our issue isn't necessarily with what women want to do with themselves and their lives - but the
insistence that you do so without fear of consequence or criticism from us is unreasonable.  The lives
of men are inextricable interwoven with those of women, and your choices, your decisions effect us
intimately, whether you are our mothers, our sisters, our girlfriends, our wives, or our co-workers.
 While it might seem of only academic interest to feminism what individual women do with those
choices, it is of very real interest to the individual men who must contend with them.  It's not about
whether or not you want to become corporate powerhouses or domestic goddesses; it's about which of
those we're more comfortable associating with, and which we prefer to pursue romantically.
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Feminism is great about advocating for men and boys to become more feminine in their outlook, but
it punishes us when we try to exercise our inherent masculinity.  Yes, it's fine if boys want to stay
home and be house-husbands . . . but the fact of the matter is that not only is that almost entirely
untenable for a man in our society to do so, but when given a preference most men want to pursue
more traditionally masculine pursuits and activities, not become househusbands . . . for which we are
castigated.

Feminism's willful ignorance of masculinity's interests and issues projects common female concerns
onto men in the mistaken belief that our goals and aspirations are equal.  They are not.  They are very
different.  Little boys don't want to grow up to be househusbands because they're being poisoned by
the patriarchy with toxic masculinity . . . they don't want to grow up to be househusbands because
they see the disrespect and condemnation that such men receive not from their fellow men, but from
the women around them.  This has not changed in forty years of feminist activism.  For while
feminism will fight to the death for a boy's right to cry out his feelings, it goes up in arms when that
same boy wants to invest in his masculinity in ways that is not in service to women.  Feminism has
attempted to ignore the very real factor of intersexual and intrasexual competition, and as a result the
personal lives of millions of men have suffered because our natural masculine inclinations are viewed
as uniformly toxic.

I would have to counter that my experience with feminists and feminism isn't limited - I spent six
years in an environment of academic feminism, and continued to support feminist-oriented causes
and activism for years.  I know literally thousands of feminists, from Old Guard 2nd-Wave Equity
Feminists to Radical 3rd Wave Riot Grrls, moderates, radicals, intersectionalists, Marxist feminists,
and every shade in between.  My problem is not too little exposure to feminism, but such a grand
exposure that I have seen up close and personal it's inherent flaws and failings.

The fact is, plenty of "sunny, happy feminists" exist in my world. And they are part of the problem.
 Not because their intentions or ideals are in error - they're good people, trying to make the world
better the way they've been taught to.  But because their intentions and ideals are not fulfilled by their
actions and activism.  Standing firm behind the inherently misandric concepts of "patriarchy", "rape
culture", and "misogyny" while the vocal component of your movement uses them as weapons to
actively shame and emasculate all men means that you are providing political and social cover for
folks who are stomping all over the ideal of equality . . . and we're watching you do it.  While you
were smiling at us, assuring us that you were not a threat, the radicals have been hiding behind you
and stabbing us repeatedly while you watch them do it.  Would you trust a voice who endorsed that?

In the end, the issue is one of accountability.  Feminism's goals and ideals are lofty, but as they have
been executed they have caused incredible damage to men that feminism - and feminists - are
unwilling to be accountable for.  More, despite your assurances about labels, feminism has regularly
and routinely savaged women who disagreed with them and viciously attacked their decisions.
 Pretending that all feminists (or even a majority of feminists) think its equally acceptable and valid
for a woman to choose whichever path she likes belies the thousands of articles from within
feminism's own ranks which prove otherwise.  Women who marry early, don't go to college, and
condescend to devote their lives to their husbands and families are frequently harassed and demeaned
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by the feminist narrative.  Motherhood and domesticity - hallmarks of femininity and parts of the
essential self-image of women for thousands of years - are regularly debased as unimportant by
feminists, scalding the millions of women women who decided their reproductive future was more
important than their career future.

But feminism won't own its own savaging of women.  It won't own the millions of men who have
suffered because of feminist-inspired culture of serial monogamy and divorce.  It won't own the
blatantly unfair and unequal treatment it has given fathers over the years, the cynical attacks on
fatherood and father's rights.  It won't own the reality of false rape accusations, because the supposed
effect on the alleged victims far outweighs the legal and moral rights of anyone accused of a crime to
due process.  It won't own the millions of families shattered by the feminist movement's unintended
consequences.  Or the dramatic social and cultural impact feminist initiatives and programs have had
on men and children.

So regardless of the smiles, we see far more knives . . . and even one knife is too many.  After forty
years of relentlessly using men and masculinity as a punching bag without fear of serious
consequence, the result is what you see before you: two generations of men confused, angry, bitter,
and nearly hopeless about our futures.  Being lambasted for our male privileges while 70% of
homeless and suicide victims are men galls us.  Being accused of perpetrating "rape culture" while
the majority of us have been so heartlessly attacked for our sexuality that some of our best minds
consider chemical castration and self-imposed exile from the gene pool because of the terror
feminism has inspired in men about sex is insulting.  Feminism has succeeded in nearly criminalizing
and certainly demonizing normal, healthy male sexuality - and undermining the social stability of
family life and long term monogamy that men have been traditionally dependent upon for our
motivations.

If feminism is to be true to its ideals and pursue a culture of equality, not only can it not do so without
taking the issues and interests of men into consideration, it will never happen without the active and
enthusiastic cooperation of men.  Using shame, ridicule, disrespect and outright antipathy to motivate
us just doesn't work. In fact, it produces things like the Manosphere as a direct result.

Nor are we as "fringe" as you might imagine.  Over the course of the last several years the
Manosphere has exploded, thanks to information technologies, and part of our continuing efforts
involve educating young men and boys about our perspectives on feminism.  And it's catching on.

 We are purposefully - out of sheer desperation - doing our best to inoculate young men from
feminism and demonstrate that feminist perspectives do not have their best interests in mind.  We are
encouraging them not to marry, and when they do, to have ridiculously high standards for their wives.
 We are encouraging them to pursue their natural masculine goals and interests without regard to the
concerns of women.  We are encouraging them to reject women with a high partner count as poor
long-term risks for matrimony, but good short-term prospects for sex.  We are teaching them to be
more callous and calculating in their personal choices because in our collective experience it is the
attitude that will serve them best in this environment.  We are teaching them that there are enough
women in the world to consider for sex and dating that becoming reliant on any one is a poor idea.

https://theredarchive.com/


www.TheRedArchive.com Page 1011 of 1013

 We are teaching them that girls are not their friends, but their competitors and sex interests alone . . .
because we've seen how women treat their male "friends".

I know, all of these things will horrify your average feminist.  But just as the radical wing of the 3rd
Wave (Dworkin, McKinnion, et. al.) saw the cautious attempts of men in the 1970s to contend with
feminism as proof of the inherent "male oppression" that justified thirty years of misandry in the
feminist movement, as reasonable men we look at the future that our sons have, and we don't want
them to experience the same hateful and hopeless dance with feminism we were forced into.

Instead, we will teach them to be masculine Men, according to their own desires and needs.  Which
includes a healthy amount of male sexuality.  Yes, getting laid is a primary male interest.  So,
ironically, is getting married.  So is having children.  But the days when a man could safely count on
good opportunities for all three of those are over, and we have to teach our sons how to deal with the
world they will live in, not the ideal we want for them.

So we're telling them to drop out.  Drop out of college, turn their back on corporate achievement, and
withdraw their active support and energy from society until feminism relents and decides to actually
talk to us, not merely scream at us.  We're telling them to withdraw their participation and focus
solely on their own well-being.  We're establishing the meme that a man who works on a woman's
behalf has betrayed his self-interest and that of his fellow men.  We're telling our boys that feminism
is a foe, that women are all suspect, and that they should have fear and suspicion in their hearts when
approaching the topic . . . because any other perspective for men in a post-feminist world is not going
to be in his best interests.

It's sad, it really is.  But this is not the world we wrought - this is the world that feminism gave to us.
 Our mothers were divorced and bitter, our fathers were estranged and disrespected, and you've tried
to make us feel ashamed of our masculinity for so long, we just don't trust you any more.  Every time
we do, we get hurt - it's like an abusive relationship.  It will take a lot of effort and a lot of energy to
reconcile these perspectives, I know.  And yes, that might be easier to do if men and the Manosphere
would take a more conciliatory, less-caustic tone.

But the problem is we tried doing that in nice respectful language for forty years, and you ignored us
and humiliated us.  We CAN'T trust feminism any more, and we HAVE to treat it with suspicion,
because it's clear that the future it wants for men is not one that men want for themselves.

I hope this inspires you to continue the dialog, and I invite your thoughtful response.  But if it follows
the usual pattern of our discourse with feminism, you will likely shrug your shoulders, write us off,
and ignore what we've been saying while you go rescue another kitten.  That's your prerogative, of
course.  But don't say we didn't try.

Very Best Wishes,

Ian Ironwood
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