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Hello, my name is Liz. I am not a HIM, but I’m married to one, gave birth to one, and have dated, known, or worked with zillions of HIMs in my lifetime.

Experience is not the same as understanding, however. That’s where Chris Fabry—who really is a HIM—will be of service to all of us women who are trying to figure out what makes our men tick.

Hmmm.

Notice we have no companion volume here—The HER Book—to educate men on what makes us tick. Are you kidding? Who would buy it? You’d have to purchase it for HIM, which turns the whole thing into a homework assignment. HIMs really hate homework. Take my ten-year-old son. Please.

Wait! I’m kidding, of course, which is something Mr. Fabry does exceedingly well here. Chris has an attribute that lots of HIMs do not have, which is a sense of humor about HIMself. A real grasp of not only what makes HIM tick, but why the sound of HIM ticking occasionally drives his wife bananas.

The HIM Book has all the thrill of male bashing without the after-guilt because it was written by a male.

I love this.

Clearly, the author has spent his therapy dollars well and has come out on top of the self-enlightened heap with his helmet of salvation firmly in place and his breastplate of righteousness strapped on tight. It’s Chris’s unique view of life as a Christian HIM that makes this such a gotta-read-it book.

Think of it as “Dave Barry Goes to Promise Keepers.”

For example, thanks to Chris, I finally understand why my own husband, Bill, refuses to hold my purse while I paw through the sale rack at Jacobson’s.

What’s the big deal? I used to wonder.

Now I get it. When another HIM walks by, the competitive nature of my own HIM gets trampled underfoot. Without a word being said or a punch being thrown, my dear hubby has been deemed “The Loser” because he’s standing there with a brown leather purse in his hands.

Wait a minute. Footballs are made of brown leather, right?

Ah, but that’s not the point. A real HIM doesn’t hold purses, or let his wife drive with HIM in the car, or let another guy beat HIM at UNO or any other winner-takes-all game.

Cleverly woven through all the humor in The HIM Book (and, girlfriend, I laughed out loud a bunch) are genuinely helpful tips for handling life with a HIM. Best I can tell, it can be summed up in three words: There is hope!

Yes, there’s hope for understanding your very own HIM and for improving your relationship. But it may mean adjusting your expectations.

(If only they knew how low our expectations were to begin with!)

When you get to the part about “most men I know will settle for the Velamint,” remember you read it here first: Most women would be thrilled with the Velamint and will settle for anything that’s not reminiscent of nacho dip or beef jerky. (This will all make sense when you read this page.)

I hope I’ve raised your own expectations about his book, dear sister, because it’s filled with humor, pathos, and truth. You will read aloud whole portions to your husband, who’ll snatch the book out of your hands and say, “Who is this guy?”

Chris Fabry is real in a wonderfully scary way. He’s a man’s man, a guy’s guy, (a HIM’s HIM?), who willingly invites us to climb inside not only his head, but his heart as well. I didn’t expect to cry when I read The HIM Book, but I did.

Which means your secret is out, Chris. A nothing-but-a-HIM, dyed-in-the-wool-sports-nut, give-me-the-remote-before-somebody-gets-hurt kinda guy could never have written this book. Chris Fabry, on the other hand, not only understands HIMself, he understands us.

And what woman doesn’t delight in that?

Read on without fear, sis. And invest in a pack of Velamints for later.

LIZ CURTIS HIGGS

Author and humorist


Introduction
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Hello, my name is Chris. I am a HIM.

I tell you this so you’ll understand I have a skewed way of looking at life. It comes with the territory. I don’t communicate very well. I shun feelings. I’ve made work my mistress. I buy affection from my children.

I’ve written this book exclusively for the woman who wants to understand her husband, fiancé, man, hunk, pal … a person referred to hereafter as a HIM. A HIM, or a Highly Identifiable Male, is the man in your life who does certain things, says certain phrases, and acts in ways that, when you hear them described, you can’t help but say, “That’s him! He does that!”

I am uniquely qualified to give you insight into this person, because I’m an out-of-the-closet HIM. I have been a HIM nearly all my life. (I was a HIM at conception, and I became a Christian HIM at an early age.) I have been friends with HIMs, I’ve attended church with HIMs, played Softball with HIMs, argued, laughed, and once (I think) even got into a deep discussion about the 1972 World Series with a HIM. That was the series between the Cincinnati Reds and Oakland A’s, one of the most underrated World Series of the seventies. The Big Red Machine had come through a difficult season battling the Dodgers and had just barely slipped by the Pirates in an incredible bottom-of-the-ninth win at Riverfront Stadium. Roberto Clemente was still playing for Pittsburgh and … oh, sorry. Anyway, the conversation would have brought tears to your eyes, believe me.

When I married a few years ago, I was faced with the challenge of communicating all of my HIMness to my wonderful, lovely, yet uninformed, uninitiated wife.* I could tell she didn’t understand me by the way her eyes glazed over when I talked about the 1972 World Series and the pitch Catfish Hunter threw Johnny Bench in the bottom of the seventh with two on and two out. (A HIM will correctly tell you the pitcher was Rollie Fingers, and it was the bottom of the eighth, one out.) This was not her fault. She’s not a HIM. She had limited close contact with HIMs. How could she know?

Educating her was my goal, but because of my inability to communicate on a deep level (one of my inborn traits), I failed miserably. She doesn’t truly understand me. She has no idea what goes on in my mind when she says something like, “How do you feel about that?”

Feel? I think. What’s that? I have spent my life trying not to feel anything. (Many HIMs are “emotional lepers,” a term we’ll deal with in this book.)

What goes on in the mind of a HIM when asked such a question? What happens in a man’s brain when he sees his wife crying? What makes a HIM say things like, “Well, if you’re going to get all torn up about it, why don’t you just cancel the whole thing?” or “Crying’s not going to do any good” or “There’s no use getting all worked up about it”? We’ll explore these and other mysteries concerning the Highly Identifiable Male.

There are many books and myriad experts who can explain why things like this happen. They can give you ten steps to follow and a deep analysis of your problems. I am not a psychologist. I am not a counselor. I am not a pastor or even an associate pastor. I’m not a professor. I have no degree in anything that makes me even remotely qualified to speak in this area except one—I am a HIM.* I am simply a reporter, an observer looking at the process of my own marriage and the marriages of those around me. Therefore, I am here on behalf of your HIM to communicate that he really does love you. In spite of all his HIMness, there beats a heart that desires to please you, that desires to give you happiness and joy unspeakable. I know it’s hard to believe, especially the unspeakable part. Trust me.

I am not trying to lump your husband into some category so he can be trashed by feminists. This is one of the big fears of every HIM. I am not broad-brushing all men. All men are not HIMs. I simply want to give you the tools that will help you figure out if your husband is one, and if so, to what degree.

No matter how entrenched your HIM is, there is still reason for great hope. We’re not talking about just any HIM; we’re talking about Christian HIMs. There is remarkable potential in the life of a man who is being transformed by the love and power of Jesus Christ.

I see Christian HIMs trying harder than ever before to communicate, to love their wives, and to change in meaningful ways. Take the modern Christian men’s movement. Stadiums are now filled with hundreds of thousands of HIMs who listen to speakers, take on the challenge of being committed to their families, and make changes their wives have nagged them about for twenty years.

To appreciate that kind of change in a man’s life, you need to understand the way he’s wired. So let me take you into the world of the HIM. It’s a wonderful place. Much of our life is not in Technicolor but black and white. We live on an even keel, balanced, not too up or down. Hardly ever emotional. Observing the life of a HIM is like riding a roller coaster without the incline. Life goes by really fast, but there’s not much to it. And we like to ride alone.

I once had a golfing friend I’ll call Dave.* We spent one morning a week in a small group, discussing Patrick Morley’s book Man in the Mirror. One week we would play golf and talk, the next week we would have breakfast and talk. Some weeks we would have breakfast, golf, and talk. Some weeks we wouldn’t talk at all. We’d just stand at the third hole and watch each other hit balls into the water. Some weeks we forgot to show up. We are HIMs.

Dave was about forty years old, a confirmed bachelor who lived with his dog in an old house. He worked on cars. He loved blaze orange. After a couple of years of playing golf and getting to know each other on a deeper level (like which club to use off the neighbor’s carport), we discovered Dave was not only dating a girl from our church named Mary, he was about to wed her! We found this out not from Dave but from an announcement one Sunday morning. My other friend, whose real name is Bob, could not believe that someone we prayed with and shared personal struggles with would say nothing to us about his plans to get married. You would have thought that one day on hole number 8, 5-iron over water, bunker on right (my personal favorite) Dave would have said something like, “Looks like the wind’s blowing left to right, Chris. Better aim for the apartment building. And oh, by the way, I’m getting married next week.” But he didn’t.

When confronted, Dave said, “Well, it just all happened so fast, ha, ha, ha.” It was a beautiful wedding, and Dave is now the proud father of three. Things did happen quickly, but Dave remains a HIM through and through.

Of course, not all men are like this. But I’m not talking about all men. I’m talking about HIMs. All HIMs won’t exhibit every behavior found in this book. You may have a husband who’s able to communicate on a deep level but still treats work as his priority and has a hard time making room for spiritual things. On this page, I’ve included a quiz that will help you determine the extent of your man’s HIMness.

Not everyone will agree with my assessments. Your HIM may look at a chapter and say, “That’s not how I think.” If he says this, you can be sure he’s a HIM. HIMs rarely admit anything.

With a topic this huge, it’s impossible to ensure that you’ll understand everything about a HIM. But if I can help just one woman appreciate the pitch on a 3-2 count that Johnny Bench took for a called third strike, and not have her eyes glaze over, it’ll be worth the effort.


*She was HIM deficient.

*(Hear me roar.)

*Because his name is Dave.




The Ultimate HIM Diagnostic Quiz

Please answer the following questions as true or false.

1. I know more about sea anemones than I do about my husband’s feelings.

2. My husband’s priorities seem to be work, sports, his car, the yard, church, the kids, and then me.

3. My husband would rather floss with razor wire and gargle shards of glass than discuss our marriage.

4. My husband would rather jam his head on the end of a sharpened pencil than go to counseling.

5. Sometimes I feel alone in this marriage.

6. Okay, I feel alone most of the time in this marriage.

7. I can’t tell you how alone I feel in this marriage.

8. I really wish my husband would significantly change in a couple of areas.

9. My husband is a great person and I love him, but I’m frustrated because we don’t seem to be on the same team.

10. I am willing to do just about anything to change our relationship for the better.

If you answered five or more questions as “true,” you are married to a HIM.



There is a great deal of human nature in man.

CHARLES KINGSLEY

All the world’s a stage, and all the men and women merely players.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

That is the happiest conversation where there is no competition, no vanity, but a calm quiet interchange of sentiments.

SAMUEL JOHNSON




Chapter One

HIMs Think Life Is One Big Competition
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My wife Andrea and I were having dinner with a couple of very spiritual people. They were headed toward the mission field and a life of service to God. They were really spiritual. They had a “call” and were working every day to realize their goal of going into a foreign country that was way too hot, had no running water or electricity, and worst of all, no cable TV.

We finished our dinner and were sitting around talking about spiritual things, when someone innocently said, “Let’s play a game.”

The wives giggled with excitement. To them a game meant fun and fellowship. I knew better. In the mind of a HIM there is no such thing as a game just for fellowship. When the word game is even mentioned, a sharp minor chord sounds in a HIM’s ears like the first four notes in Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony. Testosterone flows. Muscles tighten. He reaches for his mental athletic supporter.

The women were going to laugh and talk and enjoy each other. They were ready to “play.” For them a game was simply another way to enjoy their relationship. But my friend and I immediately began thinking of the battle. We weren’t going to “play” anything. We were going to war. As a true HIM, I didn’t care how far away these people were moving, this was my chance—possibly my last—to compete.

The methods of weaponry were meager: Scrabble, Rook, perhaps a quick round of Parcheesi. Then I heard a faint voice say, “How about UNO?” And thus began the longest night of our lives—or close to it.

My friend’s wife won the first game. My wife took the second in record time. My friend’s wife won the third.

I was able to control my competitive juices by telling myself, “This is UNO. This is not a competition.” However, my good friend, this godly tower of spiritual strength, was turning red. His fingers and eyes twitched. His concentration got more intense. The fact that this was UNO, a simple game, only made it worse for him.

“Draw Four,” his wife said.

“Draw Four?!?” he said incredulously, slamming his cards on the table. “How come I always get the lousy Draw Four cards?”

“Oh honey, you don’t get all of them,” his wife said. “I got one last time, and I was fine with it.”

His eyes darted from player to player. No friends here, he must have thought. He flicked a glance at his cards like a hungry lion drooling in the grass. He sized up his prey. Should he play the Wild card or the Reverse? He waved his hand nervously by his side like a gunfighter. But on the very next play, all that his macho moves netted him were another Draw Four and two Reverses that took the game out of his control. He was on UNO Island, a player unto himself. Lonely. Pensive.

Finally the play reversed to my friend, but before he could put his card down, I heard his wife say with a certain knowing glee, “UNO!” She had but one card left.

“Uno?!?!?” my friend said, the bile of competition rising from the depths of his inner HIMness. “How does that happen? How do you do that? That’s not fair! I quit. This is a stupid game.”

How can anyone compete at UNO, I ask you? It’s just a game, right? Well, I asked that of another couple a few years later, and the husband looked at me with chagrin.

“There’s a method to winning,” he said. “I’ll show you.”

We played three more games. He won all three. Then he smiled as if to say, “I told you.”

It doesn’t matter where he is or what he’s doing, a true HIM will find a way to compete. If no one else is around, he competes with himself. How many times have you come home to discover your HIM preparing to take a shower but stuck near the clothes hamper, trying to flip his underwear into it with his toe?* Have you ever wondered why it takes us so long in the bathroom? We time bodily functions. It’s all a competition.

Counselors now know that most HIMs suffer from what is clinically known as “HIM Competitive Syndrome,” or HIMCOS. This is much like PTSD—post-traumatic stress disorder—except HIMs don’t have to be in a war or live through a plane crash to get it. All they have to do is be a HIM, and it comes naturally.

HIMs compete over who has the latest and best computer hardware and software. They compete over the strength of their coffee and how long they grind their coffee beans. They compete over sports minutiae. They compete by stumping their friends with film dialogue or song lyrics no one should remember. HIMs even compete with their kids.

HIMSPEAK


“I’m not going to play on the church softball team this year.”

Translation: I’m tired of competing with my pastor for the most RBIs.



When my children were young, they kept pestering me to play Candyland. I hated the thought. I finally saw how much it meant to them, so I sat down on the floor, chose my blue playing piece, shuffled the cards, and away we went. It wasn’t long until I was into the game, trying to hit the spaces where I could advance quickly. I wanted Queen Frostine; I salivated over her beauty. But I kept getting Plumpy and Grandma Nut, who are not so far along on the game board and not half as pleasing to view. When my daughter passed the last square before I did, ready to go into that blessed happiness of chocolate delight, I did not feel joy for her. I did not pat her three-year-old back and say, “Good job; you did that very well.” I simply said, “Let’s play it again. But this time Dad gets to go first.”

Competition is one of the most pronounced traits of a HIM. It’s the driving force in a HIM’s life—to be better than someone else; to compare his abilities with someone else’s abilities; to show everyone, especially himself, that he has worth.

The disease—HIMCOS—permeates nearly every part of a HIM’s life. A HIM competes when he drives the car. You will rarely, if ever, see a HIM riding in the passenger seat with his wife behind the wheel. It’s too painful. It means he has no control. Your HIM may well go crazy if you insist on driving more than once a month.

A HIM competes for parking spaces; he will drive through each lane of the parking lot to find the closest parking spot to the grocery store.

A HIM competes for lanes on the expressway. Things are fine as long as traffic around him stays polite; but let someone cut him off just once and watch what happens. If a woman gets cut off in traffic, she’ll turn to her passengers and say, “Did you see that? Can you believe the way people drive? Somebody’s going to teach that guy a lesson some day.” A HIM’s response? “Watch this! I’m gonna teach this guy a lesson!” He then proceeds to pull up beside the other driver to bawl him out with a glaring look, then shakes his head and drives off even faster.

A Christian HIM is at a disadvantage here, because he can’t make any of the creative gestures other drivers make. He can throw his hands up in the air or smack the dashboard, but he can’t yell obscenities or wave offensive signals at other drivers. This is really the only drawback to being a Christian HIM. He can’t vent anger creatively, he must turn the other cheek—or fender—if he has to.

I recall one such competitive situation, when I was driving alone and got cut off. I resisted the urge to compete with the other car and tried to get my HIMness under control. However, a little later, a window in the car rolled down, and onto my windshield flew a hamburger wrapper, a soda cup, and an empty paper bag. I was outraged. I couldn’t believe anyone would be so callous and inconsiderate. But I didn’t just shake my head and pledge not to be a litterbug. I had to do something. I had to compete.

I pulled into the right lane and sped up. In seconds I was beside the offending driver with my window rolled down. “Stop throwing out trash!” I yelled, mouthing the words dramatically.

The passenger in the car, a grizzled man with a mustache, rolled his window down as well. “What did you say?”

With even more exaggerated outrage, I yelled, “I said, stop throwing trash out of your window!”

He turned to the driver and said something. The driver looked over at me and said something back to the passenger, who again turned to me. He gave me a sick smile and, with great wryness, he slowly and even more dramatically replied, “Thank you, officer.”

In the pit of my stomach I knew I had lost the competition, defeated by a sardonic litterer. This proves again that a HIM will go to unimaginable lengths to compete. No one in his right mind would say anything to anyone on the roadways these days. There’s too much danger involved. But a HIM with a competitive heart will wade into any situation.

You’re probably wondering when a HIM contracts HIMCOS. The disease germinates at the very moment of conception. Scientists are now able to record the earliest sounds inside the fertilized egg. With a microphone the size of gnat dandruff, these brilliant men, who competed over who could make the smallest microphone, can now let us hear exactly what happens immediately after the sperm penetrates the wall of the egg.

Here, for the first time in written form, because nobody else would have believed it, is a transcript of what the sperm actually says.*


“Whee, I’m through, I’m through! I made it! I was the only one! Whee! Nice try guys, but I’m number one today!! Somebody give me a high-five. Oh, wait, I’m the only one who made it. Whee! I’m number one. I’m number one!”



As the baby HIM develops, he begins the process of what will become a life filled with competition. Skip forward with me a few years and see the effects of this genetic phenomenon. Little Jimmy has been asked to play at little Billy’s house for the very first time. Billy’s mother asked Jimmy’s mother if he could come over, because the fathers of Billy and Jimmy are simply not competent to make such a decision. (Actually, both fathers were out playing golf for $5 a hole.) Here is a brief portion of the boys’ initial conversation.


Jimmy: Are these your toys?

Billy: Yes.

Jimmy: I’ve got more than that.

Billy: So? Mine are newer than yours.

Jimmy: Are not!

Billy: Are too!

Jimmy: Well, you have cheesy teeth.

Billy: Do not!

Jimmy: Do too!

Billy: My dad can beat up your dad.

Jimmy: Cannot!

Billy: Can too! My mom can even beat up your dad.

Jimmy: Cannot!

Billy: Can too!!



All competition invariably leads to this basic point—the ability of one father to physically best the other father. There are many theories as to why this happens, but the truth is this: At bedtime, when you think your HIM is tucking your son in or saying prayers with him, he’s actually instilling unhealthy societal thoughts in his mind.


Daddy: Jimmy, are you ready for bed?

Jimmy: Yes, Daddy.

Daddy: Did you get dressed quicker than your sister?

Jimmy: Yes, Daddy.
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