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"You know why women make men so nervous?" 

The old man sitting to my left asks me this question without any provocation that I 

can recollect. Maybe there is one, but I can't recall it because I’m sleep deprived. 

Severely. I turn to Danielle, my breakfasting companion, for confirmation that this is 

really happening. It is.  

Everyone who works here calls the old man "chief." When he sat down next to me a 

few minutes before, he separated a short stack of dollar bills and doled one out to 

every counter man and fry cook in the place as they came over to greet him. Those 

that didn't come over to chief for their dollar, he requested by name: 

"Leon - come over here. I have something for you." 

"Yes, chief." 
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With the dollars all finally dispensed, he turned to me and said "everybody here loves 

me." 

"Because you pay them off?" 

"Exactly. Every time I come here, I give them all a dollar. Even if there's only one 

free seat in the place, as soon as I sit down, my food is already ready for me." 

On cue, a plain hamburger arrives, lettuce and tomato and a packet of Neuman's 

own Italian dressing on the side.  

"And you always order the same thing?" 

"Always." 

Somehow, from there, we got to the topic of women making men nervous:  

"First reason is that Eve gave Adam the apple to take a bite of. We don't like to talk 

about that, but it makes us nervous," says chief with authority. 

I turn to Dani and we nod knowingly. Like me, Dani is a woman. Unlike me, she was 

born male.  

"Reason number two why women make men nervous: when you go to the Middle 

East, the women all have to wear scarves over their faces. You know why?" 

No.  if don't. 

"That’s because in the bible it says when Jesus was wandering in the wilderness, he 

met Mary Magdalene. And he drove seven demons from her belly. Seven demons," 

says chief. 
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"I think 'driving out demons' is code for something pornographic," I say (more to Dani 

than to chief). 

"That’s a lot of demons," Dani says to chief. 

"That's a lot of 'driving,'" I say to both of them.   

Chief takes a bite of his burger and declares, "You can't talk to a woman.  You ask a 

woman a question and she has to think about it. And then the answer will be either 'I 

don't know,' or 'it depends,' or 'maybe. “You ask a man a question, the answer is 

'yes' or 'no' right away." 

I think about a question Dani asked me. Not the last one. And certainly not the first 

one. But so far the best one: did I want her clit inside me. It was the best question 

because it was the first time that it'd been asked of me and it wasn't hypothetical. 

There was no hesitation in my answer. 

"I’m going to ask her a question now," chief says to Dani, "and you watch - she'll 

hem and haw and then she'll say 'I don't know,' or 'it depends,' or ‘maybe’. “You 

ready?" 

Dani is ready. I’m ready. The question is: 

"Are women sneaky?" 

"Are women sneaky?" 

"See that! She’s stalling!" 

"No, I just wasn't sure I heard you right.  You asked me if women are sneaky?" 



4 
 

"That’s right," confirms chief. 

"No. They aren't." 

"You answered that question like a man!"  

Dani elbows me in the ribs. 
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