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Praise for "God’s Gift to Women"








Reader Comments






“Stanford Friedman’s book is full of insight into what makes the
modern male tick. The struggle between freedom and commitment,
alienation and love, is brought forth in prose that delights with
its mellifluous delicacy. God’s Gift to Women is also very funny,
at time even slapstick, with a fine ear for how men and women
communicate—or fail to—today.”

—Nancy Jo Saless, contributing editor, Vanity Fair

 

 



“God’s Gift to Women reminds me of Nick Hornsby’s High
Fidelity—except instead of a tale about a man’s obsession with
music, we get a book about a man’s obsession with the opposite sex.
I’d call this novel ‘guy lit’ but it’s too smart, too knowing, too
literary for that. Really, it’s a 30-something male’s coming of age
story. Anyone of either sex who feels confounded by love, dating
and what it all ultimately means will love this book.”

—Paula Derrow, editor, Behind the Bedroom Door: Getting It, Giving
It, Loving It, Missing It






Thanks for reading. To learn more, or to purchase, visit
www.stanfordfriedman.com
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Pages 63 - 67


Any three-sided figure, by nature, is closed and sharp. So it
was with Faith and Sal and Scott as a single geometry, the way
their corners met, their hands touching or not, the bits of
knowledge each possessed adding up to something that is predictable
if one is familiar with the formula. But Scott was a novice cheat,
having tried it once before with Patty and failing miserably. He
took his guilt pangs at face value, avoiding Sal at all cost,
turning to sap whenever Faith reached to his belt. Cheating held
all the chemical properties of cocaine and Scott had become a
hopeless addict. Sal also was inexperienced or, more likely, blind.
Faith was a pro, of course, but had the least to lose. She
manipulated the two men with ease, scheduling her time, measuring
out her sex, a ready supply of birth control pills inhabiting
Scott’s medicine chest. Sometimes Scott thinks they still would be
sneaking around today if she had not failed to consider the
dynamics of rain. Specifically, what affect a thunderstorm has on a
scheduled outdoor concert by the Philharmonic. When Sal walked in
on them in his own apartment, drenched and in need of dinner, Scott
was sitting naked behind Sal's practice drum set, playing along
with a tape of the Beach Boys. Faith, wearing only a bikini bottom
was standing atop the coffee table, pretending to surf. First it
was Scott stopping the beat and letting the drumsticks fall from
his hands. Then Faith turning her head toward the foyer. Sal, mouth
agape in a silent scream, Faith running to the bedroom, Scott
tearing to the couch to find his clothes, Sal deciding who he would
like to murder first, deciding on Faith, and treading slowly toward
the now shut bedroom door. Scott, boxers on, the rest of his stuff
in hand making a break for the exit hearing behind him the carefree
voice of Brian Wilson singing, "fun, fun, fun till your daddy takes
your T-bird away," and an explosion that he figures is the bedroom
door being shattered off its hinges.



The next day Scott phoned in sick. He asked his colleague, Jason,
to cover for him and arrived at Sal's apartment building early,
guessing she would still be there. He hid behind a dumpster until
he saw Sal, slump shouldered, descend the stoop and drag off toward
the subway. He steeled himself to get up to the door and then spent
a long time just staring at the buzzer. His lungs were swollen and
his stomach was churning with bile. He was about to press the
button when he saw her through the glass of the locked second door.
She stood there, on her side of it, and did not say a word. She
looked at him, or possibly at herself in the glass and shook her
head. Then shook her head again. He turned and left to go home. His
skin was thin as soggy newsprint and white as borax. His ears rang
with the roar of his chest collapsing from within.



Just past the entrance to the G train at the corner of Bedford and
Lafayette, Scott catches his own reflection in the scratched
Plexiglas of a phone booth. He closes one eye and his face becomes
Wendy’s; the way she looks coming out of the ocean from a swim. He
moves his lips and she speaks: “I will be with you always and
unconditionally. I am faithful. I am not a mistake. I am alive. I
am exclusively yours. I am available to you.”



He jogs in place in a slightly staggered rhythm, shaking off the
mirage, getting a feel for how he is holding up. Each step he takes
reverberates in his mind, the same way a puddle might spawn
concentric circles. What he remembers now is not only the silence
surrounding Faith that day, but also the many ways he has talked to
women. Not the information passed on or even the secrets kept back,
but the pure and odd mechanisms of his interaction. And the
grammatical terms of endearment with which they responded. Rachel
would pluralize nouns so that a disagreement with a verb turned
into a love pat, "You are my teddy bears," she would sigh without a
hint of saccharine. Similarly, Wendy likes to alter verb tense:
"You is the sweetest man," or leave out the verb altogether, "You
handsome." How totally inane it sounds to Scott, out of context,
making him cringe. But he knows he is equally guilty, more so
adding in his fixation on Angie, more so still, considering the
litany of styles he will use to communicate with the women he
adores, or once adored:


           


He will call in the middle of the day, when he knows she shouldn't
be home, just to listen to the voice on the machine. Does she sound
happy? More depressed? Does the I, one day suddenly turn
into We? Can that mere recording spark a memory to get him
through another day?


           


He will speak to her in bed in the pitch black and if they have
just made love he will say how pretty she is in the dark or if they
have fought he will growl like a bear and poke her ribs till either
she laughs and twists his finger or turns her back to him and kicks
hard with the heel of her foot. Or if they are breaking up he will
talk in gulps and fall into tears.


           


He would speak to her at the grave.


           


He will speak in dirty words over the phone, ennobled by her
anonymity, the turn on of spending money to pronounce specific
verbs for some woman who fakes being aroused while she is doing her
nails or sitting in a cold empty room watching a cockroach. He
would like to have an earnest conversation sometime with one of
these women he calls when Wendy is out of town visiting her mom.
One who for a change claims not to have long blonde hair and a
38-inch bust. He would like to ask her about the job and if she's
happy and if only they could get a cup of coffee they might both be
that much happier.


           


He will talk directly to her on the bus when what there is to say
is strictly trivial. He will lock eyes with her and the words turn
into cotton. He could be saying anything and her reply might as
well be in Hebrew because the white noise of a flirtatious stare is
deafening.


           


He will type at his keyboard while she, hundreds of miles away,
replies in kind, and the text that fills the screen, the stream of
wires, somehow decompress into a kind of affection where he offers
to wrap her hair in the letter y or place her in the crook of an
ampersand or type a long sequence of spaces to signify emptiness.
The sentences yield to numbers. An area code, a prefix and a
suffix, the cold components of nearness, like the medical names for
the pieces of the heart.


           


He has only yelled when deep into a fight, when she has accused him
of being a stone or doing just barely enough to prove love or after
another long afternoon of silence.


           


He will talk to her in the rhythms of her own voice, the unique
turn of phrase or accent or barely noticeable emphasis on a wrong
syllable. In this way Scott takes her into him. When he speaks in
her tones he comes to understand her paths of thought.


           


He has tried many times to talk to women in nightclubs but never
finds anything to say. Scott has trouble enacting a cliché. He
cannot, for instance, bring himself to make out in the back seat of
a car, so the very idea of picking up someone in a bar precludes
him from actually doing so, as he well knew that first night he
spied Faith.


           


There have been months of his life when, if the phone rang, it
could have been any of them. Distinct voices connected to wishes
that never came true but stayed around anyway. Persistent and
integrated as a night full of sirens. Complicated as the wiring of
his answering machine he too often let answer for him, but as
simple as a gathering of ten digits on a dial. Press 1 for customer
complaints, press 2 for the inability to end a romance, press 3 to
flee.


           


Then there were the times when the continual silence of the
telephone was unbearable. He would imagine the ringer inside its
plastic housing, not as the mass of solder and microchips it no
doubt was, but as the old fashioned twin domes of chrome with a
small metal clapper poised between, ready to clatter wildly when
the right combination of numbers was entered by a soft and hesitant
hand. But those hands were busy elsewhere. The answering machine
never blinked with life, the red light that counted the number of
calls staying as steady as an EKG of the dead. The corpse was the
body of his social life, and it was buried in the shallow of blank
white squares that filled his week-at-a-glance daybook.


           


Now the steady red light from an overhead traffic signal mocks him
as he starts off again and the road is a readout of white blinking
lines. It is a street screaming that it is full of messages, that
if he would simply stop running long enough to find the button on
the lamp post and press it, the path would rewind for him and play
back the luring screech of tires from the fast-breaking cabs, the
basso rumbles of the city bus, the soft confused squeal of those
who didn't see it coming.

 

 

###

 

 

Thanks for reading. To learn more, or to purchase, visit
www.stanfordfriedman.com
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