
W omen fully embrace 
the term “chick flick.” 
That was the first surprise 
as I began my research, and 
it’s the fact that may prove 

key to the whole enterprise.
for the ladies, let me explain the central 

conceit to guys’ movies: They appeal to our 
survival fantasies. Pit one man (Under Siege) or 
men (Hoosiers) against seemingly insurmount-
able odds (terrorists, South bend central High 
School), and you have a film that we’ll quote ad 
nauseum decades after its release. 

for the men, deciphering what women see in 
chick flicks could help us endure the occasional 
saccharine overdose. So, like a cross between roger 
ebert and Jane Goodall, I took the apes to the 
movies. (first lesson: Women hate that analogy.)

my study began with My Sister’s Keeper, the 
story of a young girl with leukemia and the sister 
born to serve as her donor. With me was my 
friend casey, who had read the book and informed 
me, “I started crying on page six. I couldn’t even 
finish the last chapter.” can’t wait, I thought, 
opening the case to a film so sappy the DVD 
could’ve been made from candied maple syrup. 

before hitting play, I needed the ground rules. 
What should a guy do if his female companion 
starts to weep? “I would be insulted if you made 
fun of me—I know it’s ridiculous,” casey said. 

“and don’t be like, ‘oh, it’s oK.’ I’m not going to 
lose sleep tonight.” yeah, but that wouldn’t be 
the worst time for a man to make a move, right? I 
mean, that’s part of the chick-flick appeal—
there’s an element of romance. “I suppose you 
could take advantage if you really wanted to.” 
Well, that just makes it sound sordid. 

as the cancer escalated and the voiceovers 
churned out lines like, “everyone was so worried 
about my blood counts, they barely even noticed 
that Jesse was dyslexic,” the movie changed from 
chick flick to farce. So days later, I decided it was 
time to bring out the big guns: The Notebook and 
Susan, who had a feasible cinema theory of her own.

“you need relationship equality,” she explained. 
“In the bad ones, it’s mostly about the women, and 
the guy is a caricature: either Prince charming or 
a dick.” Therefore: Bride Wars = bad, (500) Days 
of Summer = good. In contrast, she had a second, 
less fair-minded idea: “I haven’t done the statisti-
cal analysis, but the people that champion crappy 
chick flicks are unhappy in their own relation-
ships, or state of unrelationship—God, I sound 

like a horrible person.” yes, you do, but it keeps 
me from stating such things.

Speaking of horrible, have you seen The Note-
book? In terms of relationship equality, I found 
rachel mcadams and ryan Gosling identically 
irritating. Why is this the quintessential chick flick? 
according to Susan, “’cause ryan Gosling is hot and 
manly and sexy and caring.” oK, oK, that’s enough.

Words delicately balanced between advice and 
admonishment came as we settled down for my 
final trial. “It’s easy to make fun of The Notebook,” 
she said. “What’s not easy is letting yourself go.” It 
would be a task made difficult due to the next 
movie being The Proposal. I might like a-rod more 
than Sandra bullock.

but I found untapped mental muscle memory, 
developed through years of eSPn. announcers 
like Joe morgan make me want to ice-pick my ear 
drums, but I still watch sports. The key is active 
disengagement, a sifting for nuggets of interest 
amid intolerable sludge. While watching bullock 
stomp around in red-soled heels, I compulsively 
uttered, “oh, she’s wearing blahniks.” 

“no, those are louboutins,” Susan corrected—
she, clearly impressed, me, grateful I got that wrong. 

like a separate relationship issue, it helps to 
think about baseball. When you sit down and 
honestly pay attention to a game, there’s maybe 
four minutes of compelling content within a 
three-hour span of triviality. but you find what you 
like and accept the filler. and in the same way, 
women see the silliness in chick flicks. They just 
need men to do something we’re already trained 
for: respect the absurdity. CCC
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To ThaT DaD: 
you must be so proud. She 
made the team. It doesn’t 

matter if she doesn’t deserve to be 
there. She may not have the skills, but 
she does have a connection. and that 
connection is you. That’s all that you 
have ever wanted since she was cut 
from the middle-school team. “yep, 
that’s my kid. She’s going to be on the 
varsity team; I’ll make sure of it 
because I represent everything that’s 
fair.” In your mind, you think that 
you’ve done her a favor, but you 
couldn’t be more wrong. She’s on the 
team, and she doesn’t have herself  
to thank. She has you. you must be  
so proud.         Observers from afar

To “Wishing people were sweeter”:

It is unfortunate that you do not have 
respect for your fellow commuters, nor 
are you schooled in manners. Perhaps 
you should think about your actions 
and how they are perceived by others 
around you, particularly those young 
people working on the commuter boat. 
There are many people who wait 
patiently in line for 15 or 20 minutes, 
some of whom are handicapped. you 
refer to a handicapped woman as “Paula 
Dean.” you should learn about civility, 
manners and respect for everyone in 
this society, as the example you set is 
horrible.   Wishing line-cutters were smarter

To the angel who found a driver’s 
license in the South End:

you made my day, my week, maybe my 
year. I had dropped my license while 
running somewhere along mass. ave 
and the Southwest corridor. I went 
out to do some errands, resigned to the 
idea of spending the next day at the 
registry. Imagine my delight when I got 
home to find that some Good, nay, 
Great Samaritan had schlepped to my 
house and slid it through my mail slot. 
Who does that? best holiday gift ever.    
           Paying it forward 

Unrequited crush? Bad hair? Need to vent? Send your 
e-mails of love and spleen to impersonals@improper.
com, or fax 617-859-1446.Send your stories and suggestions to nick@improper.com.

You’re so 
caring!


