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…Karen lay curled against Mike, listening to him snore softly. She
was almost giddy with excitement. Who would have thought?
Claudia would have thought, she told herself. Oh, I don’t know
about that, she mentally argued back, reliving the lovemaking that
had recently concluded. Well, she does call what she knows the
“keys to the kingdom”…

Whether or not Claudia knew the power of what she had told
Karen that day, Karen was more grateful, already, than she could
have imagined. In place of the tears that she had become used to,
a smile accompanied her to sleep. 
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“Until we transform the quality of relationships between
men and women, we can’t begin to resolve the issues 
we face in our world today. As a man, I pray that women 
everywhere read and take to heart this book. I also learned
a great deal about myself. A must read for anyone 
interested in living a powerful life!”

—CARL ZAISS, International Business Consultant, Educator, 
and Author of True Partnership – Revolutionary 
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THIS BOOK IS A LABOR OF LOVE FOR GRADUATES OF THE CELEBRATING

Men, Satisfying Women® workshop and all people hungry for infor-
mation and insights into joyful, satisfying relationships between men
and women.

While our workshops create an environment and process for women
to learn how to understand and appreciate men, and how to commu-
nicate with men in their language, Keys to the Kingdom exists to
entertain as it enlightens and educates. The characters, while they
may seem out of the ordinary, are based on thousands of real men and
women who have learned and used this information since 1995. They
have shown me that the topics within are surprisingly simple to use
and profoundly alter relationships between spouses, lovers, friends,
co-workers, parents, and their children.

I have had the luxury of learning about men over a long, leisurely
twelve years, and continue learning to this day. I encourage the reader
to pause, to reflect, to absorb, and to use each of the keys to the
kingdom available in this tale. If you prefer a more linear, structured
process for making sense of men and their behaviors, with plenty of
diagrams and lists and exercises, please see the back of this book, or
www.celebratingmen.com, for information about our workshops and
other products.

Keys to the Kingdom is the first of several books intended to cap-
ture most of the information and insights available in our workshops.
Included at the end of this story is the first chapter of The Transfor-
mation of a Frog Farmer, the next book in this series.
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AS CLAUDIA LEFT HER DOCTOR’S OFFICE, SHE POLITELY SAID GOOD-BYE

without her usual warmth or cheerfulness. Her carefully maintained
sense of balance had been profoundly disturbed. In place of content-
ment, she felt doom.

She had gone to see if there was something her doctor could pro-
vide for her arthritis, which had been increasingly painful. Surprisingly,
the family physician had recommended yoga instead of more med-
ication. She thought it would be a good compliment to Claudia’s avid
gardening by slowly stretching the joints and muscles she didn’t nor-
mally use.

Claudia’s sense of dread was not a result of contending with the
pain of her swollen and twisted joints. Rather, it was due to the other
tests the doctor had performed, which indicated a notable reduction in
her general state of health. This was not a surprise to Claudia, who had
recently celebrated her seventy-seventh birthday.

K

When Burt returned from the lumberyard, he saw Claudia seated
in her garden. This was not unusual; but the expression on her face and
her slumped posture immediately caught his attention. She looked like
she had the weight of the world on her shoulders. Burt felt his stomach
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lurch and went through the French doors in a hurry. He approached
his beloved wife and asked gently, “Honey, are you okay?” 

As Claudia looked up, he could see the tracks of tears on her
cheeks. Burt couldn’t conceal his anxiety. “Did it not go well at the
doctor’s? Is something wrong with the kids?”

Claudia gave him a small smile, obviously trying to ease her hus-
band’s concern. “Do you want to know the whole story, or the end first?”

Starting to breathe again, he settled himself on the seat across
from her. “Start with the end and then tell me the rest.”

He could tell that Claudia expected that response. After almost sixty
years together, he was an open book to his wife, best friend, and lover.

“I’m supposed to go to yoga classes.”
Burt’s brows drew together, “And that’s why you have been crying?”
“No.” She took a deep breath and stated simply, “The tears are

because I am afraid of dying.”
Now Burt was really confused. He knew his wife was no more

afraid of dying than she was afraid of a yoga class. Sure he must be
missing something, he said, “That doesn’t sound like you. You have
never been afraid of dying before. Is there something the doctor told
you that made it sound…imminent?”

Claudia replied, matter-of-factly, “Only the usual stuff. I am old
and getting older. The gadgets say my blood pressure is a little higher,
my heart a little weaker, my kidneys a little slower.”

Burt kept listening, waiting for the rest.
She continued, more seriously, “But you’re right. I am not afraid

of me dying. I am afraid of it dying with me. And today I realized I
don’t have all the time in the world to prevent it.”

Now Burt understood completely, having had this conversation
before. The first time was when their daughter, Myra, turned sixteen,
but without the fanfare that reaching that age usually generated in
Claudia’s family. It happened again when their only granddaughter,
Kimberlee, turned sixteen, also uneventfully. Then again when
Kimberlee got married and, most painfully, when she got divorced.
Burt had been trying to solve this problem for his wife for forty years
with no success; he felt disheartened being reminded of it.
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But because he loved her more than life, he steeled himself for
another attempt. “Okay, sweetheart,” he began. “Maybe this time you’ll
let me help you.” That seemed to catch Claudia’s attention, and she
looked at him quizzically.

He continued, “I understand, better than any man alive, that the
women in your family possess some extraordinary and esoteric knowl-
edge about men. I also understand that you have passed it only from
mother to daughter for the last nine generations because of something
called ‘the Covenant.’ But you have never explained the Covenant to
me. If you did, perhaps I could help you find a way around it.”

He could see Claudia hesitate. He knew she had not explained
her family’s covenant to him for a reason. He suspected it was
because she wanted to honor it, not find a way around it. She had
resisted when the temptation had been greatest—when their grand-
daughter had suffered the pain of her divorce. But this was worse
even than that. He could tell she felt tortured by the idea that she
could die with all her hard-won and precious knowledge. While this
information had given him an extraordinary life, he knew that from
her point of view, being the end of her line was like chopping down a
rare tree before it bore its exquisite fruit.

She began slowly, “Okay, Burt, I will tell you. But I don’t want to
find a way around the Covenant. I want to find a way to work within
the Covenant, if that is possible.”

She added with sincerity, “Since you are talented at creating beauty
with both the grain and the knots of your wood, perhaps you can find a
way to work with this.”

Burt swelled a bit with her appreciation, her praise inspiring him,
fueling his determination to help her. Everything else disappeared as
he focused entirely on what Claudia was now, finally, going to reveal.

Claudia began in a solemn tone, “As you already know, the women
in my family began studying men back in feudal times, about five
hundred years ago. The first was my great-grandmother, times twenty-
three, Hesperia Keys. She began noticing profound differences in how
men and women did things. Hesperia passed these observations on to
her daughter, and challenged her to keep learning about men. She in

3



Keys to the Kingdom

turn was to pass it to one of her daughters, and so on. Over time, the
women of the Keys family began to glean a deep understanding of men.

“Naturally, as they continued to grow in their understanding of
men, they became highly effective in dealing with men. After several
generations, other women began to notice that the Keys women
received better treatment than they did. They were envious and wanted
to learn the secrets to the admiration and generosity they were wit-
nessing. Being kind people, the Keys began revealing their insights. At
first, sharing the knowledge resulted in only good, but then something
terrible happened.”

Claudia’s forehead knotted as she continued on, “Throughout
human history, women have needed men to survive. We would literally
have suffered and died without the protection and providence of men.
Having that dependent relationship didn’t bring out the best in
everyone. It made many women extremely manipulative toward men—
always trying to find a way to gain power and control over their physi-
cally and economically stronger mates. So, when my ancestors taught
women how to bring out the best in men, these women naturally used
their new understanding to become better manipulators.

“This horrified my great-grandmothers. From truly understanding
men, they had come to admire and respect men instead of fear them.
They learned how to communicate their needs to men, who responded
magnificently. They thought men were incredibly generous people.
What my great-grandmothers had learned made it possible for them to
work in loving partnership with men.

“The idea that a woman needed to manipulate a man to get what
she needed had long disappeared among my people. That the infor-
mation would be used for anything other than the benefit of both men
and women was unthinkable, until they saw it happen.”

Claudia clasped her hands together in her lap. “That was how the
Covenant was born. There were so many failed attempts to teach women
outside the Keys family, that it was finally agreed never to try again.”

Burt interrupted, “But how come the women in your family didn’t
use the information against men? Until very recently, women still
needed men to survive.”
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Claudia smiled, a twinkle appearing in her eyes. “I think for two
important reasons. First, each child grew up observing how her mother
treated her father, and how she interacted with the other men in the
family and in the town. She saw how her mother spoke to them and
how they responded. From birth, each female child witnessed working
partnerships between men and women. She also saw the ways in which
her mother was powerful. She saw that, as much as her mother needed
her father, he needed her as much or more, for different reasons.
Between the two, the young women in my family never experienced
the sense of powerlessness or weakness that drives women to manipu-
late men.”

Burt smiled to himself. This explanation of the Covenant was
revealing the source of the strength he had always admired in his wife.

Claudia continued, “This is why the Covenant includes an agree-
ment never to skip a generation by teaching a granddaughter, unless
the grandmother actually raises her grandchild. If a daughter doesn’t
have the experiential knowledge, then a granddaughter would not
have grown up with the appropriate interactions with men. This is why
when Myra refused her inheritance, I was prohibited from giving the
knowledge directly to Kimberlee.”

Burt was impressed. “I had no idea the Covenant had such a history.”
Claudia sighed. “Now you can see why I am loathe to break it. I

understand why it exists—to protect both men and women.”
Burt was surprised. “What do you mean by ‘both men and women’?

I thought it only protected men from women.”
“When women understand men, they are automatically more

effective at whatever they do with men, including manipulating them,”
she said. “But manipulating men never works in the long run—it
causes anger and alienation and interferes with the wonderful way men
naturally relate to women. It always backfires, leaving the woman with
less power, less credibility, and less support from men. Therefore, by
not giving the information to women who won’t use it in a sustainable
way—in a partnership—the Covenant protects both men and women.”

For the millionth time, Burt thought Claudia was amazing. He also
thought he might have found the key to solving her problem. “Honey,
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maybe that’s it. Find a woman who would use the information in a
partnership with a man, and teach her what you know.”

Claudia tilted her head to the side as she considered his idea.
Straightening again, she said, “I am sure some of my great-grandmothers
thought the same thing about the women they tried to teach. It is not
always easy to recognize when a woman treats men as adversaries. In
many women, it comes out under stress—like when they are not getting
what they need.”

She was pursing her lips in the way that tickled him; he loved her
little mannerisms. She concluded, “But it is a good idea, honey. I will
think about it. Maybe there is a way to choose a worthy student.”

She sighed again, but it seemed to Burt that the weight on her
shoulders was a little lighter.

K

Mike was in Africa, driving a Range Rover, surrounded by wildlife.
Immersed partly in memory, partly in fantasy, he felt calm and happy
for a moment. But then the freeway traffic slowed abruptly, pulling his
truck and his exotic daydream up short. The calmness and happiness
disappeared, replaced by a familiar anxiety and frustration.

Mike was making his way home to Pasadena from a work site on
the west side of Los Angeles. Another remodel, another job well done.
But where was the satisfaction he used to feel? Everywhere he looked,
the things that used to give him pleasure, didn’t. The things that used to
fill him with pride, left him unimpressed. The things that had grabbed
and held his attention, no longer interested him.

What mattered, anyhow? What was the point? Was anything
important, really? And, where the hell did these questions come from?

Mike was afraid he was losing his mind. Was this a mid-life crisis?
Was this what people poked fun at? Was this the thing that caused
grown men to buy fast cars and date much younger women?
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These thoughts had become familiar, starting out of the blue about
eight months earlier. Everything had been going great. He had been
accomplishing his goals with his construction business, finally getting it
to run well without his constant attention. He was reaching his financial
goals and looking forward to traveling again. He had started golfing and
was enjoying more time with his cars and his friends. His relationship
with his wife was comfortable and satisfying. He had felt so close to “it,”
to finally arriving at the long-sought destination of the last twelve years.

Then suddenly, his confidence had been replaced by uncertainty.
His satisfaction turned to frustration and anxiety. The future, which had
been clear and settled, was now completely up for grabs. Worse yet, he
felt like “Mike” was up for grabs. He had no idea who he was anymore.

Mike had tried on several occasions to express these thoughts to
Karen. At best, it was uncomfortable. More often, the conversations
were disastrous. She was threatened by his questioning. He could feel
her grasping for the life they had planned. She kept telling him who he
was, the man she had known since college. Over and over she reminded
him of all they had built together and how important it was. The more
she said, the more isolated he felt.

Mike didn’t feel like the man she had known for twenty years. He
couldn’t find that man. He wore that man’s clothes, but they no longer
felt right. Nothing felt right and he had no idea what to do about it.

Mike pulled into the driveway and parked his truck. When he
entered the house, Karen paused from cooking dinner. She greeted
him with a kiss on the cheek, but without the warmth Mike would have
liked to receive from her. He could tell from the tension in her face
and body that she was still edgy from the argument they had had the
night before.

Mike went upstairs to their bedroom and changed his clothes,
removing his work-shirt and pants and putting on his favorite shorts and
UCLA t-shirt. He picked up a car magazine and sat down to leaf
through it. About thirty minutes later, he went downstairs to the kitchen,
where Karen was still making dinner. Forcing cheerfulness, he said,
“Hi. How was your day?”
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As Karen answered, he could tell she was striving for lightness as
well. “It was fine. How was yours?”

Mike replied just as lightly, “Fine. Anything new?”
“I’m making reservations for Mammoth in December with the

McConnells. Do you want to stay the same place as last year?”
Mike felt uncomfortable, quickly replying, “I’m not sure I want to

go at all.”
Karen’s hand paused in mid-stir. She seemed surprised. “But we

go every year!”
Mike growled, “Just because we’ve always done something doesn’t

mean we should keep doing it.” 
Karen was clearly restraining herself. “But I thought it was impor-

tant to you. You’ve never questioned it before.”
Mike felt frustrated. Why was this so hard? “I’m not sure if it’s

important. I’m not sure if anything’s important. I just don’t know if I
want to go.”

Now Karen was obviously irritated. “O.K., then I’ll cancel with the
McConnells and we’ll do something else.”

Something snapped in Mike and he responded angrily, “Don’t do
that! I didn’t say we weren’t going.”

He could see that Karen was really riled up. She demanded, “So are
we going or not?”

Mike shouted back, “I don’t know! Quit trying to pin me down!”
He stomped out of the kitchen and back up the stairs. 

K

As Mike left the room, Karen felt the energy drain from her body.
She took dinner off the stove and turned off the burners. She sat down
at the kitchen table, put her head in her hands, and wept.

The argument was not a surprise. It had been happening nearly
every day for eight months. Wiping her tears, Karen got up from the
table, grabbed her gym bag from under the stairs, and left.
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By the time she arrived at the yoga center, she was breathing nor-
mally again. Karen was grateful for her yoga classes; they were one of
the few places she had been able to find peace lately.

As she entered the class, she noted a new student: a petite, older
woman with short, wavy white hair, bright blue eyes, and soft, attrac-
tive features. There was something about her that immediately lifted
Karen’s spirits. She experienced a recognition that she couldn’t explain
intellectually but knew intuitively.

During the class, Karen observed the new student out of the corner
of her eye. Through the instructor’s interactions, she learned that her
name was Claudia. Karen could tell that Claudia was new to yoga, but
while unskilled, she followed the instructor’s directions carefully.

At the end of class, Karen departed more slowly than normal,
hoping to interact with the new student. As Claudia came up beside
her, Karen greeted her cautiously. She was surprised by the warmth
with which Claudia responded. It was as if the older woman had
expected Karen’s attempt to connect with her.

Claudia said in a pleasant, lilting voice, “I’m new to this group.
Would you like to have coffee with me?”

Karen laughed at the incongruity of the calm-inducing yoga class
being followed by a strong jolt of caffeine. But she responded enthusi-
astically, “I would like that very much!”

As their eyes met, a light, tingly feeling went up Karen’s spine.
They walked to a nearby coffeehouse, and Claudia accepted Karen’s
offer to treat.

Settling down in a quiet corner with their beverages, Claudia
asked, “Your name is Karen, right?”

“Yes. Karen Trevino. And you’re Claudia, right?”
“Yes. Claudia Lambert.”
For a moment, the two women just looked at each other. Then

Claudia said gently, “Tell me about yourself, dear.”
Karen began slowly and politely, telling Claudia about her life. She

intended to exchange the usual pleasantries of age, occupation, marital
status, number of years in southern California, and so on.
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But as Claudia listened to her with that kind, soft face and curious
twinkling blue eyes, Karen’s real life began tumbling out. “Mike and I
met in college. He was three years ahead of me, studying business
administration while I was getting a degree in early childhood educa-
tion. We both had a sense of adventure and a desire to contribute, and
we fell deeply in love. When he graduated, we married and stayed
near the college until I finished. We played house and Mike held many
different jobs, including several in construction.”

Claudia nodded and Karen was encouraged to continue. “After my
graduation, we joined the Peace Corps and spent several years in remote
villages in Africa, mostly in Zimbabwe. We were a good fit for the Peace
Corps. With Mike’s construction skills and my love of children, we both
had valuable contributions to make. During that time, I admired his
stamina and his commitment. And, along with the satisfaction of our jobs,
we loved the travel and excitement of the Peace Corps.”

Karen sipped her coffee and noted that Claudia waited patiently.
She resumed, “When I was twenty-seven and Mike thirty, we returned
to the United States and began to get serious about our careers. I be-
came an elementary school teacher and Mike started his construction
company. We both put in long hours, Mike especially. He works hard to
give us both a good life.”

Karen paused and Claudia asked, “Do you have any children?”
Karen tried to hide her regret. “No, none of our own.” She added,

“But each year I gain a new crop of second graders.” She explained,
“Mike and I spent all of our thirties working hard and developing our
careers. About a year ago, we started having a lot more fun again. Mike
was working less; he seemed less driven. He was interested in traveling
again, and we began making plans. I was excited about our future. It
seemed like we were finally going to enjoy all we had created together.”

At that point, Karen couldn’t continue without revealing some of
her bubbling emotions; she couldn’t meet Claudia’s gaze. She was both
surprised and relieved to be revealing this much. But Claudia was so
compassionate, and Karen felt safe and accepted.

She stared into her coffee cup and said sadly, “In the last eight
months, Mike has changed a lot. He’s moody. He’s distant. It seems like
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if we talk, we fight.” She paused, “I miss the fun…I miss the friend-
ship…I miss Mike.” Her throat closed involuntarily. “I don’t know if
we’re going to make it. I know that too many couples divorce at this
point, and I’m afraid that’s going to happen to us.”

Claudia reached across the table and gently patted Karen’s hand.
Karen noticed Claudia’s gnarled fingers and swollen knuckles and
guessed they were part of the reason she came to yoga. 

Claudia said softly, “I’m sorry for your troubles, dear. I wish there
was something I could do to help.”

Karen nodded.
After a pause, Claudia asked, “How was your marriage before this?

Would you say you had a good relationship?” 
Karen perked up a bit. “Yes, I think we had a great relationship. We

had fun together. We enjoyed each other’s sense of humor. I supported
him in building his business; he supported me in my teaching. I think
we’ve learned a lot about each other over the last twenty years. And, I
think I’m sensitive to his needs, even though I don’t share them. We
were good together. I thought we were going to be together forever.”

“What do you mean by sensitive to his needs?” Claudia asked.
“Can you give me an example?” 

Suddenly, it seemed that her answer to this question was impor-
tant to Claudia. Karen thought she must be mistaken, but some-
thing about the tilt of Claudia’s head and a new intensity in her face
seemed significant. 

Karen replied, “Well, when I come home from work, I walk in the
door and start doing what there is to do. I begin making dinner, I listen
to the messages and check the mail. When Mike gets home from work,
it’s like his body’s home, but he’s not there yet. If I start talking to him
right away, he gets antsy and doesn’t seem interested in anything I have
to say, even if I’m talking about something he normally cares about.”

Since Claudia looked interested, she continued, “In the beginning, it
bothered me a lot. I thought he didn’t care about me or my day. But after
a while I figured out that he needs something I don’t need; he needs to
adjust or something. Like he needs time to get used to being home.” 

11
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She finished matter-of-factly, “So now when he gets home from
work, I stop what I’m doing and greet him. Then I leave him alone for
a while. It’s funny, but every day he does the same thing, without fail.
He changes his clothes; he reads a magazine or watches TV for awhile;
and then he comes to me. I can always tell then that he’s ready for me;
that he’s ready for us.”

Worried that she hadn’t answered Claudia’s question well, she
asked, “Does that make sense?”

Karen couldn’t interpret the small smile on Claudia’s face. It was as
if she was satisfied in some important way, but Karen couldn’t imagine
how what she said could have that effect. 

“Yes, it makes perfect sense, dear.” 
After a silence, Claudia said, “I need to go now, but I think we should

do this again. Perhaps even have lunch or something on the weekend.” 
Karen was warmed by this invitation. She had become enchanted

by Claudia in the short time they had spent together. It wasn’t until
she was driving home, thinking about what she would tell Mike about
her, that she realized Claudia had said very few words. Karen knew
next to nothing about this charming woman who had so simply
entered her life.

K

As Claudia drove home, she thought to herself, “Gee, if Karen had
only one key…if she only knew about the Stages of Development, she
would have a chance!” 

While her body was relaxed from the yoga movements, Claudia’s
mind raced with the possibilities. The small hope that Burt had given
her just that day was growing with each new idea. 
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K

Burt looked up from his newspaper and instantly recognized the
change in Claudia’s posture. He realized how worried he had been by
the relief he felt now. He set his paper aside and teased, “Wow, did one
yoga class do all that for you?”

Claudia’s eyes crinkled as a smile lit up her face and dimpled her
cheeks. “Burt, I think I’ve found the one!” 

He loved it when she smiled like that. “But I thought I was ‘the
One,’” he teased.

Claudia reached down to stroke his cheek with her small, arthritic,
garden-worn hands. “Of course you are ‘the One,’ honey. You are the
love of my life.” She looked down at him eagerly. “But I am talking
about the other one—the one that you spoke about today. The woman
who could use my information in a partnership.” 

Burt’s eyes widened in surprise. “Really? Just like that? How do
you know?” 

Burt listened as Claudia told him about her conversation with
Karen. “Honey, you know when you meet someone and you have a
chill of recognition? This woman, Karen—there’s something so
familiar about her. If reincarnation is true, I’d swear I knew her from
a former life. Do you know what I mean?” 

He nodded, “Yes, I know what you mean. It’s happened to me.” He
paused. “I’m not sure if it’s because I’ve known the person before, or
if there’s just something about them that I am attracted to that makes
me feel like I need to know them. Like when I met you.” He reached
over and took her hand.

“Yes, like that! It was as if our hearts recognized each other.”
Claudia paused and lifted his hand to her cheek. But he could tell she
was too excited to slow down for his reminiscing.

She let go of his hand and began gesturing. “A similar thing hap-
pened with Karen when she first looked me in the eye. And then as
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she told me about herself, I got goose bumps. It was as if the woman
we spoke about today in the abstract was now magically sitting in front
of me!” 

Burt smiled at her enthusiasm. “What makes you think that she’s
the one?” 

Claudia sat down. “Well, there was the way she talked about her
husband, with some admiration. As badly as things have been going for
them lately, she didn’t speak ill of him. She seemed sad and lost, but
not overly angry or bitter or complaining about what has been hap-
pening. This has me suspect that she doesn’t think of her husband as
an adversary.”

She continued, “Then the clincher was when she told me about his
Transition Time.”

That was a term Burt wasn’t familiar with. “Transition Time? What
do you mean?” 

“It’s something the Keys women learned about men a long time
ago that Karen figured out on her own. This tells me that she may
really want to understand her husband.”

“But what is Transition Time?” asked Burt.
“Transition Time is that period of twenty or thirty minutes that

men need to adjust to being at home. During that period of time, men
usually do the same things. And it’s remarkable how similar those
things are. Men often change their clothes. They might check the mail
or check their messages. They might get something to drink or a snack.
They might turn on the television. Many read a paper or flip through
a magazine. They rarely want to talk to anyone.” 

Claudia became more animated as she spoke of her knowledge.
He wondered why she didn’t talk about it more often. 

“Transition Time can involve a lot of different things, but there’s a
ritual that a man goes through to shift from what he’s been doing out in
the world to being at home. Now that’s just one example. Men actually
have many Transition Rituals that they use to shift from one thing that
they’re paying attention to, to the next thing they’re paying attention to.
And they use these rituals throughout the day—at work, home, every-
where—to shift their focus.”
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He understood. “Oh, I know what you mean. You call that Transition
Time? But why is there a name for it? Doesn’t everybody do that?” 

Claudia shook her head. “Well, no, not everybody. It’s not some-
thing normally needed by women, because we think differently. Women
pay attention to more than one thing at a time and they shift easily from
one thing to another. Unless they’re doing something very masculine for
a long period of time. Then they’ll need Transition Time, too.” 

“Now why is it significant that Karen learned this about her husband?” 
Claudia replied, “It’s significant because most women assume that

when a man comes home from work, he’s ready to interact with her,
and she begins asking him questions, or sharing about her day, or get-
ting him involved with something right away. And if he seems agitated
by this, she usually takes it personally and thinks that he doesn’t care
about her or about the family, or she thinks he isn’t glad to be home.”

She grew solemn as she continued, “Usually her reaction to it is
negative. She blames him for not doing what she thinks he should do,
or being the way she thinks he should be when he gets home. A couple
might fight about this same thing over and over again. Or a woman
might get her feelings hurt over and over again and withdraw.”

“That’s too bad.”
Claudia added, “But that’s not all. After the man has completed his

transition, he’s ready to interact with her and probably wants to be with
her. But because her feelings are hurt, she’s angry with him and cold,
which he doesn’t understand. It creates this whole cycle of distance
and hurt and disappointment.”

She sighed. “Most women never figure out that men are just dif-
ferent and they need Transition Time. If you give men their Transition
Time, at the end of it they’ll be glad to participate with you, especially
if you’re friendly and happy to see them. It’s a big part of what they
came home for.”

Burt nodded. “Of course it is.” Encouraging her to go on, he asked,
“So if a man needs Transition Time, what should a woman do?”

“Well, she should do what Karen’s been doing, which is why I’m
delighted by her. She should treat him as an important person when he
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arrives home and show that she’s glad to see him. She should stop what
she’s doing to greet him well. He’s important enough to deserve that.

“And then she should leave him alone. He’ll come back when he’s
ready. She needs to trust that. She needs to trust that he wants to be
with her, and after he’s adjusted, he’ll come. Until then, she can do
what she wants to do.”

She added, “Of course, if she wants to spend time with him, she
shouldn’t seem too involved in something when he comes back. If she
is, he’ll probably leave her alone out of courtesy.”

Burt agreed. “That’s certainly true for me. Since I hate being inter-
rupted, I assume that you do, too.”

Claudia smiled at him affectionately.
“So what are you thinking of doing with Karen, if she is the one?” 
Claudia paused for a moment. “I’m not sure yet. I need to think

about it a lot more. I’m almost certain that I’m going to depart from the
Covenant in some way. But I need to think about how I’ll start. I want
to be careful and honor the spirit of it, even while I’m taking chances.”

Burt smiled. “I can’t wait to hear what you come up with.” 
Claudia gave him a grin that made her look years younger. “Well,

knowing me, my mind will be working on this even while I try to sleep.
Ask me again in the morning, okay?” 

Burt smiled again, got up from his chair, and helped Claudia up
from the couch. He put his arm around his wife’s shoulder and said,
“Alright, I will.” 

As they made their way to their bedroom, he kept his arm around
her and turned off the lights with his other hand. Dressing for bed, he
knew that he’d be getting a lot more sleep than Claudia tonight.

K

Mike heard Karen’s car pull into the driveway and his heart beat a
little more rapidly. He went downstairs to meet her as she entered
through the garage and stood in her way, cautiously putting his arms
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around her. He felt her stiffen and then relax, and finally, felt her hug
him back. 

He leaned down, pressing his face into her soft black hair, and
breathed deeply. He whispered, “I’m sorry.” 

“I’m sorry, too,” he heard Karen reply, with her face resting in the
pocket between his shoulder and chest.

Mike enjoyed this moment of peace, feeling the old familiar
warmth of their relationship. He wondered how long it would last.

K

Burt wasn’t surprised that Claudia slept in. He had awoken about
midnight and was almost positive he could hear her thinking. Noticing
her dressing now in their bedroom, he put on water for tea, popped an
English muffin into the toaster, and waited with anticipation. 

After her enthusiasm last night, Burt was optimistic about Claudia’s
dilemma for the first time in many years. Mostly, he had watched her
suffer. He often thought of Claudia’s rheumatoid arthritis as a physical
representation of the torment she felt. The symptoms seemed to have
started not long after she realized that Myra would continue to refuse
the information that was her inheritance. 

As long as Myra refused, the Covenant prohibited Claudia from
helping Kimberlee. After hearing the reasoning behind the Covenant,
Burt could see now that in their daughter’s disinterest, Claudia felt
doomed. Since he usually viewed life from his passion for wood and
woodworking, Burt thought of Claudia being prevented from passing
on her knowledge in those terms. It seemed that being stymied by
Myra created knots in Claudia’s spirit just as the arthritis knotted up
her hands. 

Burt hoped that her solution for helping her yoga friend would
include some way to help their granddaughter, too. This could give
Claudia the relief she needed.
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When Claudia entered the kitchen, he could tell that all traces of
uncertainty were gone. Her sense of doom had disappeared and she was
alive with purpose. Her soft, full cheeks glowed and her eyes sparkled
even more intensely than usual. She kissed him on the cheek, then
chose her tea from a variety in the cupboard and fixed it in the cup Burt
had set out for her. She buttered the English muffin and settled down
in the adjacent booth where they took most of their meals. She was obvi-
ously enjoying the warm sunshine as it came through the south facing
kitchen windows and further brightened the pale yellow room.

Burt poured his coffee, added cream, and seated himself across
from her, as he had almost every day since his retirement. His eyes
gazed warmly at the face he had loved for so long, enjoying this
moment on the edge of her new adventure. Finally, he said, “I’m ready
when you are. I can’t wait to hear what you’ve come up with.”

After a sip of her tea, Claudia began. “As I told you yesterday, the
Covenant was created to protect men and women because it seemed
impossible to have women outside of our family learn this information
and use it in partnership with men.”

Burt nodded.
“But there is something my ancestors could not have anticipated. In

creating the Covenant, they assumed that women would always need
men to survive. Technology leveled the playing field. Physical strength
no longer matters the most. But my ancestors had no way of knowing
that a combination of technology, World War II, feminism, and more
reliable birth control methods would change everything for women. My
great-grandmothers couldn’t have foreseen a time when women would
no longer depend upon men to merely survive.” 

Burt nodded again, encouraging her in the way she liked. 
Claudia continued, “I am hoping these changes will make it pos-

sible for women to have partnerships with men, without the precedent
of hundreds of years of experience that I have in my family. Again, we
had no way of anticipating this and there’s nothing in the Covenant to
deal with it. But I think my great-grandmothers would all want me to
take advantage of this new opportunity. Some of them would approach
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it more recklessly than I. Others, more cautiously. But I think what I
intend to do is consistent with the spirit of the Covenant.”

Impressed but not surprised by her integrity, Burt asked, “And
what is it you intend to do, my love?” 

“I intend to teach Karen about the Stages of Development.” 
Hoping she would talk to him like she had last night, Burt asked,

“What are the Stages of Development?”
“The Stages of Development explain the ways in which men

change, in steps, you could say, from birth to seniority. They explain how
these changes affect how men approach all different aspects of their
life—their work, their friendships, their relationships, and their family.
It explains the differences between men in various stages, and will help
Karen to deal with what’s happening to her husband right now.”

“Sounds fascinating! Will you teach me, too?” 
Claudia giggled, sounding youthful. “It seems funny to teach a

man about being a man. Especially since I am used to learning from
men, not the other way around. But it sounds like fun.” She teased,
“Maybe I can work that in.” 

Burt smiled, delighted that he had made his wife giggle. “Why did
you pick the Stages of Development? I am assuming you know a lot of
other things, too.”

“Yes, I do know more—much, much more. But I picked the Stages
for two reasons. First, because it will help her with what is happening
to her husband. Second, because if I’m wrong about her, it would be
difficult for her to hurt Mike or other men in her life with that partic-
ular information.”

Burt was curious. “What do you mean? Some information is more
dangerous than others?” 

“Definitely. There are some things about men that, if used
improperly, can cause a great deal of harm.” 

They sat in silence for a while. Burt noticed the way the sunshine
reflected off Claudia’s short, wavy white hair. He was as enchanted as
when it had reflected off her long, wavy brown hair. 

Burt asked, “So you really think Karen is the one?” 
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Claudia smiled. “Are you reading my mind? Actually, I am thinking
Karen might be the first one. I might start with her as an experiment to
see if women are ready for this information. If it goes well with Karen,
perhaps she could share the information with others. She is a teacher,
you know.” 

“Will you tell her that you think she might teach others?” 
“I don’t think so. I think I’ll see how she responds to the informa-

tion itself, and if she has a natural desire to help other people with it.” 
“Is there anything else that you’ve decided?” Burt asked.
Claudia’s eyes flickered, clearly delighted by how well Burt knew

her. “Well, this is a small start, but you know how determined I can be,
and I refuse to die being the only one who knows what I know.” 

Burt nodded, hearing the challenge Claudia had given herself, and
glad that she had found a way to begin.

K

Karen was disappointed when she didn’t see Claudia at yoga class
on Tuesday night. She kicked herself for not asking for her phone
number. When she arrived at class on Wednesday, and saw Claudia
there in her pale pink leotard and modest sweatpants, Karen was sur-
prised at the relief she felt. She waved to Claudia and felt happy when
Claudia smiled back warmly. 

At the end of class, Karen waited for Claudia and they left the
building together. Karen was disappointed again when Claudia said she
couldn’t stay for coffee that night. Unwilling to let go, Karen asked,
“Do you still want to have that lunch we talked about?” 

Claudia looked down and smiled to herself in that way that made
Karen wonder what she was thinking. She looked up and said, “I would
love to do that. When?” 

“How about this weekend?” 
“Wonderful,” Claudia said. “Would you like to come to my house?” 
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Karen didn’t want to impose. “How about we meet at the coffee
house?” 

To her surprise, Claudia replied, “I’d actually like some place
much more private.”

Karen’s eyes widened. “Private?” 
Claudia looked at her seriously, meeting her gaze. Karen uncon-

sciously held her breath. “Remember the other night, when I said that
I wished I could help you?” 

Karen nodded. Claudia continued, “Well, I can.” 
Somehow, Karen knew that Claudia wasn’t talking about the

usual bunch of advice she’d been getting from her friends. Letting
out the breath she had been holding, Karen said, “Okay. I would like
that very much.” 

Claudia handed Karen a card with her name, address, and phone
number on it. Karen noticed that she’d taken it from her pocket, as if
she were ready for this encounter. 

“How about Saturday at noon?” 
Karen could only nod, her mind beginning to spin as she wondered

with excitement what this unusual woman had to offer. Spontaneously,
Karen quickly hugged Claudia good-bye and was surprised to feel
Claudia return the embrace. 
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AS CLAUDIA PREPARED FOR LUNCH WITH KAREN, SHE THOUGHT OF

all the things she could teach her. Mentally, she divided the information
into categories. First, there were topics she thought were directly rele-
vant to Karen’s situation. Second, there was information she thought
would provide great benefit. Third, there were things that she was open
to telling Karen, but didn’t know if she would. Finally, there were topics
she thought too risky to teach someone outside of the lineage. 

Claudia felt stronger physically, buoyed by her new sense of pur-
pose. She hoped intensely that what she was about to begin would be
fruitful and give her a way to help Karen and her husband. Secretly,
she wished that through helping Karen, she would find a way to reach
Kimberlee, her beloved granddaughter. 

She silently said a prayer, finished preparing lunch and, expecting
it to be needed, began setting aside an afternoon snack.

K

After lunch, Karen and Claudia settled in at an unusual table over-
looking Claudia’s beautiful garden. Karen could not have told anyone
the details of what she had just eaten, nor recounted the small talk that
accompanied their meal. She could not have described Claudia’s home
or even told someone its color. But nearly every word Claudia spoke
after that point, Karen remembered.
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Karen noticed a change in Claudia. She still had the soft, attractive
features, with a wide smile and deep dimples, high cheekbones and
bright blue, twinkling eyes. But now there was a certainty and a resolve
that Karen had not seen a mere five days ago. Karen sensed that this
change in Claudia had something to do with her, but she could not
imagine why.

Claudia began, curiously, by telling Karen her name again. She said,
“Karen, my full name is Claudia Keys Mitchell Lambert. Lambert is my
married name. Mitchell is my maiden name. Keys is my middle name.”

She continued with emphasis, “Keys is the middle name given to
every girl child in my family. It is usually explained simply as a family
name. But when a young woman turns sixteen, she finds out that “Keys”
refers to ‘Keys to the Kingdom’. She is told she was given it as a middle
name to remind her always of the importance of her inheritance.” 

She paused. Karen could see Claudia watching her face to see how
what she had said was being heard. Although skeptical about the “keys
to the kingdom” part, Karen kept her expression open and interested.
Apparently satisfied with what she saw, Claudia continued, “As I grew
up, I heard bits of information about men and women being different.
Just little things here and there. Most of what I first learned was from
watching my mother and my grandmother interact with my father,
uncles, brothers and cousins. How they behaved didn’t seem unusual
until I got a bit older. Then, as a teenager, I spent some time at my girl-
friends’ houses, and saw how their mothers interacted with their
brothers and their dads. I was surprised. So when I was about fifteen,
I began to suspect that my family wasn’t quite normal.”

Claudia took a sip of her tea with her little finger quaintly crooked
to the side. It reminded Karen that Claudia must be in her sixties. She
became a little nervous that she was going to hear her entire life story.

“When I turned sixteen, a special ceremony took place with my
mother and my grandmother. As part of that ceremony, they explained to
me about our ancestors. I found out then that the women in my family
had been studying men for more than five hundred years. Like me, each
daughter found out about this when she turned sixteen. At that point, if
she chose it, she was given the task of learning what her mother and
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grandmother knew, confirming that knowledge in her own experience,
and then adding to that body of knowledge with her own research.”

Karen’s eyes must have shown her surprise, because Claudia
paused and tilted her head to the side in a question. Karen, speechless,
nodded for her to continue.

“In turn, she passed it down to her own daughters. By luck, all these
years there has been a daughter who wanted to pursue the research.
By now, after twenty-five generations, the quantity of knowledge is
immense. Since full-time study was not possible, it took me nearly fif-
teen years to learn what my grandmother had been given. Another five
years passed as I learned what my mother had added. Then it took
many, many years to validate it all with my own experience. It’s only
been in the last twenty years that I’ve begun my own investigations.”

Karen was in awe. She had never heard of anybody doing such a
thing. But she was puzzled, too. “I’m fascinated by what you are saying.
Forgive me, though—I keep wondering why you are telling me these
things. You mentioned earlier that you have a daughter and grand-
daughter, right?”

A shadow of sadness passed across Claudia’s lovely eyes. She
answered quietly, “Yes, that’s true, I have both a daughter and a grand-
daughter. But, when the time came, my daughter did not choose to
follow in my footsteps.” Tears suddenly appeared in Claudia’s eyes and
began to flow down her cheeks. She wiped them away without trying
to conceal the emotion. 

Karen waited while Claudia composed herself. “When I met you,”
Claudia said, “I had been concerned that I would die not having passed
on any of this information. After some thought, I made a decision. If
you’re interested and willing, I will teach you some of what I know. I
will give you some of the keys to the kingdom.”

Karen could feel Claudia studying her face as she assimilated what
she had just been told. She was interested, but skeptical and cautious.
Hoping she didn’t sound unappreciative, she replied tentatively, “No
offense, but women are so different now than they were five hundred
years ago, even a hundred years ago. Do you think that what you have
to teach me would be relevant today?”
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To Karen’s relief, Claudia didn’t seem offended. Instead, Claudia
smiled as she responded, “I appreciate your honesty. I can see how you
might think that, because of my age, I would teach you something out
of Ozzie and Harriet, or worse, the Victorian era. I assure you that even
though my knowledge goes back twenty-five generations, it is revolu-
tionary today.” Claudia held Karen’s gaze. “You’re probably wondering
why I would say that.” Karen nodded.

“For thousands of years, women have depended upon men for their
very survival. Because of this need, women have manipulated men to get
them, to keep them, and to get them to do what they wanted. But the
women in my family have long regarded men as partners to be supported
and encouraged and appreciated. The information we have gathered has
helped us to do that very effectively, making both our lives and their lives
easier and more satisfying.

“One of the reasons that I have decided to share our knowledge
with you is because times have changed in a way that wasn’t anticipated.
Now, because of feminism and technology, and yes, birth control
methods, women are able to provide for themselves and to protect
themselves like never before. I am hoping that these changes, this
progress, makes it possible for women, specifically you, to hear and use
what we have learned in the way it was intended: to create potent, ful-
filling, equal partnerships between men and women.”

Karen quietly absorbed what Claudia was saying, her eyes sweeping
the garden but barely seeing all the flowers in late bloom. Claudia sat
calmly and waited. Karen remembered the books she had read about
women in earlier times. How few options they had, even as recently as
fifty years ago. She remembered her grandmother’s dependency upon
her grandfather. At the time, she thought it was her grandmother’s
weakness. Now she could see that her grandmother had fulfilled what
was open to women at the time. Karen could also see that she took her
own independence and self-sufficiency for granted. She immediately
made the connection that where there is dependency, equal partner-
ships are not possible. 

Karen tried to recall any couples that she considered to be good
partners. As scenes from her memory flickered through her mind’s eye,
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she saw that, for the most part, women still manipulated men. That even
seemed normal. Now she understood why Claudia said her approach,
while not new, was revolutionary.

Karen said, “I can see that what you’re saying is true for me and
everyone I know. I can see that my ability to take care of myself creates
an opportunity in my relationship with Mike to be partners. But I have
no idea how to go about it. I have only learned how to be careful and
time things just right, and how to get what I want by being angry or
upset or coy.” 

Claudia was clearly warming to her subject, and her hands began to
move as she talked. “In the normal relationship women have with men,
women are adversarial toward men. They treat men, often, like enemies.
Most women don’t even realize they are doing this. It includes employing
many different methods to make men weak. I am inviting you to learn
from me because I think to some degree you have escaped this. By
adapting to Mike’s need to adjust after work, you have already demon-
strated a desire to support him instead of making him weaker.”

Karen was surprised and immediately realized she should not have
been. She had known that Claudia was paying close attention to what
she said and how she said it. “It’s true; I do want to support him. And
I thought I was pretty good at it…But lately, nothing I do works. Can
you help me with that?”

Claudia leaned forward a bit in her chair. “Yes, I can. But first, let
me explain to you the approach my family has taken. Then I will tell
you what you can expect from our spending time together and what I
would expect from you. It will be up to you to decide.”

Karen agreed. Claudia said, “There is a notion among people that
we exercise free will all day long, with little acknowledgement that we
are members of the animal kingdom. Just like every other species, we
have ways of behaving that are not by individual choice at all, but
rather, are characteristic of our species and done by instinct. I call this
aspect of people ‘the human animal.’ There are also significant gender
differences among most species. Besides human animal characteristics,
we have specific male and female characteristics. In addition to under-
standing ourselves as humans, by understanding ourselves as male and
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female we can be more effective with each other. The women in my
family have been studying the differences and similarities between the
male and female human animal.”

Claudia took a sip of tea. “Since the beginning, our discoveries
have challenged our assumptions, revealed the depth of our misunder-
standing, and finally, provided illumination.”

Karen was barely breathing. With every new concept that Claudia
presented, she grew more excited. What kind of wealth had she stum-
bled upon? But she spoke her concern, “Are you saying there are no
individual differences?”

“Of course there are, dear. Think about it like ice cream. Do you
like ice cream? What flavors of ice cream do you like?”

Karen said, “I like pralines and cream, and mint chocolate chip.”
Claudia smiled. “Perfect. There are a lot of differences between

those two flavors, aren’t there? And among all the others you can find
at the grocery store?”

Karen nodded. Claudia said, “Think of the differences in flavors of
ice cream as the differences between individual men. Men come in a
wide variety of flavors.” 

Karen thought to herself, Yea, some with nuts and some without!
She tried to keep a straight face but her nostrils flared, revealing her
amusement at her own joke.

Claudia continued and Karen hoped she hadn’t noticed. “We are
going to talk about men, not at the level of flavor, but at the level of ice
cream. No matter what flavor it is, it still has the properties of ice
cream, yes? It still freezes and melts the same. You could apply that to
men if you like.”

Karen wondered, Can she read minds, too? Keeping such a straight
face that Karen wondered if she had misread her, Claudia went on,
“What I will teach you, should we come to an agreement, are charac-
teristics of men that determine their behavior, which they cannot
change. If you use what you learn, you can save yourself a lot of
heartache. And it will be just like understanding how your car works or
being able to speak the language in a foreign country. You’ll be able to
get more of what you need with less effort and less frustration for both
you and your husband.”
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Karen responded excitedly, “I’ve done many things over the years
to improve my relationship with Mike. Some of them have worked,
most of them have not. But it sounds like what you’re talking about is
different from anything I’ve tried before. It sounds different from any-
thing anyone has tried before.”

Claudia replied, “I think most women try to improve their rela-
tionships with men either by changing themselves or attempting to
change men. I think we both know what happens when you try to
change men. It doesn’t turn out well. And we are bombarded with
messages in television and magazines, and from our friends, that if we
change ourselves to become what we think men want, then men will
treat us the way we want. Women are usually trying to be more of
something, or less of something, to fit the ideal they think men are
looking for.”

Claudia sighed. “If women changed how they understood men,
and then by that understanding, how they interacted with men, they
would be much more effective. And changing our understanding and
our interactions is much easier than changing ourselves.”

Now Karen was leaning forward in her seat. “I can see what you’re
saying. I thought if I were less intelligent, Mike would be more confi-
dent and take charge in our relationship. I thought if I were quiet and
mysterious, he would be chasing after me instead of me chasing after
him. Could it be that they have nothing to do with each other?”

Claudia smiled a knowing smile.
“Wow. This could be great news!” Karen said, feeling hopeful.

Then she became anxious. “You said that you would tell me what you
expected of me. I’m a little nervous about what that might be. Is now
a good time to tell me?”

Claudia leaned back in her chair and took another sip of her tea.
Karen felt her heart begin to beat faster. 

“There are several things that I require. First, that you’re honest
with me. Second, that what we begin, we finish. Third, that you keep
our conversations confidential, with the exception of telling your hus-
band. Do you agree?”

Karen nodded slowly, a bit relieved, and asked, “What are the
others?”
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Claudia leaned forward, her eyes holding Karen’s, showing the full
force of her will. She said slowly, enunciating each word, “You must
promise never to knowingly use this knowledge to hurt, diminish or
disempower men in any way. You must promise never to willfully inval-
idate yourself for not already knowing this. And you must promise to
forgive yourself, in advance and as necessary, for any mistakes you find
out you made.”

Karen gulped. She sensed intuitively that these last requirements
would affect her life in ways that she couldn’t yet imagine. First
taking a sip of her tea, not noticing that it had grown cold, she said,
“I…agree.”

Claudia leaned toward her again and asked, “And do you promise”?”
Karen almost laughed at Claudia’s thoroughness. Taking the leap,

with as much conviction as she could muster, she said, “I promise.”

K

Burt had worked with wood since his father taught him to whittle
when he was six. He had spent many summer and winter days turning
odd bits of wood he’d found into animals and human faces.
Woodworking in many forms had given him an interesting and useful
hobby as he grew up. As a young man, whittling had provided hours of
solace during his stint in the war. Afterwards, he had made a career as
a carpenter. As a father, his whittling had earned the admiration of his
young children, and since his retirement, carving figures and making
furniture had provided hours of peaceful contemplation. A major
bonus of his hobby was the way his creations made Claudia happy. 

Burt was now busy sanding the 1x3s that would become the seat of
the bench he was making. It was a surprise for Claudia that he had
been planning for many years, but had been too tired to pursue.
Claudia’s newfound purpose had energized him and today he
approached his new project with relish. 

Mostly while he worked the wood, he thought about nothing.
Claudia had told him long ago that the ability to think about nothing
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was characteristic of men and one that, as a woman, she envied. But
today, as he sanded each seat board to a buttery soft finish, he won-
dered how Claudia and Karen were getting along. As serene as Claudia
could be under any circumstances, he knew that today held a great
deal of importance for her. He hoped that Karen would be everything
and more that his wife needed. 

He wanted the bench he was making to provide another place for
Karen and Claudia to sit during their upcoming discussions. Burt was
assuming that Karen would accept Claudia’s invitation and the conditions
that applied. She would be a fool not to, he thought. If she could take
what she learns from Claudia, and make her husband’s life a fraction as
fine as Claudia had made his, he knew her husband would worship her.

Publicly, Burt’s buddies—all old men now—had teased him for his
obvious adoration of Claudia. Privately, each of them had asked him what
their secret was. He had always replied, “I think it’s Claudia. I’m just an
ordinary man. I try my best to make her happy, and, bless her, she lets
me.” Invariably, the buddy would nod his head, understanding perfectly
how much that meant. Burt had always felt a little sorry for his friends
that their wives didn’t understand them as Claudia understood him. 

If all goes well today, he thought, this guy Mike is sure to be a
lucky fellow. 

Burt went to his workbench to get an even finer grade of sand-
paper. Looking out the window, he gauged the time by measuring the
angle of the sun in the sky, as was his habit from the Navy. As he did,
he noticed Claudia seated with Karen at the dark wood table he had
made her years ago. Claudia was speaking and Burt could read the
intensity in her gestures. He hadn’t seen her that animated with
another person in a long time. He returned to his sanding with a smile
and a glint in his dark eyes.

K

Not forgetting her duties as a hostess, Claudia thought it was time
to refresh themselves before going too far into the lesson she had
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planned for today. She and Karen went to the kitchen for a fresh cup
of tea. 

As they prepared their tea, Karen asked Claudia about the future.
“I know I already agreed ‘to finish what we start.’ What do you have in
mind and how long do you think it will take?”

Claudia replied, “We should be flexible, since I have never
attempted this before. But, I think we should meet like this for two to
three hours, once a week, for about a month.”

Karen seemed surprised. “Really? I thought it would take a lot
longer to teach me all you’ve learned about men.”

Claudia chuckled. “It would take years to teach you all that I know
about men. But I am only planning to teach you what you need to
know and can really use considering what is happening with Mike right
now.”

Karen seemed impressed. “Wow. You sound like a doctor; like you
know what to prescribe for what ails me.”

“If used properly,” Claudia said, “what I teach you can be like laser
surgery. It will remove the tumor growing in your marriage, without
scarring.” 

She watched Karen take this in. Claudia was impressed that, usu-
ally, Karen thought before she spoke. She could see her absorbing
what Claudia told her, tasting it, rolling it around in her head, before
she reacted. This was a good sign. So far, she’s teachable, Claudia
thought. She chuckled to herself and wondered what Karen would
think about her pronouncing a teacher “teachable”?

They gathered their tea and the small plate of cookies Claudia had
prepared earlier and returned to their places in the garden. Claudia
was having fun—it felt good to talk about what she knew. It felt good
knowing she could help this young woman. She decided to start with
the familiar and build from there. 

She said, “Since you are an elementary school teacher, I am
assuming that you studied child development in college or have since
then.” 

Karen responded enthusiastically, “Yes. I have my degree in child
development.”
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“Perfect. As you know, children develop in predictable stages,
acquiring new abilities at certain times. And while some children enter
a stage earlier or later than others, they all go through them. Right?”

Karen nodded. “Yes. Many parents think it says something about
their children’s abilities if they go through a stage ahead or behind
other children. They’ll brag about it if their child enters a stage early.”

Claudia nodded in understanding. “Most people are not aware that
in addition to child development there is also what we call ‘man devel-
opment.’ Men continue to develop in predictable stages from infancy
through seniority, with changing motivations, needs and capacities that
affect every part of their lives.”

Seeing that Karen was right with her, Claudia asked, “Are you
familiar with the idea of animals being imprinted? For example, a baby
zebra’s brain being imprinted with the image of its mother’s stripes to
enable it to find her from then on? Or baby birds thinking the first
creature that they see is their mother?”

Karen nodded. “Does that apply to people, too?”
Claudia smiled. “I believe it does. I believe we are ‘imprinted’ with

the first man that we have an intense experience of in our teens. It may
be a young man in a romantic situation. From then on, we think that
all men are like him. We spend our adult lives waiting for the forty-
year-old to do what the seventeen-year-old did. Or, for some of us, it is
our fathers who make the impression, and then we can’t understand
why younger men don’t act like him.”

“I can see what you’re saying,” Karen said. “I’m not sure which one
it was for me. I’ll have to think about that.”

Claudia continued, “We don’t normally recognize or understand
the tremendous differences between men in different stages. Because
of that, we treat all men the same. This has us expect things that men
can’t provide, and not know how to deal with the behaviors that are
natural for each stage. Over the next few weeks, we’re going to talk
about the four stages my family has become aware of, plus one very
different state that occurs for some men. Understanding the Stages of
Development is one of the keys to the kingdom.”

Claudia paused and looked at Karen. This time, she saw less resist-
ance to the words “keys to the kingdom.”
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“First, let me say something about the names of each stage. Since
we began studying men in feudal times, what we’ve named each stage
came from the terms that applied back then. I think you will find that
they still make sense today.”

Karen asked, “Do you mind if I take notes?”
“No, that’s fine, dear,” Claudia said. “In fact, I recommend it.”
Claudia waited patiently while Karen extracted a pen and a spiral-

bound pad of paper from her purse, and turned to a blank page.
Claudia began, “We’re going to start with the second stage and

then backtrack. As you’ll see, it is easier to understand this way.” 
She continued, “This is the stage that we call Knight, as in Knight

in Shining Armor. This stage begins at puberty and continues into the
late twenties or early thirties. Think of a Knight in shining armor: can
you see what his life is characterized by? His life is about adventure.
The Knight is very passionate. He lives his life in the present—now,
now, now. Being challenged and having fun are extremely important at
this stage.” 

Claudia paused, “Can you see what I’m saying so far?”
Karen nodded, “Yes, I can. When Mike and I first got together in

college, having fun and sharing adventures was all we thought about. I
think I was ready to settle down a long time before he was.”

Claudia thought this was going well. It was good to see Karen
immediately applying the information to Mike. Later on, Claudia could
encourage her to apply the information to other men in her life. 

Claudia continued, “Many of us have had our hearts broken by a
Knight or two. This is because a Knight may really love a woman pas-
sionately, even have chosen her and think of her as his future wife. But
often he’s not ready to get married when she is. This is because for a
Knight to settle down means literally to stop having adventures. It means
putting away his sword and selling his horse.” 

She smiled compassionately. “It sounds like the end of life as he
knows it and loves it. Knights will often respond to talks about marriage
with, ‘But I haven’t done everything I want to do.’ They may still marry
young, especially if that happens in their culture, but usually with the
attitude that marriage is the next adventure.”
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Claudia saw the light go on for Karen, who said, “That must be
what happened with Mike and me. Mike’s family is old-school Italian.
Marriage is something expected in his family in their early twenties.
But getting married had nothing to do with settling down. We had
already made plans to join the Peace Corps when I graduated. And
while Mike waited for me to finish my degree, he held a lot of odd jobs.
Usually when he quit one, the reason he gave was that it wasn’t any
fun. Or that it was boring.”

Claudia said, “Can you see how it works? The need for fun and
adventure is extremely strong at this stage. You must have been a lot of
fun and adventuresome yourself for Mike to have married you.”

As Karen replied, Claudia noticed a bit of sadness in her voice. She
said, “Yes, I was a lot of fun back then. I laughed a lot and enjoyed
doing new things. I’ve become serious. I wonder why.”

Claudia warned her, “Karen, this is the first time, but it won’t be
the last. It is natural to invalidate yourself by what you see. But every-
thing I’m going to teach you is in order that you can make choices
about how you want to be. So that you can be the person you want to
be on purpose. Becoming serious and forgetting to have fun is normal
for women beginning in their thirties. That is important for you to
understand now. Later on, if you want to do something about it, I’ll tell
you what to pay attention to.”

“Thank you,” Karen said, “I’m sorry I interrupted. Please tell me
more about Knights.”

Claudia resumed, “If a Knight becomes a father, he often will feel
that it is making him become responsible before he’s ready. It is a
burden he will likely resist and may complain about. A Knight’s atti-
tude toward his children is usually in looking to have fun with them.
You will hear them say things like, ‘He’s five months old now and a lot
more fun.’ Children respond to their father’s sense of play and behave
differently than they do with their mothers.”

Karen commented, “Mike kept saying that he wasn’t ready for
children. I didn’t understand that. I can see that I didn’t realize that he
meant he wasn’t ready to be responsible for them. That they might
have gotten in the way of the fun and adventures we were having.”
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Claudia replied, “Good. This is the beginning of having more
understanding of what it’s like to be Mike.” She continued, “One of the
most important things to understand about Knights is that men are
always some part Knight. Even King Arthur put on his armor from
time to time. In other words, men always need challenges and adven-
ture. How much challenge and adventure a man needs is something
important to learn about an individual man. Younger men tend to seek
challenge in both their jobs and their recreation. For some men, as
they grow older, they get all the adventure they need from their jobs
or from their recreation. Burt is challenged each time he decides to
create another piece of furniture for me. He’s challenged by how beau-
tiful he can make it, how comfortable he can make it, and how long he
can keep the surprise.”

Claudia smiled to herself, as she thought of Burt in his shop right
now. “The mistake we make is thinking that their need for challenge is
an immaturity or misbehavior on their part. It is important to under-
stand that it is part of their nature. A woman who tries to stand
between her man and his adventure is in trouble. She’ll be regarded as
a kind of enemy to what he needs.” 

Claudia watched as Karen processed this information. She could see
her thoughts in her golden brown eyes. It was one thing to think about
Mike in the past. Now, she was thinking about Mike in the present. 

“I’m not sure how much adventure Mike needs now,” Karen said
slowly, “or where he gets it. I’ve never even thought about it.” She
frowned. “Is this just the beginning of realizing how much I don’t know
about my own husband?”

Claudia reached over and patted Karen’s hand, saying softly, “Dear,
you can think that you should already know this, and feel bad. Or you
can get excited about what lies ahead. I recommend spending your
energy thinking about how you will apply this information, instead of
thinking about how you should have already.”

Karen looked up at Claudia and smiled, her eyes clear now, and
mischievous. She said, “You’re pretty tricky, aren’t you? You already
made me promise that I wouldn’t spend my time invalidating myself.
How did you know this was going to happen?”
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Claudia felt a new warmth for Karen. “Remember I told you that
my mother and grandmother didn’t start actively teaching me about
men until I was sixteen? They did that on purpose. By then, I had
already made mistakes with my brothers, my father, and a handsome
boy I knew. Regret is a powerful teacher. To dwell there is not pro-
ductive, but to visit can seal a lesson in a woman’s heart and mind like
nothing else.” 

Again, Claudia watched as Karen absorbed what she had said. Her
admiration grew as she observed the young woman’s ability to deal
with many new ideas at one time.

Claudia asked, “Shall I continue or have you had enough for today?”
“You said that Knight was the second stage and that it begins at

puberty, which I believe is around eleven or twelve years old. Since I
teach second graders, who are only seven or eight, I would love to
know about the stage before Knight.”

Claudia was glad to see that Karen, all on her own, was already
applying the information to men besides Mike. Another good sign.

“Great. Now that we have talked about Knights, we can talk about
the preceding stage. We call these young men Pages. If you’ve watched
any movies about Camelot, or read The Once and Future King, King
Arthur first met Merlin when he was a Page. His ambition was to be a
Knight. This is the easiest way to understand Pages. To apply a term
often used today, you can think of them as ‘Knight Wannabees.’ Pages
have adventures on a smaller scale and dream of owning a real horse.
Today, you could translate that to a driver’s license and a car.”

Karen laughed, “You sure can. Most of the boys in my class can tell
you exactly how many years and months until they turn sixteen. And
most of them know the first car they want.”

Claudia smiled and resumed, “That’s great that you can see that.
What I’m about to tell you, I’m sure you’ll see in your students as well.
Pages are very interesting and they’re very interested in the world.
They are also compelled to risk. They will drive their mothers crazy by
climbing the tallest thing, lifting the heaviest thing, and endangering
their lives in any other way that they can figure out. Boredom is intol-
erable to these little men.”

37



Keys to the Kingdom

Claudia paused. “I remember when my mother first told me about
this. I was never bored and I couldn’t understand why my little brother
became bored often and why it seemed painful to him. My mother
explained that girls and women are rarely bored because we pay atten-
tion to many things at one time. She told me that men only pay atten-
tion to one thing at a time. She said that boredom is when they can’t
find anything worth paying attention to.”

“So the next time my little brother said he was bored, I asked him
what that was like. He looked at me with such a pained expression and
said, ‘Oh, Sis, it’s like dying real slow.’” Claudia chuckled. “I never
made fun of him again. Instead, whenever he said he was bored, I
helped him find something worth his attention. It wasn’t all kindness—
I knew from past experience that if I didn’t help him find something
good to pay attention to, he might find something himself that would
annoy the heck out of me!”

Karen laughed. “I really shouldn’t be laughing. My boys have told
me that they were bored 100 times already this year. And I’ve always
thought it was an indication of a lack of imagination. Oh dear, I guess I
need to spice up my classroom. If Pages are Knight Wannabees, then
they need fun and adventure too, right? If I put my mind to it, I could
make their education a lot more challenging and a lot more interesting.” 

Claudia felt happy. To know that already her information might
make those little men’s lives better made her heart sing. “Something
else you want to apply to the Pages in your classroom: Pages love to be
your hero. If you can give them meaningful ways to help you, you’ll see
a real change in the way they regard you. Especially try it with the most
difficult boys. Men of all ages become surly when they’re not needed.”

Claudia sat quietly while Karen’s notes caught up with her.
Mentally, she reviewed what she had set out to accomplish. There was
just one piece left to give Karen today. When Karen stopped writing
and looked up, Claudia asked, “What does Mike know about what
you’re doing today?”

Karen looked uncomfortable. “I only told him that I was having
lunch with a new friend I met at the yoga center. Saturday is ‘car day’
for him, so it wasn’t a problem. And since we haven’t been spending
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much time together lately, I’m sure it wouldn’t have been a problem
anyhow. I’m not sure what to tell him about what we’re doing here. Do
you have any advice?”

“I’m glad you asked. As a matter of fact, I do have some recom-
mendations. First, I recommend that you include Mike in what you’re
learning here. This information can help him understand himself as
much as it will help you to understand him. Also, it could give the two
of you something to talk about that isn’t momentous or requiring a
decision or commitment on his part.”

Karen’s large brown eyes grew rounder. “I never told you Mike
was having trouble with decisions or commitments. Or did I?”

Claudia felt sympathy for Karen. She said gently, “Monday night at
the coffee house you told me enough for me to see where Mike is in
the Stages of Development. Consistent with that is a difficulty with
commitments and decisions.”

Karen responded quickly, “Can we talk about that stage today?”
Claudia sighed, “No, I’m sorry, not today. We have another signif-

icant stage to talk about that may take a couple of sessions, before we
can get to where Mike is. Be patient; we will get there. And in between,
I’ll keep giving you information that will help you with Mike. For
example, I recommend that you tell Mike about me and include what
you promised me today. When you begin to talk about the information
itself, when you tell him about Knights and Pages, it will work well if
you tell him that you heard something interesting and would like his
opinion about it. I know you saw things about him when he was in the
Knight stage. It would be better to let him talk about it, before you tell
him any of your observations. Okay?”

Claudia noticed Karen nodded without enthusiasm.
“One more thing,” Claudia said, “When he’s talking, do your best

not to interrupt. Knowing how to listen to men is one of the big keys to
the kingdom. Don’t interject more questions or your thoughts when he’s
speaking. Notice every time you want to say something and hold your
tongue—just keep listening. Even when he pauses or seems finished.
Count to ten, if you have to, before saying anything. Do you think you
can do that?”
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Karen nodded her head again slowly and said, “I think I can. I will
certainly try. Why is not interrupting important?”

“As I already mentioned, men think very differently than women.
This affects the way they communicate. If you interrupt a man while
he is speaking, it’s like running a train off its track. He doesn’t get back
on track and keep talking. He will usually, with just a few interruptions,
stop talking altogether. This is one of the reasons why women think
men are shallow. We interrupt them before they can get to the best
part of what they could have said.”

Claudia could tell that all of the information she had given Karen
today had worn Karen out. It was almost four o’clock. More tiring than
the information was the shift in thinking it provoked. Claudia sensed
both the past and the future had started to change for Karen today. 

Claudia walked Karen to the door and there she saw further signs
of Karen’s disorientation. At the front step, she looked around like she
couldn’t remember where she had parked her car. Her heart swelling
with compassion and appreciation for the younger woman’s courage,
Claudia impulsively hugged Karen and held her a little longer than
was polite. 

On the other hand, Claudia felt great. It was as if her knowledge
had been weighing her down. In sharing it with someone, she felt
lighter, younger, and suddenly satisfied. She was looking forward to
telling Burt about their first session.

K

Mike realized he was prowling around the house. He had expected
Karen to be back a couple of hours ago and wasn’t sure what to do with
himself. When Karen told him that she had a lunch date with a new
friend from her yoga class, Mike was not alarmed. For many years,
they had spent the first part of Saturday doing their own thing. Mike
usually needed time alone and time with his cars to recover from the
workweek. Karen usually needed time with other “grown-ups,” either
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shopping or talking with her friends, after spending the week with
second graders.

The day had begun like any other Saturday. Mike left about 8:00
A.M. to go toodling around the back roads in his little red Miata. The
fresh air, the sunshine, and pushing the limit as he went up the winding
curves of the Angeles Crest Highway, all came together to quiet his
thoughts and bring him as close to peace as he was able to get these days. 

By the time he returned, Karen had already left and he had the
house to himself. He watched TV, surfing the various sports and auto-
motive channels included in their cable package. By now, he’d also
eaten and napped and was ready to spend time with his wife.

Where the hell is she? A luncheon can’t take more than four hours,
can it? He immediately realized that, with women, it easily could. A
bunch of guys wouldn’t spend much more than an hour at lunch, even
spittin’ and chewin’ about their favorite topics. Remembering Karen
was at lunch with another woman calmed him down a bit. Then he
thought, but she said she was having lunch at a “friend’s” house. Did
she ever specify a woman?

These doubts were new for Mike. He and Karen had always had
a satisfying, if not terribly exciting, sex life. But like other forms of
communication, it also had broken down in the last eight months. He
knew that the distance he kept from Karen and everyone else in his
life had to have an effect. Admit it, he thought, you just don’t want to
do it that often. 

Did Karen have needs he hadn’t noticed? Damn! Just as his mind
began generating pictures of imaginary couplings between his wife and
other men, he heard the garage door open.

Mike quickly positioned himself on the couch with the remote
control as if he had been sitting there for hours. He tried to appear
calm as Karen entered the room. But immediately he noticed a differ-
ence in her, a lightness in her step, and as she turned toward him, he
saw something in her face that he hadn’t seen for a long time. She was
kind of…happy. His heart jumped into his throat. He hoped she didn’t
notice the strangled “hi” that emerged. He thought, please God, don’t
let that be it.
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K

As Karen drove home, she wished she didn’t live close to Claudia.
Of course, if they didn’t live close, what were the chances they would
have ended up in the same yoga class? Thinking she needed more time
before she faced Mike, she pulled into the parking lot of her favorite
coffee house and went in. She realized it was the same coffee house in
which she had poured her heart out to Claudia five days before. Wow,
she thought, if I had any idea who I was talking to, would I have told
her as much? If I hadn’t told her as much, would she have picked me?
What exactly has she picked me for? Remembering that Claudia said
she was only going to teach her what she thought she could use, Karen
immediately wondered what she would be missing out on. Be content,
she thought, I don’t even know exactly what to do with what I’ve heard
so far.

What have I heard so far? Karen’s ordered mind demanded that
she organize what she had been told today. Without noticing, she was
automatically thinking of Claudia’s information like a teacher designing
a new curriculum. She sipped her cappuccino and made some notes on
her pad. 

When she looked at her watch, another forty-five minutes had
passed. As she got in her car and headed for home, she thought, Time
to face the music.

Face the music? Why would I think that? I’ve done nothing wrong.
She thought of her promise to Claudia to be honest. She asked herself,
have I been honest with Mike? Interesting that she would promise a
woman she had just met something that she didn’t provide her hus-
band. But I don’t lie to him, she thought. No, I just don’t tell him
things I think he won’t like to hear. Instantly she recognized what
Claudia had been talking about: she did treat Mike like an adversary.
She didn’t treat him with trust and respect, as much as she thought she
trusted and respected him. Feeling full of promises today, she prom-
ised herself to try harder, to treat Mike like a partner. What is a
partner? she wondered as she pulled into the garage.
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When she entered the family room from the garage, she saw Mike
sitting on the couch watching TV. She could tell by the tension in his
shoulders that he was upset. She wanted to turn around and go out the
way she had come in, but instead, her new promise fresh in her mind,
she sat down across from him.

“Hi,” he said. He sounded like he was choking on something.
What can he be upset about? she wondered.

She started, “Are you busy? Are you hungry? I want to tell you
about my afternoon.”

Mike croaked out, “I’m not sure I want to know.”
Karen was confused. “Why do you say that?”
“Well, things haven’t exactly been great between us.” He snarled,

“It’s almost five o’clock, you’re a beautiful woman and you had lunch
at a ‘friend’s’ house. It doesn’t take a genius to put it all together.”

Karen was shocked and relieved. And flattered. Beautiful? With-
out meaning to, she laughed out loud. “I’m sorry. It’s just that what you
are talking about is the furthest thing from my mind. I spent the after-
noon with a very wise woman who, as attractive as she may be, is just
not my type!”

Karen could see Mike visibly relax. Was that a blush she saw? Poor
thing. He thought I was with another man!

She wanted to touch him, to comfort him, but she was afraid of
how he might react. She never knew what to expect from him these
days. But she really wanted to tell him about Claudia and the Knights
and Pages. She had an idea.

“Mike, how about we go out for a bite to eat? I’ll tell you what we
talked about today and see what you think about what Claudia said.”

Mike got up from the couch and Karen took that as a “yes” to her
idea. As he grabbed his keys to her car, he asked, “What was the subject?”

With everything about Mike uncertain, every sign of normalcy
comforted Karen. For years they had taken her car instead of his truck
when they were together. Lately, Mike had always insisted on driving
his new Miata with the top down. Her hair blew all over the place. As
she happily settled herself in her Honda sedan’s passenger seat, Karen
replied, “Men.”
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Mike snorted, “That’s a simple subject. What did you talk about
the rest of the time?”

“Really? Do you think men are simple? Because I thought I
understood men. Lately, I just thought I didn’t understand you. Now,
after finding out that the women in Claudia’s family have studied men
for twenty-five generations, I’m thinking I don’t even know how much
I don’t know!”

Mike seemed irritated. “Is this a woman thing? Are you sure you
should tell me about it?”

Karen was glad for the opening. “Claudia specifically told me that
I should tell you about her and tell you what I am learning. She said it
would help you, too.”

Karen saw Mike bristle and wanted to kick herself. He said
harshly, “What makes her think I need help?”

Karen gently touched his arm. “Please don’t be upset. You know
how difficult things have been the last eight months or so. You don’t
seem like yourself. Please just listen to what I have to tell you. I think
you’ll find it interesting. Without my telling her, Claudia guessed that
you’re having trouble making decisions and commitments.”

“What’s wrong with that?” he demanded.
“Nothing,” she persisted, digging the hole deeper. “That’s what I’m

trying to tell you. Apparently it has something to do with a stage you
are in.”

“What do you mean, a ‘stage’ I’m in? Like a child?”
Karen was relieved to see them pulling in to one of their favorite

local restaurants. Mike had been trying a lot of new places lately.
Again, it was comforting to see the old and familiar. 

Trying to rescue the conversation, she turned to him and said, “No,
according to Claudia, it’s quite the manly thing to do.” She raised her
eyebrows suggestively as she said “manly.” He couldn’t help but
chuckle and she breathed a little easier.

She got out and, speaking over the top of the car, said, “Let’s wait
until we get inside and order, then I’ll tell you all about it.”
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After Mike had recovered from the shock of his own wild imagin-
ings, he started to hear what Karen was saying. It sounded like this
Claudia person had some interesting ideas. And Karen was animated.
That by itself was worth it. Mike became more relaxed and was sur-
prised to notice that he was actually enjoying himself. For Karen’s sake,
he had picked an old favorite of hers. He didn’t much care for the place
anymore, but he wanted her to be happy and she seemed to be. He
wasn’t sure if it was the restaurant or Claudia that had made her happy,
but as long as it wasn’t that other thing, it was fine by him.

After awhile, he said, “Let me see if I’ve got this right. Claudia is
probably in her sixties. She is the last of twenty-five generations of man
researchers and she has picked you to share her knowledge. Why did
she pick you?”

He noticed Karen shift in her seat uncomfortably. She said,
“Well, apparently something I told her made her think that I am not
totally against you. Even though it’s normal for women to treat men
like enemies, apparently I don’t always do that. She noticed ways that
I’m sensitive to your needs and that I truly want to support you.”

“It took a lot for you to say that, didn’t it?” Mike asked.
Again, Karen shifted around. She looked down as she replied, “I

promised Claudia that I would be honest with her. And I promised
myself I would be honest with you. I am trying to treat you like my
partner, even though no one has ever taught me how.”

At that moment, she looked up at him. He could see the vulnera-
bility in her eyes and he ached for her. He reached across the table and
gently took her hand. “I’ve always thought of you as my partner. And I
always thought you were doing the best you could.”

“Well, I’m finding out I can do a lot better.”
“Oh, Honey,” he consoled her. “Don’t be hard on yourself.”
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“Funny you should say that. Claudia made me promise something
just like that.”

“Really? What did she make you promise?”
Karen looked down again. He noticed her take a deep breath. Then,

with obvious effort, she looked directly at him and said, “She made me
promise not to purposefully use what I learn to hurt you and to forgive
myself for not already knowing it. Something like that. I guess since I
promised, I should find out exactly what it was.”

“What an interesting promise. Did she ask you for anything else?
Is she charging you?”

“No, she doesn’t seem to want any money. She also asked that I tell
only you what we talk about, and that we finish what we start.” Karen
added, “She thinks it will take about a month, meeting every week like
we did today.”

Mike frowned. “Will you be gone as long each time?”
“I don’t think so. Today there was a lot of groundwork to lay. Kind

of like the first day of school.”
“Good. I may need my alone time, but I don’t need as much as I

got today.” That was as close as he could come to admitting his fears.
He forced a small smile. “I missed you.” 
He could see that Karen liked hearing that. It made him wonder

what else he hadn’t been saying to her lately. Man, I am really wrapped
up in myself, aren’t I? Look how pretty she is. When was the last time
I noticed that? Mike watched Karen as she toyed with her pasta,
twirling it with her fork around and around. He loved her face. The
smooth curve of her cheekbones. The way her nose made her look
exotic. He was enchanted by her deep, golden brown eyes and thick
lashes. He loved her full lips that were quick to smile. Or used to be,
he corrected himself.

Brought back to the present, he said, “So, tell me about these
stages. What stage am I in? The terrible forties?”

“I don’t know yet what stage you’re in. Claudia told me about the
first two and she said she has another one to cover before we get to
yours. How she already knows what stage you are in is beyond me.
Sometimes I think she reads minds.”
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“What are the first two stages?” he asked.
“I’ll tell you the same way she told me, starting with the second

one. It really is easier to understand that way. For someone who has
never shared her information, Claudia is a pretty methodical teacher.” 

Karen took a sip of her wine. “Anyway, the second stage goes from
puberty—that happens around eleven-and-a-half, my child develop-
ment books said—late into the twenties or even early thirties. They call
them Knights. You know, the knights in shining armor, like Lancelot
and the Round Table. She says men in this stage are all about fun and
challenge and adventure. Seems they can’t get enough of it.”

Karen paused. “Do you want to tell me what you think, or should
I keep going?” 

“Keep going,” Mike said. He liked to get all the information at
once, think about it, and then draw his conclusions.

“Okay. The stage before Knights, they call Pages. Same era—you
know, the little guys who followed the Knights around and idolized
them. Claudia calls them ‘little men’ and says to think of them as Knight
Wannabees. It was funny to hear an older woman use that term.
Anyway, she says Pages need adventure, too, and drive their mothers
crazy taking any risks they can find. That is sure true of my boys. Seems
like half my job is keeping them safe and then trying to educate them.”

Mike noticed Karen pause, like she thought she had said too
much. Then she finished, “That’s all I can remember without my notes.
What do you think? Does the idea of stages hold water?”

Mike could tell by how high her voice went that the answer was
important to her. Even if he hadn’t seen some truth in what she had said,
he might have fudged just to not rain on her parade. Karen this excited
about something was worth preserving. But he was surprised. As Karen
spoke of Knights, he could definitely see himself as a teenager, and even
in his twenties. And while he couldn’t remember much of himself as a
Page, he could remember his younger twin brothers at that age. They
drove his mother crazy. They lived in a two-story house and his brothers
would jump from the highest stair they could. They narrowly made it to
the bottom, and usually tumbled on the carpet. A few skinned knees and
noses never stopped them from going higher and higher. When they got
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taller and could reach it, they slid down the banister in more and more
dangerous positions, including upside down and backwards.

Mike said, “It looks like she’s got something there. Remember all
those jobs I had while you were finishing your degree?” 

He paused, but Karen just nodded. “Well, after I learned how to
do what they wanted from me, it got boring really fast. It just wasn’t
any fun going through the same thing over and over again. There
wasn’t any challenge in it.”

He paused again, expecting her to comment. But she didn’t say
anything; she just looked interested. “That’s why I loved the Peace
Corps. There were always new challenges, either from the work or the
conditions or the different cultures.”

Karen still looked interested. And she still didn’t say anything. “I’ve
probably stuck with my business for as long as I have because no job is
the same. Every time, there are new challenges, new problems to solve.
It’s been fun figuring out how to give each client what they want.”

He thought about what he had just said. Only half-joking, he stated,
“I thought you said the Knight stage goes until the early thirties. I’m
forty-two and I might still need that challenge. Does that mean I’m
developmentally handicapped?”

Karen shook her head. “I don’t think so. One of things I forgot to
tell you is that Claudia said men are always some part Knight, no
matter how old they get. She said men always need challenge and
adventure to some degree.”

She paused and looked down. He could tell she was uncomfortable
again. He waited and she continued, “I think I forgot to tell you because
Claudia said it is really important for women to know how much adven-
ture and challenge their men need. I was embarrassed that I never
thought of that. I have no idea what you need or where you get it.”

Mike felt sorry for Karen again. Boy, he thought, I hope every ses-
sion with Claudia isn’t as hard on her. But he noticed that it didn’t seem
to be a bad kind of hard. While Karen seemed ashamed about what she
didn’t already understand, she was still talking to him about it. This was
the best conversation they had had in months.
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On impulse, Mike got up from his seat and sat down on the other
side of the booth next to Karen. He put his arm around her shoulder
and squeezed. She leaned her head against him and he kissed her hair.
Holding her, he said, “Honey, I think it’s great what you learned today.
And I’m glad you want to understand me. I think you were right. I
think Claudia might help us both.”

She turned her head and looked up at him. Her eyes were shiny,
from happiness or sadness, he wasn’t quite sure. She asked, “Will you
tell me, please? How much adventure you need? How much challenge
you need? And where you get it?” Her voice lowered. “Do you need
challenge from me?”

It was easy to tell the last question was the most important to her.
“Darlin’,” he said in his favorite mock cowboy accent, “I get all the
challenge I need when I walk out the door in the mornin’. What I need
from you is soft arms to hold me and a smile to warm me.”

He pulled her closer to him and spoke normally. “Seriously, I
would have to think about it. I can tell you right now that you were a
challenge when we first met. Smart and feisty. I loved that. But I don’t
think I want that now. I like us being comfortable with each other.” 

He noticed she was still listening. He continued, “I’d like us to
have more fun together. But since I haven’t been able to have fun by
myself lately, I don’t know how we would do that.”

That felt too close for comfort. He changed directions. “I’m not
sure how much challenge I need. Up until a few months ago, I would
have said that I needed a lot. And I got a lot. Between my job and fixing
my cars, I had plenty. But my job isn’t what it used to be. I’m antsy. I
get frustrated by the kind of problems I used to solve for fun.” 

He paused and said, half to himself, “Maybe I need a new kind
of challenge.”

Karen just kept looking up at him, obviously interested in what he
might say next. But he didn’t have anything else to say. Impulsively he
leaned down and kissed her full on the mouth. Hmmm. That was fun.
So he kept kissing her…and kissing her…and kissing her. Whoa,
Cowboy, he thought, better get this filly on home.
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Shortly after he saw Karen leave, Burt put away his tools, turned
out the lights and left his workroom. He was hungry and curious. He
found Claudia in the kitchen, where she immediately handed him a
box of Cheese-Its. He leaned against the cupboards and munched
away, watching her move deftly about the kitchen, putting dinner
together. When he’d curbed his hunger, he set the table.

When they were settled at the dining room table, he said, “So,
honey, how’d it go?”

He was rewarded with a big smile that crinkled her face all the way
up to her lovely eyes. “That well, huh?”

As Claudia began to talk, Burt settled himself in to listen. Listening
to Claudia was one of his favorite things to do. He loved everything
about it. The way her voice rose and fell like a melody. The way her
excitement lit up her face and, it seemed, the whole room. And the way
her ideas had always surprised and intrigued him. 

She said, “I think it went really well. Better, even, than I expected.
Karen is a good student, which is rare for a teacher. She listens and
asks good questions. I think this whole process is going to be really
interesting. I am already anxious to find out what she does with what I
told her today.”

“What did you tell her today?”
“I told her about my family and what we have done for five hun-

dred years. I didn’t tell her about the Covenant, though. That’s on my
head, not hers. Then I began with the Stages of Development.”

Burt cheerfully obliged by asking, “Tell me again, what are the
Stages of Development?”

Claudia’s eyes crinkled again with a smile. “It’s the way men change
as they get older. It happens in stages and it’s predictable. They each
last ten to fifteen years or more.”

“What stage does that put me in, then? The sixth one?”
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Claudia chuckled. “Actually, there are only four stages. The last one,
the one we call King, usually lasts until the end of a man’s life. But you
are in a rare category, a state more than a stage. We call you an Elder.”

“What’s an elder? Is that just because I’m old?” he teased.
“No, Sweetie, it is not because you are old,” Claudia smiled. “An

Elder is a King who goes through a fairly quiet but dramatic trans-
formation. In a way, it is like his life is over. But not in a negative way.
His life is over in the sense that he has nothing else to prove; he has
no agenda; he is beyond ambition. He spends his time focused on
contributing to others and on enjoying and appreciating all the gifts
in his life. This gives him a unique insight into people and into life
itself. Elders are the wise men in our communities.”

Burt was flattered, even as he recognized that what Claudia said
was true. “It is an interesting way to live. I was used to striving for
something. I always had something else to accomplish. Something I
had to do or something I wanted to provide for you or the kids. Then,
all of a sudden, it was gone. The ambition disappeared. I was done. I
was content.”

“I remember when it happened to you,” she said. “It was about
five years after you retired. You had been busy with all the projects you
had planned and all the trips you wanted us to take. Remember? You
had just finished carving the table and chairs for the garden, and they
were magnificent. I wondered what you were going to build next and
how you were going to top yourself. I expected it, because you had
been working in such a flurry for such a long time. And then you just
stopped. You became really calm. And you sat sit still for long periods
of time.”

She continued, “It was strange at first. I was used to your busy-
ness, your appetites, your ambitions.” She smiled, “But I got used to
you again, after awhile. Now, I like how peaceful you are.”

She added with a mischievous twinkle, “But I miss your opinions,
because they sparked such interesting conversations.”

Burt considered this. He hadn’t thought about it before. It was
true, though. He still had a lot of opinions about a lot of things. But he
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used to offer them to anyone he thought needed them. And then he
stopped. Why was that, he wondered? Oh, I know, it’s because it’s a lot
of responsibility telling people how to live their lives. I just didn’t need
the stress.

“Do you really miss my opinions?”
“Well,” Claudia replied with a smile, “I’ve learned to ask for them

when I want advice. But sometimes I need advice and don’t know it.
In the past, you always just provided it. It was hard to hear, but I would
eventually come around and see that you had very valid points.”

She continued, “I think it was harder for Myra, though. She always
had a lot to prove to you. She hated getting her father’s advice. She was
afraid you gave it because you thought she couldn’t figure it out on her
own. I know that’s not why you gave her unsolicited opinions. I know
you hated to see her fail or be in pain. But she didn’t understand that.”

Burt sighed, “Yes, I can see I made many mistakes there. I just
wanted to help her. Now, I don’t offer advice because I’ve figured out
that if people don’t ask for it, it is unlikely they’ll hear it, let alone
follow it.”

Claudia laughed. “Honey, that is actually great advice right there.
I’m going to remember that with Karen and make sure she is asking for
what I have to give.”

Burt smiled, glad to have contributed to her project. “Is there any-
thing else you said to Karen that you want to tell me about?”

“Actually, there were things that I didn’t tell Karen, that maybe I
should have. Since she was already taking herself to task over the mis-
takes she saw, I didn’t want to point out any others. There are a lot of mis-
takes women make from not understanding the Stages of Development.”

“Like what?”
“Well, for instance, we were talking about Pages. That’s the first

stage that goes from birth to puberty. Women, especially their
mothers, don’t understand these little guys and they expect things that
are unreasonable.”

“Like what?” he asked again.
“Well, like expecting them to be hygienic. They are going to get

dirty and stay dirty and that’s just the way of it. You can clean them up,
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but don’t chastise them for getting dirty in the first place. Or, like
expecting them to be modest about their accomplishments or their
bodies. They brag and they flaunt. Or expecting them to understand
why they shouldn’t burp and break wind in public. They think it’s fun
and it’s funny and there is no way they will ever understand why their
mom thinks it isn’t. She just seems uptight to them.”

Burt was laughing. He could easily remember his own mother
screaming at him and his brothers. Then he remembered Claudia with
their son in the same situation. She had just pinned him with those
eyes of hers and firmly said, “I understand your fun. And, I need you
to not do that around me.” Max was no fool—he caught on right away.

Burt was enjoying this. “Any other mistakes women make with
Pages?”

Claudia replied, more serious, “The worst one is expecting these
little men to be little women. We try to grind and groom and nag and
beat the boy right out of them. We try to turn them into little girls. And
we think that if we were better mothers, we could.”

Burt nodded. “Did you just talk about Pages today?”
“No. We talked about Knights, too. That’s the stage after Pages. It

lasts from puberty to twenty-six or seven, or later, depending on a
man’s culture, personality and, even, birth order.”

“What do you mean? How can it vary that much?”
“The Knight stage is all about fun and adventure and challenge.

When a man gets serious about building something—that’s what the
stage after Knight is all about—depends on many things. First-born
males tend to be ready for responsibility sooner. And some cultures
are more serious and ambitious than others. Then, of course, some
individuals are just more serious than others.”

“That sounds interesting,” Burt said. “I remember when fun and
adventure were everything. But I was the oldest, and I was expected to
do certain things. In a way, I think I was glad to join the Navy at the
beginning of the War to avoid all that responsibility. The Navy was a
way I could go off on an adventure and still be well thought of.”

Claudia smiled, remembering. “And you were so handsome in
your uniform. But I was heartbroken when you volunteered. I thought
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you wanted to get away from me. Then my mother explained Knights
to me. That saved me from making a lot of other mistakes.”

“What kinds of mistakes do women make with Knights?” Burt asked.
He watched while Claudia thought for a moment. He liked the

way she pursed her lips while she was thinking. He thought it was cute.
She said, “Women make a lot of mistakes at this stage, and mostly

for the same reason: We take everything personally. This is the stage
when women are first getting involved with men romantically. And
there is too much we don’t understand. We think that if you really
loved us, you wouldn’t want to spend time with your friends and you
wouldn’t go off and do things that seem crazy or silly to women. We
think that if we were prettier, or gave you the sex you wanted, that we
could keep you with us.”

Burt shook his head sadly.
Claudia kept going, “One that makes me sad is that we panic every

time you notice another woman. We are scared and hurt and bury it
under anger. Women don’t know how vulnerable men are to women’s
looks. A woman thinks that the man purposely turned his head to look
at the other woman. She thinks if he really loved her or cared about
her, he wouldn’t look. She doesn’t know that the other woman literally
turned his head and there wasn’t a darn thing he could do to prevent
it. The best he can do is get whiplash from turning it back fast enough,
trying not to get caught.”

Burt smiled, remembering. “I used to wonder about that. My
friends were always in trouble for looking. Their girlfriends or wives
just took them apart. But you never did. Whenever I found myself
looking, when I turned back to you, you just smiled and kept talking
like nothing happened.”

Claudia nodded. “That’s just it. Nothing had happened. Would I
have been mad if you had tripped? Like that was something against
me? That’s all it was. She tripped you.” 

She continued, “Now I know that there are men who look on pur-
pose, for a long time. They usually do that to put the woman they’re
with in her place. But he only feels the need to do that if she has been
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diminishing him in some way, or making him feel out of control, or
giving him the impression that she thinks he’s not good enough for her.”

Burt marveled at Claudia’s wisdom. He wished more women
knew what she knew. What a lot of pain and suffering it would prevent,
he thought.

“Are there any other mistakes women make with Knights?” he asked.
“Well, there is another that is related to what we just talked about.

Women understand that men are ‘visual,’ but when they say it, it’s
almost always nasty—like men shouldn’t be that way. But what women
don’t understand is how visual men are—how acute that sense is, and
how many things they can tell about a woman just by looking at her.”

“Really? Like what?” He was wondering if he knew himself. 
Claudia smiled. “Just to name a few: A man can tell by the way she

carries and moves her body if she is aggressive or receptive, impatient
or used to being in control. He can tell if she is self-confident, or
unsure of herself, putting on airs, or relaxed and comfortable.

“When a man looks at a woman’s face, he can see much more than
the shape and organization of her facial features. Women who are bitter
have what men call ‘a pinched look.’ Resentment develops ‘edges’ in a
woman’s face and makes her look ‘sharp.’ She looks intimidating; no
matter how lovely her features might be otherwise. Our faces can have
an overall look of being clouded or muddled when we are upset or
angry. Men tend to keep their distance when we look like this. On the
other hand, when a woman is happy, her face gives off a light or glow
that draws people to her. Being at peace—with herself or the world—is
reflected in a ‘softness’ of the cheeks, jaw, mouth and eye area that
makes a woman look approachable.”

She laughed. “Okay, that wasn’t just a few. But that’s just her body
and her face. Her eyes are the most revealing.” 

Burt smiled, letting her lead him along. “Really?” 
She dimpled. “They show everything from sadness to joy, skepti-

cism to acceptance. When we are critical or judgmental, our eyes show
it—the pupils contract and our eyes look ‘hard.’ When we are interested
in something or someone, our eyes shine or sparkle. Passion makes our
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eyes ‘light up.’ Most men have said that the most attractive feature in
any woman is her eyes.” 

“Remember Pete at the Chamber of Commerce?” she asked. 
Burt nodded. 
“He told me, ‘The most extraordinary thing is to look into a woman’s

eyes and see that she accepts you.’ Another man, at the Veteran’s
Administration, in his late forties, said, ‘When a woman looks at you and
her eyes are sparkling, it’s like she gives you a small piece of her spirit.’”

Burt smiled, aware that that was happening to him right now.
Later, lying in bed with Claudia curled against him, he thought, for

the thousandth time, how blessed he was. His life was full of good
things and good people. In perfect contentment, he fell asleep.

K

Karen lay curled against Mike, listening to him snore softly. Her
hand lay on his chest, buried in curly brown hair. She was almost giddy
with excitement. Oh my, she thought, all I did was listen! Who would
have thought? Claudia would have thought, she told herself. Oh, I don’t
know about that, she mentally argued back, reliving the lovemaking
that had recently concluded. I don’t think she could have anticipated
that! Well, she does call what she knows the “keys to the kingdom”…

Whether or not Claudia knew the power of what she had told
Karen that day, Karen was more grateful, already, than she could have
imagined. That night, instead of staying as far over on her own side of
the bed as possible, she fell asleep on Mike’s. As she drifted off, she
thought, he said I am beautiful…

In place of the tears that she had become used to, a smile accom-
panied her to sleep. 
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BRRRRRRIIIIIIIINNNNNNNGGGGGGG! THE FINAL BELL SOUNDED AND

most of the kids jumped up from their seats and headed for the door
in a rush. Casey was hanging back a bit and Karen smiled to herself.
Looking around, she spotted something for him to do.

“Casey?” He paused and turned toward her. “Do you have to go
home right away? I have some stuff I could sure use your help with.”

She noticed Casey’s small shoulders straighten a bit. He came back
to her desk. “Watcha doin’?” he asked.

“Well,” she said. “I need to take down all the Columbus pictures
and put up the Thanksgiving feasts you guys made this week. I was
hoping you would help me since I’ll bet you’re really good at hanging
stuff up with tacks.”

Casey smiled shyly. “Sure, Mrs. Trevino, if you say so.”
As Karen worked with Casey, she marveled that this was the same

boy who had disrupted her class since September. His normally sullen
expression was gone and he was actually chatting with her as they
worked. He was good at hanging things. And the more she noticed, the
more he tried to do it well.

“You’re doing a good job of getting the tacks right in the corner,
Casey. You are precise. I like that quality in a man.”

She noticed that Casey blushed but didn’t protest. Did he just get
bigger? She wondered. Seems like his chest kind of puffed up.

When they were finished, Karen thanked him. “I really like doing
this stuff with you. You’re a big help and you make it more fun, too.”
He rewarded her with a rare grin. 
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As Casey waved good-bye, Karen thought again about the change in
him this week. On Monday, he had been his usual surly, sullen, unco-
operative self. She had gotten used to it and thought she understood the
cause. With two parents totally involved in their careers, Casey didn’t
get much attention at home. But his manner didn’t invite her positive
attention. She usually wanted to avoid him or discipline him.

On Tuesday, Karen remembered what Claudia had told her about
Pages. While it seemed impossible that Casey would ever want to help
her, she thought she would give it a try. Remembering that he walked
home, probably to an empty house, she had an idea. That day, as the
other kids were leaving, she asked Casey to stay behind. He had stood
at her desk, his small arms crossed across his chest with his hands
tucked in his armpits, obviously waiting for the lecture or consequence
he expected. 

Instead Karen had said, “I’m thinking that you are probably the
strongest boy in the class. Would you help me carry some boxes to the
storage room?” 

Casey had shrugged his shoulders but he immediately picked up a
box. He followed her slowly down to the crowded storage room and set
the box down near the door. 

“That’s great, Casey. Could you bring another one while I make
some room for them?”

Again Casey shrugged but headed back to the classroom. Well, he
hasn’t bolted yet, she had thought. Karen rearranged some boxes to
make room for hers. Shortly, Casey returned, this time carrying two
boxes, one stacked on top of the other. He could barely see around
the sides.

“Wow,” she said. “You really are strong!”
Without her asking, he set down the two boxes and returned to

the classroom for the lightest box. She noticed that he made a show
of carrying it with only one hand, although it balanced precariously.
Karen smiled, showing how impressed she was.

“I sure asked the right guy for help, didn’t I?”
Casey shrugged again, but this time he spoke. “I guess so.”
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That was Tuesday. A similar thing happened on Wednesday, when
he helped her make a bunch of copies in the office. She noticed how
carefully he stacked the papers and commented on it. It was Thursday
when she first noticed him hanging back as the others left. It was as if
he hoped she would ask him for help. She asked him to put the next
day’s assignment on the board. She commented that board writing was
difficult but he did it neatly.

By Friday, his classroom behavior had changed as well. He was
paying attention instead of drawing or daydreaming or distracting the
kids around him. He answered her questions now instead of just shrug-
ging. She thought he seemed happier. Could all that have come out of
her asking him for help? She would have to ask Claudia.

Karen was looking forward to seeing Claudia tomorrow for their
second session about men. They had stopped for tea after yoga on
Wednesday night and Karen had told her most of what had happened
with Mike over the weekend. It was the best time she and Mike had
had together since spring. Remembering Saturday night with a smile,
she thought, being honest with Claudia doesn’t mean I have to tell
every detail, does it?

K

The next day, Claudia was pleasantly surprised that Karen had
insisted on bringing lunch. Karen treated her to some salads from the
local health food store and deli. She presented them to Claudia, saying,
“The special oil they use in these salads is supposed to be good for your
joints.” Claudia thought it was neat that Karen wanted to give some-
thing back.

After lunch, they set their tea on the table outside and Claudia
gave Karen a tour of her garden. She tried to make it short, but her
enthusiasm took over and she found herself going on and on about
her shrubs, vines, and flowers, their histories, and why she planted
them where she did. Karen commented, “You are passionate about
gardening, aren’t you?”
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Claudia laughed. “Yes, I am passionate about my garden. I love the
dirt and the growing and the beauty that can happen. As you can tell, I
can get to talking about it.” She paused. “But I am even more passionate
about women having something they are passionate about.”

“What do you mean?” Karen asked.
Claudia was glad she asked. This was important to plant in Karen’s

mind before they got too far down the path they were on. She led Karen
over to the table Burt had carved for her and settled in before answering.

She said, “What is normal for women instinctively is to focus on
pleasing their men, and to avoid displeasing them. We naturally change
and mold and even contort ourselves to be what we think they want.
Since we do this automatically, we can lose ourselves without noticing.
We just wake up feeling empty one day.”

She could tell by Karen’s expression that she had struck a cord. She
continued, “It is very important for a woman to keep something in her
life that has nothing to do with her husband or boyfriend. Something that
expresses who she is as an individual. Something she is passionate about.
This will help her to not lose herself in the relationship or in her family.”

Claudia paused to let this sink in. She could see Karen’s thought
processes play across her face as she absorbed what Claudia had told
her. She waited for Karen’s features to clear, meaning she had finished
ingesting the information and was ready for more.

Claudia then said, “As women, one of our strengths is our ability to
adapt. It is a critical ability. I don’t think humans would have survived
without women being this way. But the other side of that ability is a
weak sense of ourselves. At least compared to men.”

Karen seemed surprised. “Men have a stronger sense of them-
selves? Really?”

Claudia nodded. “Yes, it is one of their many unique qualities.”
Karen asked, “What are the others?”
Claudia smiled and patted Karen’s hand. “Not today, dear. Today

we’re going to talk about the third stage in the Stages of Development.
It has everything to do with this sense of self men have.”

Karen pulled out her pad and pen. “Okay, I’m ready,” she said.
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Claudia began, “One day in their late twenties or early thirties, a
Knight comes home from an adventure and notices he doesn’t have
much to show for himself. Suddenly, living for the present isn’t
enough. But when he looks to the future, it can be bleak. He sees that
he has no castle, no queen, and no heirs. This is when he begins the
stage we call ‘Prince.’

She paused for a sip of tea. It had grown cold during the tour of
her large garden. “The easiest way to understand a Prince is by recog-
nizing what he is not. What do you think a Prince is not, Karen?” 

Karen replied, excitedly, “He’s not a king!”
“Exactly,” Claudia said. “A Prince is not a King. And very quickly

he becomes completely, painfully aware of that. He looks around and
recognizes the men who are Kings. He can tell the difference between
them and himself. They have something, and more importantly, they
are something.”

She continued, “So this phase is all about becoming a king. It is all
about defining and creating his own kingdom, and in the process,
defining and creating his own self.”

Claudia noticed Karen rub her arms as if she felt a sudden chill.
“Yes?” Claudia inquired.

Karen replied, “It seems exciting. How does he go about it?”
“Well,” Claudia responded, “It happens in three different phases,

all within this one stage called Prince.”
She explained, glad to have such a curious listener, “The first phase

we call Early Prince. During this phase a man has to figure out where
to build his kingdom. In other words, what he wants to be King of. This
is where that sense of self comes in again, because he has to find a
career or line of work that fits. He may know instantly or he may
approach many, many different things until he finds the work that feels
right, that fits him. A man can be an Early Prince for a few minutes, or
for many years. It will last as long as it takes for him to find his place.”

Claudia paused to let Karen respond. She said, “I think Mike fig-
ured it out quickly. When we came back from Africa, he started his
construction business by remodeling houses. He was off and running.
I don’t think he ever looked back. That is, until recently.”
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Claudia let the last remark go for now. She replied, “It sounds like
his work in Africa helped him figure out what he wanted to do.”

“I think so,” Karen said. “He took part in a lot of different kinds of
building projects—dams, sewage systems, schools. He loved helping
the villagers build their own homes the most. He found some neat
ways to use indigenous materials and get a lot out of a small space.”

Claudia smiled and resumed, “After a man settles on his career, he
enters the phase we call Middle Prince. This phase lasts between ten
and twelve or thirteen years. He is intense about working and building
his career. He is intense about establishing himself in whatever area he
has chosen. He feels an urgency about it. A Prince is driven to accom-
plish and progress, and gets upset about any setbacks. He also has little
time, energy, or attention for anything outside of what he is building.
This can have a big effect on men’s relationships.”

Karen interrupted, “Does that mean they don’t care about rela-
tionships? They’re not interested in marriage?”

“Not necessarily,” Claudia said. “It all depends on how they define
their kingdom. There seem to be two main camps: the men who think
having a partner to build with is essential; and the men who think that
first you build the castle, then you find your queen.”

She continued, “The first group is likely to get married not long
after they figure out what hill they are going to conquer. They change
from dating exciting, fun, and adventurous young women, to searching
for their partner. That is the word they use the most: Partner. They are
looking for someone they can trust and someone who is going in the
same direction. They are looking for the person that will help them to
succeed in building their kingdom.”

Claudia saw a flicker of pain cross Karen’s features. “What is it?”
she asked.

Karen looked up, her golden brown eyes clouded. “Mike said that
he always thought of me as his partner. But I’m not sure how good a
partner I’ve been. How can you tell if you are a good partner?”

“Being a good partner to a Prince can be difficult,” said Claudia.
“Mostly, it means giving him what he needs, or helping him to find it.”

“What do Princes need?” Karen asked.
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“A Middle Prince needs many things. He needs his woman to be
happy with what he is able to provide now. And not just the material
things he provides. He needs the limited amount of time and energy
and attention he can pay to be enough. He is painfully aware of being
insufficient. He needs to feel good enough for her; he needs to feel
successful with her. He also needs her to believe in him and encourage
him. His wife or girlfriend believing in him can make all the difference.
And he needs to hear it, often. He needs her praise and admiration.”

Claudia chuckled, remembering, “He also needs mundane things.
His attention is focused on what he is building and he is easily derailed
by not having the simplest necessities. Things like socks, new under-
wear, clean clothes, and lunch money.”

Karen seemed upset. Claudia heard resentment when she said, “I
know I provided all those things for Mike. But it seemed like he never
noticed. He certainly never thanked me.”

Claudia felt sympathetic. “I’ll tell you a secret, Karen. Men almost
never thank you for giving them what they need. They just grab it and
go back to doing what they were doing. It is part of the way they think,
part of how focused they are. It is not meant to be unappreciative or a
slight in any way.”

She could tell Karen wasn’t quite ready to accept that. 
“What else about Middle Princes?” Karen asked.
“Well, let’s see.” Claudia thought for a moment, wondering how

much she should say. She decided to try something.
“I’ll tell you some mistakes women make with Middle Princes if

you remember your promise to forgive yourself.”
“Okay, I forgive myself in advance,” Karen said emphatically, and

leaned forward with her elbow on the table.
Claudia knew that in this position, Karen would feel less vulner-

able, which was probably a good thing right now.
She began, “Alright, here you have it. A mistake almost every

woman makes is expecting a Middle Prince to pay attention to every-
thing happening in her life. She wants him to remember every event,
important meeting, holiday and her personal preferences. With what
he is focused on, he just cannot do it. And having birthdays or holidays
be tests for him will just make them both miserable.”
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Claudia leaned forward, “Do you use a computer?”
Karen was surprised, “Yes, of course I do. Do you?”
“Burt bought one a few years ago to keep in touch with our grand-

children in Oregon, our son’s two boys. Burt got interested in computers
and learned all about them, and of course, I’ve heard a great deal about
them. One of the things Burt taught me about computers applies to
Middle Princes.”

“Really? No kidding.”
“Absolutely. You know that thing they call RAM on a computer?” 
Karen nodded. 
“Well, think of RAM as how much you can have open on your

computer screen at one time. Almost all the RAM a Middle Prince has
is used up by what he is building. He can’t also keep his wife or girl-
friend’s life on his screen at the same time.”

Karen laughed at the image. “This certainly explains a lot of the
fights Mike and I had. I definitely expected him to remember what was
happening in my life. And I tested him, every birthday. He usually
forgot it. What should I have done?”

“A woman needs to provide the information a man needs when
he can act on it,” Claudia replied. “This is one of the keys to the
kingdom: providing men with useful information at the right time.
With a Prince, you have to be a little tricky. Do you know those little
annoying pop-up thingamajiggers that come on your screen when
you’re on the Internet?”

Karen nodded. “Well,” Claudia said, “a woman with a Middle
Prince has to be a pop-up on his screen from time to time. And it is
most effective to be a happy pop-up.”

Karen’s head tilted to the side. “Can you give an example?”
Claudia thought a moment, chuckling at the memories. “Let’s

take your birthday. About a week ahead of time, you would say, ‘Gee,
I’m so…’”

She stopped. “No, I guess you wouldn’t say ‘Gee’ would you? Okay,
you would say, ‘Wow, I’m so happy it’s my birthday next Tuesday.’ A few
days later, you would tell him what you wanted to do for your birthday
and make sure to ask if he can. Then, the day before your birthday, you
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would say, ‘I can’t believe it, when I wake up, I’ll be thirty-nine!’ In the
morning you could say, ‘Hey handsome, kiss the birthday girl!’ You see
what I mean about a happy pop-up?”

Karen barely nodded. “Sounds kind of silly. Does it work?”
Claudia nodded. “Yes, it really works. And not doing it can be dis-

astrous. Every year for my birthday, while Burt was a Middle Prince, I
was tempted to see if he would remember. Even with what I know, I’m
still a woman, you see. We always want to know they’re thinking about
us. The year I didn’t provide the pop-up, he completely forgot and was
mortified. It was as if someone had let all the air out of his balloon. I
felt terrible. I had set him up to fail.”

Karen looked stricken. She agreed, sadly, “Yep, I’ve done that
plenty of times.”

Claudia felt compassion for Karen. This was a hard and important
lesson to begin learning. She decided to retreat for now. She said,
“How about I tell you some of the mistakes women make with Middle
Princes—that I am guessing you didn’t make?”

Karen said with a rueful smile, “That would be a relief.”
Claudia said, “I’ll tell you about women dating Middle Princes. I

know you didn’t do any of this since you married Mike when he was a
Knight. Most of this happens because women are used to thinking of
men as adversaries, not partners. This makes us think in manipulative
terms instead of doing something that would empower a man.

“For a long time women have been taught a strategy of turning a
man down for a weekend date if he doesn’t call by Wednesday. I think
this is supposed to make him think you are in high demand and work
harder. With Middle Princes, though, it will completely backfire. On
Wednesday, he is virtually under water with whatever he is building.
He is not thinking about the weekend. It’s not on the screen yet. On
Friday night or Saturday morning—or Saturday night for the working-
six-days-a-week Prince—he will change his focus from work to recre-
ation. Now he is looking to renew himself. A great way for a man to do
that is to spend some quality time with a woman. That is when he will
think to call someone special and ask her out. If she is practicing the
‘call by Wednesday’ strategy, they’ll never get together.”
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Karen said, “Wow, I’ve got friends who use that strategy. What a
shame they don’t know this. What should they do?”

“Well, if they are dating Middle Princes, forget that policy.”
“So they should just wait around until he calls on the weekend? It

would drive me crazy not knowing my weekend plans ahead of time.”
“If they have been dating for awhile, more of a regular thing, she

could certainly call him up ahead of time. She could call him on
Wednesday and say something like, ‘I’m figuring out my plans for
this weekend. It would make me happy to spend time with you.
Should I save Saturday night for us to do something together?’ If she
calls him at work, she should expect a response like, ‘Sure.’ And
that’s it. When the weekend comes around, then they can figure out
what they are going to do.”

Claudia continued, “Another mistake women make is pressuring
Middle Princes into relationships. If he is the type that thinks that first
you build the castle and then you move the queen in, he won’t be ready
to have a relationship. He may ask a woman out every week, but when
she presses him to be her boyfriend, he’ll say something like, ‘I don’t
have time for a relationship.’ The woman will try to convince him that
it won’t be more time than they spend now, but he knows better. For
men, dating is something they do one date at a time. No strings. They
know a relationship carries responsibilities in between dates.”

Claudia could see it was working. Karen sat back in her chair, her
arms at her sides. By talking about things that had nothing to do with
her, Karen was starting to relax.

Claudia decided to go on. “After ten or twelve years, the Prince
enters a new phase.” 

Karen interrupted, “Ten or twelve years?”
Claudia nodded. “Yes, ten or twelve years. Maybe longer.”
Karen shook her head in disbelief.
Claudia continued, “We call this phase Late Prince. These men

have many accomplishments under their belts. They have become
more confident. You can see it in the way they walk and carry their
heads. They can see the end coming and feel like they can ease up.
They have more time and attention for other things now.”
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Karen seemed excited. As if she were bursting, she said, “That’s
where Mike was a year ago, I’m sure of it! Wow, it was great. He had
spent all those years working such long hours. I got more involved in
school so I wouldn’t be home alone. Suddenly, he was asking to spend
time with me, instead of the other way around. I backed out of some
school committees to be with him. It was so much fun. I wanted it to
last forever.”

Claudia smiled in sympathy. “Alas, my dear, it can’t. The period of
being a Late Prince is a short one. I think it is a brief respite before the
hardest part of all.”

Karen asked, “What’s that?”
Claudia shook her head. “Not today, dear. I know you are anxious

to hear about where Mike is now. But I have filled your head enough.
It will be much better for you to let this all sink in first.”

Karen seemed anguished. “But what will I do until next week?”
“Oh, there is plenty to do. Talk to Mike about what you learned

today. Tell him all about Princes. And then listen and listen and listen
some more. This is a chance for the two of you to have closure, as they
say, on an important part of both your lives. I recommend you think
about the things you want to be appreciated for, and the things you
want to apologize for. And then tell Mike. If he wants, Mike might do
the same.”

She continued, “From what you told me the other night, it sounds
like you are doing a good job of practicing listening without inter-
rupting. Keep working on that; it is the secret. Remember—keys to the
kingdom. Men have a strong sense of themselves, but they only reveal
who they are in special circumstances. By practicing listening in a way
that works for Mike as a man, you’ll be preparing for where he is now
in the best way possible.”

Seeing the pain and doubt in Karen’s face, Claudia reached across
the table and grasped Karen’s hand. “Trust me,” she said, holding
Karen’s gaze.

Karen nodded, quickly squeezed her hand, and got up. She asked,
“Can we plan on coffee or tea after yoga on Wednesday night? It helps
me to check in with you mid-week.” 
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“Certainly, dear. I would love to,” Claudia said.
Claudia walked her to the door and noticed a disorientation similar

to last week. Karen stood on the stoop for a long moment, looking this
way and that for her car. Finally, she set off with uncertain steps. Claudia
came out on the porch and sat down in a wicker chair, watching Karen
walk to her car. She stretched out her legs and closed her eyes, waiting
for the sound of Karen’s car starting.

K

Mid-morning on Saturday, Mike walked through his latest project,
examining the finish work of the walls, custom cabinetry and elaborate
molding. This tour was planned for yesterday, but another project had
held him up. He needed to get this done today so the men could com-
plete their work, starting early Monday morning. He would miss his
morning drive, but since Karen was seeing the yoga woman again, he
could go this afternoon.

To any observer, he would appear the same as he had for over a
decade: methodically examining each detail and either checking the
item off his list or making a note to change or fix something. He slowly
worked his way through each room of the house.

To himself, though, nothing was the same. For years, as he com-
pleted a tour, he would marvel at the workmanship of his men and sub-
contractors, admiring his solutions to many design and implementation
problems, and basically congratulating himself for another job practically
finished and well done. 

Today, as he proceeded from room to room in this 4,500 square
foot, Westside home, he kept wondering how many of these rooms
would ever get any real use. While individually he appreciated the
accomplishment of the library, gaming room, mini-theatre, family room,
formal dining room, living room, master suite, and bedroom/bathroom
combinations for each of the teenage children, he couldn’t help but
think that altogether it was a waste of space and natural resources. If I
had monitors in these rooms, he thought, tracking the time people spent
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in them each day, what would it show a year from now? How many
would primarily log time being dusted by the maid?

Why am I thinking about this? Oh, hell. This is another one of
those damn questions that come out of nowhere and plague me! I
never thought about this before. I didn’t care what my customers did
with their homes. I cared if they were satisfied, if they paid me on time,
if they referred me to their affluent friends. And that was enough.

But it wasn’t enough anymore. It just didn’t feel right to create
these attractive rooms with no real purpose. They looked beautiful;
they would certainly impress people, but they had no life in them and
probably never would.

He wondered which room would become the hub of this family.
Or would the abundance and variety of rooms keep them separate?
God knows it is hard enough to keep teenagers and their parents inter-
acting without providing all these ways to stay apart. 

Unbidden, he remembered the dirt-floored homes he had built
in Zimbabwe. To these people, they would have been scarcely one-
room hovels. But to the local villagers, their new homes were beau-
tiful, special places to laugh and eat and live together. Now, there was
a worthy purpose!

And life! Those homes were full of life. Teaming with activity and
noise. Not like this cavernous place would probably end up to be, no
matter how dressed up it was.

Mike shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts. This wasn’t get-
ting him anywhere!

Finally finished with his tour and checklist, Mike went outside to
eat his lunch before he took off. As he sat alone under a tree chomping
on a sandwich, his thoughts turned to Karen. He felt—what was it? Oh!
Happy. He felt happy. It had been so long, he barely recognized it.

Mentally, he played back last weekend. He skipped the angst he
had felt waiting for Karen on Saturday. That was not worth revisiting.
As he remembered, dinner with Karen took on the quality of a
“date,” like the kind they had had early in their relationship. Where
the conversation was interesting and the conclusion was perfect.
Imagine, married nearly twenty years, and they had a date. He felt
giddy remembering it. 
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And I got laid! He chuckled to himself. When was the last time
I thought in those terms, let alone thought that was some great
accomplishment?

Things with Karen had been strained for such a long time, it was an
accomplishment. Not because she hadn’t been willing. Oh, no. Because
he hadn’t wanted to. Not for a while. And when he did, it was more from
pressure building, not desire. It made the sex pretty perfunctory. 

Tell the truth, lover boy, he said to himself. Very perfunctory. Just
the basics.

Where did all that desire come from Saturday night? He won-
dered, feeling like a young stud again. The way she had looked at him,
the way she had listened to him—it made his blood heat up.
Fascinating. And the result. Wow. It had been a long, long time since
they’d had “a session.” A long time since he had touched her that
much, feeling the exquisite softness of her caramel skin. Being touched
by her small, feminine hands. Being held. Making love to her that way
thoroughly changed his life—even a week later.

The rest of the weekend had been different, too. Karen was dif-
ferent. Calmer, quieter, listening a lot. And when she did talk, she was
excited, not complaining, not nagging for a decision or commitment
about something.

Could her time with—what’s her name? Oh, yea, Claudia. Could
her time with Claudia have anything to do with it? Hmmm. Wonder
what she’ll be like after today?

K

Karen sat in her car without turning the key. Tears slowly streamed
down her face. Not because of the mistakes she had made with Mike.
It was much worse than that. 

She hadn’t realized when she had committed to learning about
men from Claudia, that she would be learning as much about women,
and especially, about herself. I guess it makes sense that you can’t have
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one without the other, she thought. But the more she learned, the
more she lost. And what she was losing, she had never known she
valued so highly.

She was losing the ability to blame Mike and his business for her life. 
Thinking that any day he would start working less, start spending

more time at home, and suddenly want to have children, she had put
her life on hold. She had spent twelve years waiting, one day at a time.
Not that Mike had asked her to. In fact, the opposite: he had encour-
aged her to pursue her interests, to get involved in things she liked.

Did he even know I was waiting for him? I don’t think so. From what
Claudia said, I think he was just being a Prince, doing what a Prince is
compelled to do. No wonder my resentment was such a surprise.

I wonder if all women do this. It doesn’t seem like it. I know lots
of women with careers they pursue—almost like they were Princes
themselves. But I don’t want that, either. Most of them are alone. Or
in relationships that seem distant. Is there something in the middle?
Can I have a partnership and a life of my own?

Hmmm. Maybe they’re connected. To have a partnership between
two people probably takes two whole people. I’ve been half a person,
waiting for the other half to come home. Oops. And I thought I was
independent!

So, how do I become a whole person? Claudia said women adapt
to men and contort themselves. I’ve certainly done that. Why did she
say we do that? Oh, yea, to please men. If I weren’t pleasing Mike—or
waiting for Mike—what would I be doing?

Karen was surprised by the things that immediately popped into
her head, as though a list had been just waiting for her to ask. Riding
horses. Learning Spanish. Making babies.

At the last one, fresh tears started down her face. She could ride
horses on her own. She could learn Spanish on her own. Babies? Every
time Karen had brought up starting a family, Mike had said, “Not yet.
I’m not ready yet.” Damn it, he had been saying that for fifteen years!

A hundred times, Karen had thought about getting pregnant “acci-
dentally.” But she couldn’t do it. She wanted the father of her children
to be as excited about them as she was. So she’d waited. And poured
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herself into her students. Surely, they had benefited by being her only
children. But Karen knew, at thirty-nine, that time was running out for
her biologically.

Maybe I should bring it up again. No, wait. Talk to Claudia first.
She had talked about Knights and children, and about Princes and
relationships, but she hadn’t said anything about Princes and children.
Could Mike’s thing about children have something to do with being a
Prince? But lots of men in their thirties have children. Hmmm. Ask
Claudia. She almost went back to the house to ask her now. That would
be rude, she thought. She’s probably busy with dinner or something.

As Karen started her car and put it in gear, she wondered if “Ask
Claudia” was going to become her new mantra.

K

As Karen drove off, Claudia entered the house and went to the
kitchen. She could see the light on in Burt’s shop. Wondering what he
was working on these days, she started preparing dinner. Knowing how
much he loved surprising her, she would continue to pretend she
hadn’t noticed how much time he was spending in his shop. She would
start asking about it when he was bursting to tell her.

As she chopped vegetables, she thought about her afternoon with
Karen. With each session, her respect for her student grew. Her con-
cern also grew. She was in what Burt would have called “uncharted
waters.” She knew she was giving Karen a lot of potent information in
one session and that there was danger in it. But her own sense of
urgency propelled her. And each session, Karen impressed her with
her ability to absorb it all, with little resistance—even when Claudia
knowingly touched tender places in Karen’s life or identity.

Claudia was glad they had already planned to meet Wednesday
night. A mid-session check-in with her student was a good idea. With
the kinds of seeds—and bombs—she was planting in Karen’s thinking,
a lot could happen in four or five days.
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K

Burt put his tools away, took one last admiring look at the bench-
in-progress and shut off the light. As he walked from his shop to the
house, he whistled I’m Popeye the Sailor Man.

He smelled dinner as he entered the house and smiled. Although
they often enjoyed cooking together, somehow Claudia always knew
when to start without him. Since he heard plates being set, he headed
straight for the washroom to clean up.

Seated across from Claudia, in front of a steaming plate of food,
Burt observed his wife eating with something that approached gusto.
It warmed his heart to see her diving into her dinner the way she was
diving into teaching Karen. This was all good. Very good.

“How did it go today, sweetheart?” he asked and took a bite.
Claudia nodded, smiled at him and kept chewing. She seemed

satisfied.
“Want to tell me about it? What did you talk about?”
Burt waited while Claudia finished chewing, wiped her mouth

with her napkin, and took a sip of her water. She eventually said,
“We’re talking about Princes.”

“Really? The kind that come from frogs?” he teased.
Claudia chuckled. “That’s a good one, honey. Especially since many

women think men are frogs and are trying to kiss them into being
Princes. If they only knew it works the opposite much more often.”

Once again Claudia surprised him. “What do you mean the oppo-
site?” he asked.

“Well,” she said, “I believe men are naturally Prince-like—heroic,
honorable, loyal, generous. Women manage to turn them into frogs.”

“How do they do that?”
“Oh, you would know if you thought about it. Women do things

that bring the worst out in men and then blame them for it. They
attack men—with their words and voices as weapons, mostly—and
incite the most primitive, instinctive, defensive reactions.”
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He was intrigued. “Is that what you talked to Karen about today?
Sounds interesting.”

“Actually, no. I’m not sure if I’ll ever talk to Karen about that. It’s
a tough subject. I think I will just make her aware of the most common
ways women do it, but one thing at a time, instead of the whole lot.
Today we talked about Princes. Not the frog cousins, but the third
stage of development. It was a great topic because the stage is recent
for Karen and Mike.”

“Will it help her with the problems she is having now?”
Claudia nodded. “I’m sure of it. Even though it’s not the stage he is

in now.” She paused. “Actually Mike isn’t in a stage right now. He’s in a
transition. Very uncomfortable.” Burt’s curiosity was further piqued as
she shook her head in what he thought was pity.

She continued, “It should help them because Karen has a lot of
misunderstandings and resentments left over from him being a Prince.
I am hoping that by seeing what actually happened for the last ten or
twelve years, she can get through the old anger and begin preparing
for what is happening next.”

Burt was intrigued. “Is it normal for women to be angry about the
Prince stage? …Were you angry with me?”

“Yes, it is very common.” Claudia reached across the table and
took his hand. She smiled at him. “But, no, honey, I wasn’t angry with
you. I understood what was happening and how to deal with it. It was
difficult, but it wasn’t personal to me. Men don’t do Prince to make life
difficult. Prince does them.”

“I think you need to tell me more about the Prince stage,” he said
with real interest.

“Certainly, my pleasure!” she said, her smile warming him. “This is
the building stage. Being a carpenter, you were building literally. But
all men in this stage are building something: their careers; for many,
their families; for all, their kingdoms. It is an intense time, completely
absorbing, often frustrating, and totally necessary to being a man.”

Burt was nodding in agreement. “Ah, yes, I remember that.
Nothing in the world was more important than my work and my busi-
ness. Once I knew I wanted to be a carpenter, it became the center of
my world. Even as much as I loved you and the kids, I couldn’t stop
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thinking about it for long. I was always plotting the next contract I
wanted to get, or how I wanted to improve my abilities, or whom I
wanted to be better than. Years later, it seemed crazy to be that
absorbed in work. But at the time, I couldn’t do anything else.”

Claudia nodded excitedly. “Yes, exactly. That’s what I mean by
‘Prince does you.’ It’s not a conscious choice a man makes to be totally
absorbed in his career. It is what happens to him in this stage. He is
compelled. It’s not voluntary. It’s not a choice. But most women don’t
understand that. She thinks her husband or boyfriend is choosing to
work all the time—and here is the part that hurts her—instead of
being with her. This is what has her complain about it and resent it.”

“I don’t remember you complaining. Did you resent it?” Burt
hoped she didn’t. He hadn’t meant to hurt her.

“No, honey. I didn’t resent it. That’s how my upbringing benefited
us. I knew you loved us, and I knew you had to work that much. I knew
I had a limited amount of your time and attention and I never wasted
it complaining. A woman with a Prince has to treat her man like a
budget—a tight budget—and spend his time and energy wisely. I
would think about what I needed most from you and then ask for it. I
trusted that if you could provide it, you would.”

Burt was nodding his head. He thought again how lucky he had
been. “What else did you do when I was in that stage?”

“I tried to give you what you needed. I thought of you like a long
distance driver with pit stops. I was the pit crew, as well as your biggest
fan. I tried to anticipate what you needed to keep going at full speed,
with a full tank of gas and four good tires. Hot dinners, good lunches
packed with love, clean socks and underwear, and money set aside for
the tools you would need. Practical things like that. And other things
too, like special time with the kids, encouragement when you failed,
admiration for your achievements, and peace when you got home.” 

She added with a mischievous smile, “And plenty of sex, of course.”
Burt burst out laughing. “Woman, you are amazing!” He couldn’t

stop laughing, especially with her now trying to look innocent and
failing. There was just a little too much twinkle in her eyes. He laughed
until tears ran down his cheeks.
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He finally stopped laughing and wiped his face with the back of his
hand. Then he grew serious. “All that doesn’t sound like it was much
fun for you. Was your life awful?” He braced himself for the answer.

She shook her head. “No, honey. My life was difficult sometimes—
with two kids, a household, and you to take care of—but it wasn’t
awful. For one, because I understood what was happening to you and
how long it would last. I knew the Prince stage lasts a decade or more.
I wasn’t hoping for the end everyday. I signed up for the duration, just
as you did when you joined the Navy during the War. When you know
something is going to last a long time, you can plan. You can strate-
gize—and I did. I made sure I was happy with my life. I wanted to be
a mother and I enjoyed our kids. I cherished our time together, and I
also made the most of you working a lot. That’s how our beautiful
garden came about. I never gave up that passion and worked on it
almost every day.”

Burt was relieved. His appreciation for Claudia grew even more.
Claudia continued, “The Prince stage is difficult for everyone.

Which, if women knew about it, might make them want to avoid men
this age. But there are advantages, too.”

“Like what?” He was enjoying this now. 
“Well, for example, this is the time when many men are looking for

a partner, if that’s what they feel they need to build their kingdom. For
a woman looking to get married, these men can be much better candi-
dates than the stage before. And when men are Princes, they are like
cakes that aren’t quite baked. They can be shaped a bit. They’ll listen to
a woman’s advice and recommendations. Also, they have less definitive
ideas about what they want to provide, making them more flexible.” 

“What do you mean by that last part—‘definitive ideas about
providing’?” He was curious.

“As you know, honey, men are natural providers. It is what they
love to do. In the King stage, what they want to provide is narrowly
defined; it is limited to certain things. That’s not good or bad. There is
just what you want to give, and what you don’t. In the Prince stage,
while their identities are still being developed, men are more open to
what the people in their lives need and what will make them happy.
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And they often will adapt. I am sure you have heard men this age say
something like, ‘Sure, honey, whatever will make you happy.’ This
means a woman has a chance—and a responsibility—to ask a man to
provide what she and her children need. This is especially important
these days when what is needed is less traditional.”

“Say more.”
“Well, for many years, men knew that what they needed to provide

was money—money to buy food, clothes, shelter, and maybe educa-
tion. It was simple. Money was what was needed, and men worked to
provide it. But now, the needs aren’t as simple or as straightforward. A
man can’t just do what his father did. Unfortunately, he might not
know that. He needs his wife to teach him what to provide, by asking
him for it, and by valuing it highly.”

“Can you give me an example of what that might be? Since I am of
the ‘bring home the bacon’ era, I’m not sure I know what you mean.” 

Claudia reached across the table and touched his cheek. “It’s true,
honey, you are of that era. And you did a darn good job of it. Still do,
from how you manage our investments. But even then you provided
more than that, because I asked. Things like helping Max with his math
by showing how it applied to carpentry and making it tangible. Or acting
out plays with Myra, reading Romeo so she could be Juliet. Those things
were special to them, and to me.” Burt swelled with her praise.

“Nowadays, women need to teach men what is important to pro-
vide. It is often not more money. Especially if she is working, too. But
to know what is really needed means she must sort out her priorities.
Because, again, a Prince is limited in time and energy. If she concludes
that the children need his attention, then that’s what she asks him to
provide. Afterward, she needs to appreciate it as much as the new raise
he got. That’s how he learns: by being asked and then being appreci-
ated. Nagging, complaining, and criticizing don’t teach him anything.” 

She paused, reflecting. “This is a different subject, but interesting.
Here is another way men and women are different. If you criticize a
woman for something, odds are she’ll try her darndest never to do it
again. She’ll never make that meal, never wear that dress, never tell
that joke, and never speak up that way again. Criticism doesn’t have
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the same effect on a man. From another man, it’s another opinion to
consider. From a woman, it just makes him mad and makes him want
to provide less.”

Claudia sighed. “Anyway, regarding the Stages of Development.
The toughest part for any woman, no matter what stage a man is in, is
realizing that she can’t have it all ways—she can’t ‘have her cake and
eat it too.’ In each stage there are things he can do well and things he
can’t do at all.”

As they got up from the table, Burt told Claudia he would do the
dishes alone tonight. He was rewarded with a peck on the cheek and a
hug. As he cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher, he noticed that
he had no fondness, really, for doing dishes. Claudia was right. He did
it to provide something for her. Some free time, some energy, maybe
some fun doing something else. 

While he moved around the kitchen, he thought about all those
years learning his trade and building his business. He had always
known he had an advantage over the single men who had to take care
of themselves. At the time, though, he didn’t understand why his
friends and co-workers often complained about their wives’ demands.
Now he knew it was because Claudia never made demands, per se.
She just taught him what to provide. He could see what he had taken
for granted back then: he had always been supported and encouraged
by Claudia. Compared to the other married men, she had made his
success that much easier to come by. 

I always wanted to make her happy, and provide for the kids, he
thought. Even while I worked day and night for my business to suc-
ceed, not being able to give them enough was the only failure I ever
really feared.
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center. Not doubting that Claudia would keep their appointment, she
had been anxious nevertheless. After they settled at a corner table in
the coffee house, Karen poured out her heart to Claudia.

With the exception of continued, even miraculous progress with
Casey in the classroom, it had been a miserable four and a half days.
Karen had been unable to talk to Mike about what she had learned last
Saturday. When she had told him she couldn’t talk about it yet, he had
seemed hurt and disappointed, which surprised her. But she was afraid
if she started, a torrent of tears and accusations would flood out of her
mouth. She didn’t want to say something she couldn’t take back, espe-
cially if Claudia could help her first.

Karen finished telling her everything: losing the ability to blame
Mike, all the years of waiting one day at a time, the list of what she
really wanted to do. To her surprise, Claudia said, “So you want to
know about Princes and children? We don’t have to wait until Saturday.
I can tell you right now.”

Karen sighed with relief. “I just have a feeling that you know what I
need to do. When he was a Knight, he kept saying he wasn’t ready for
kids, and you made me understand that. They would have tied us down
and spoiled our adventures. But he’s kept saying it. Do you think he really
means that he doesn’t want kids at all?” She choked on the last sentence. 

Claudia got serious. “Look at me.”
Karen looked through tears at Claudia. She had never seen her

look more intense. Claudia said, “If Mike said he wasn’t ready, he
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meant he wasn’t ready. Unless pushed into a corner, men say what
they mean. If he didn’t want children, knowing how much you do, he
would have told you a long time ago.”

Karen had been holding her breath. Her biggest fear these last few
days had been that Mike just didn’t want kids. She didn’t know what
she would do if that were true.

“Remember when we talked about Princes and relationships? I
told you that the men seem to fall into two different camps—the group
that wants a wife as a partner to help build the kingdom and the group
that thinks you build it first, then get a wife. Remember?”

Karen nodded. “I remember.”
Claudia leaned forward. “The reason for that has to do with what

providing means to a man. A man can’t get married until he is able to
provide what he thinks he should. Every man has a different standard.
Some Princes think the whole castle should be built before they have
any business taking on a wife. Others think they just need the site.”

Karen smiled at the metaphor. Claudia continued, “The ones who
think they just need the site will usually look for a wife soon after
becoming a Middle Prince; soon after they figure out what they want to
be King of. The ones who think the whole castle should be built won’t
be ready to get married until they are a Late Prince, or even after that.”

“Okay. I understand that. But what does that have to do with
children?”

“The same principle applies to having children. Every man has his
own convictions about what children need, and, therefore, what he
should be able to provide before he has any. If he thinks he can’t pro-
vide what he should, he will say he isn’t ready.”

Now Karen was confused. “I don’t see how this applies to Mike.
We got married when Mike was a Knight. We didn’t have anything. He
clearly didn’t think he had to provide something first. Why would he
think he has to provide something for children?”

“They are not necessarily the same. It all depends on his percep-
tion of his own childhood: what he thought was good and what he still
resents not getting. Think about it. Think about what you know about
Mike, his family, and his upbringing. If a man wasn’t happy with his
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own childhood, he will want to do better than his own father. Whatever
he thought was missing from his childhood, he’ll want to provide for
his children. If it was money that was missing, he’ll work to provide
that. If it’s something else, that’s what he will focus on. On the other
hand, if he is satisfied with his childhood, he will probably think he
needs to be able to provide the same things that his parents did.”

Karen was dumbstruck; she kept shaking her head. Why haven’t I
seen this sooner? she thought. Her memory was suddenly reviewing all
the conversations she and Mike had had about his childhood over the
years. Only this time, connections were being made.

“Oh my gosh,” she said. “His parents were immigrants from Italy.
They had a big family. His father worked two jobs to support them.
Mike’s biggest complaint about his childhood has always been that his
father was never home. Of course—I can’t believe I never saw it before.”

Now Claudia was shaking her head. Karen could predict what she
would say next and laughed a little. “I know, Claudia. I can either beat
myself up for not seeing it before or be excited about what is possible
now that I have.”

Claudia gave her a rare grin. “Well done, Karen,” she nodded.
“Well done.”

“So what do I do now?” Karen asked.
“Obviously, seeing this about Mike lifts your anxiety about the

future somewhat. How about the resentment you’ve felt for waiting all
this time? Can you forgive him?”

Boy, Claudia knew how to ask the tough questions. Karen sipped
her cappuccino and thought about it. Then something occurred to her.
She said suddenly, “That’s a trick question!”

Claudia had one of those mysterious smiles again. “Really? How
so, dear?”

Karen tried to articulate it. “Well, to forgive him would mean that
I thought he had done something to me that he needs to be forgiven
for. But, he hasn’t done anything to me, has he? You’re saying he can’t
help the standards he has for being a father, right? It is predictable that
he would want to have plenty of time for his kids. This is part of what
you’ve been trying to tell me about their sense of self. Right? Part of
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himself is thinking about fatherhood this way. And, I finally understand
him,” Karen sighed. “Funny, I’m not mad at him anymore. I think it’s
sweet he would want to be a dad that way.”

As she looked closer, she saw tears in Claudia’s eyes. “What is it?
What’s wrong?”

Claudia smiled and shook her head. “There’s nothing wrong, dear.
I am proud of you.”

Now it was Karen’s turn to take Claudia’s hand. “This is what you
meant by ‘keys to the kingdom’ didn’t you?” Claudia nodded. “I thought
you were exaggerating when you told me that about your name. But
now I believe it. Thank you for picking me.”

Claudia squeezed her hand. “You’re welcome, my dear. I thank
you as well. I need to give this to you as much as you need to receive
it. And it makes my heart fill with joy to see you using it well.”

Karen smiled at her until Claudia got up and broke the spell. “I
have to go, Karen. At last, you are ready to learn about what is hap-
pening to Mike now. I look forward to seeing you on Saturday. Will you
make sure to talk to him about Princes before then?”

Karen nodded. “Now that I can talk to him without taking his head
off!” She laughed and shook her head. “It terrifies me to think of what
I would have said before tonight.” 

“You were wise to wait. Congratulations on trusting yourself.” 
Karen looked worried again. “Claudia, I know you have to go, but

how should I talk to him about being a father?”
Claudia nodded and sat on the edge of the chair. “Good question.

Listen carefully.” She paused and smiled. “I apologize. You always
listen carefully. It’s one of the things I appreciate about you.” 

She resumed, “There are several things and each is important.
Before you talk to him about this, because it is such a sensitive sub-
ject for you, make sure you are completely calm. You might do some
of your favorite yoga positions and breathe deeply. To be safe for him,
you also can’t have a correct answer in mind. Set aside what we talked
about and what you saw. You must stay open to whatever he says or
he won’t be able to answer truthfully. When you are ready, say some-
thing like, ‘I know you haven’t been ready to have children. I’m
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curious—what do you want to accomplish before you have kids?’ Then
just listen, without interrupting, like you’ve been practicing.”

K

When Mike heard Karen pull into the driveway, he tensed. She
had been upset the last few days and it was hard to be in the same
house with her. Especially since she wouldn’t tell him what was wrong.
He hated that. He felt doomed. How could he solve the problem if he
didn’t know what it was? 

While his own private hell of doubts had continued as usual, he
noticed how much worse they were with Karen upset. The week
before, when she had been happy after her first session with Claudia,
he’d even started to develop a sense of humor about himself. But this
week, with Karen miserable and shutting him out, he had been angry
and frustrated all the time.

He knew she was seeing Claudia again tonight, but couldn’t bet on
the results. So far, it had been fifty/fifty. Which way would it go tonight?

He could tell the difference the moment she entered the room.
The light in her face was on. Her eyes shone. Mike breathed a sigh of
relief and smiled at her. “Hi, babe. How’d it go?”

Karen smiled back and sat on the couch, turned toward him with
her knees gently pressing against his thigh. “It was great. I got exactly
what I needed.”

“Good. This is good. Do you want to tell me about it?”
Karen nodded and he felt hopeful. After hearing about Pages and

Knights, Mike wanted to know more.
“But I want to do a good job of it and I left my notes at school.

Could we have, like, a ‘date’ tomorrow night to talk about it?”
“Sure, why not? Do you want to go somewhere?”
“I don’t think so. I’ll make dinner and we can hang out at home, okay?”
Mike was a little worried now. Karen usually wanted to go out to

dinner. Staying in meant it was a private conversation. Was he in trouble?
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Karen surprised him by reaching out and taking his hand by the fin-
gers. “You’re not in trouble, Mike. I just don’t want to be interrupted by
some over-attentive waitress.” 

He relaxed and wondered if she was reading his mind. He looked
down and noticed the shape of her breasts under her sweatshirt. His
eyes lingered. When he looked up, she was watching him. Did she see
that? He didn’t have long to wonder.

She tilted her head to the side, the light catching the gold in her
eyes. She smiled impishly. “I was wondering…” She touched the top of
his thigh with one dainty finger. “Would you be interested in making
love with me again?”

He felt a pleasant shock jump up his leg from her finger to his
crotch. He grinned. Jackpot.

K

Although she hadn’t asked the big question yet, Karen thought she
had done a decent job of explaining Princes to Mike. If she were to do
it again, she might organize the information a little differently. Always
the teacher, modifying the curriculum, she noticed. She wondered if it
would be different telling women than it was telling Mike. He wanted
all the information, and as they sat over dinner with the candles flick-
ering warmly, he took it in without comment until she was finished. I
guess men listen like they need to be listened to, she thought. A
woman would probably have jumped in, asking questions as she went.

“Well, that’s pretty much it,” she concluded. “Does any of that
apply to you?”

Mike nodded and took a sip of his wine. Dinner was now finished,
but still sitting on the table. They hadn’t moved for more than an hour.
It was nice. 

“It definitely applies to me. And I can see how it applies to the
men on the crew, too. I’ve had lots of guys come on when they were
Early Princes. For some, the work fit, and they stayed. For others, you
could tell it wasn’t really their thing. I knew they wouldn’t last long.
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I’ve also lost good men because I couldn’t advance them. They got to
the point where they had learned everything they could from me and
had to move on. I was sorry to lose them, but I understood.”

He continued, “I don’t think I was an Early Prince for long. Maybe
a minute. I guess it’s because I tried a lot of things when I was a Knight,
chasing after fun and challenge. In Zimbabwe, I found my niche.
When we got back, I knew what I wanted and just went for it.”

Karen nodded slightly and kept listening. It felt good to know he
saw it the same way she did. She was surprised by what he said about
his crew, though. Seems like this information could help in business
too, she thought.

“It helps to hear what Claudia said about being ‘compelled.’ I knew
you wanted me to work less and be at home more, but I just couldn’t.
When I tried to, I got antsy. It felt wrong. I could practically feel the
opportunities I was missing. It was frustrating. I had to work, even when
it made you mad. If I didn’t, it made me mad, and that was worse.”

Ah, she thought. That’s how it worked. Tough choice. Terrible choice.
If only I had known…Stop, Karen. Keep your promise to Claudia.

Mike was silent. Karen waited. Finally, it seemed like he had
made up his mind about something. He looked at her tentatively. “Can
I tell you something?” She nodded. “Try not to get mad, okay?” She
nodded again.

“In the beginning, you were really supportive. You encouraged
me. You told me I was smart. You believed in me. I needed that. And
you helped me get my office set up, remember? Sometimes you even
pretended you were my secretary and returned calls when I was at the
site and couldn’t—in the days before almost everyone had a cell phone.
It was great. And little things: You packed me lunch and put little notes
in it. You bragged about me to your parents. That made me proud.”

He paused. “What changed, Karen? Did it just grow old?”
Karen gulped. “I think the problem was that I didn’t understand it.

I thought once the novelty of your business wore off, you would be
home more, and you would talk about something else. I thought you
would be more interested in what I was doing. I didn’t know it was a
stage. And I had no idea it would last a decade.”
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She could feel her eyes tearing up. “I’m sorry, Mike. I’m sorry for
not supporting you. I wasn’t getting what I needed, and I stopped
wanting to give you anything.” She gulped again. “I thought you weren’t
giving me what I needed because you didn’t want to. Because you didn’t
care about me.” She sighed, “I didn’t know that you couldn’t.”

Mike reached over and took her hand. He looked miserable.
“What did you need, babe?”

Karen looked in his eyes. “I needed your attention. I needed you
to be proud of me, too. And I needed things that weren’t fair to expect,
I know now. I needed you to complete me, because I gave up too much
of myself.”

“What do you mean?” He looked perplexed. He let go of her hand.
“Claudia told me that a woman’s strength is in her ability to adapt,

but the downside is that we adapt so much we literally lose ourselves.
She says women have to keep their individual passions alive, or we
forget who we are. Something like that happened to me.”

Mike was quiet, thinking. Karen counted silently, determined not
to interrupt. After awhile, he spoke. “I was proud of you. But in the
beginning I couldn’t show it because I was afraid. For a long time, you
were doing better as a teacher than I was as a contractor. I felt com-
petitive. When you talked about how well your job was going, I tried
to be happy for you, but I just felt bad for myself. It made me worry
that I wasn’t good enough. And, soon after that, your teaching became
your priority. I had to wait in line to get what I needed from you. It
didn’t exactly make me love your students or your committees.”

Karen was amazed. It had only just occurred to her that speaking
while he was thinking would also interrupt him. With her being silent
and waiting, Mike had dug even deeper. Fascinating. She was learning
as much from Mike as from Claudia. Did Claudia intend this? It
wouldn’t surprise her.

Mike seemed finished and Karen decided to comment. “I never
thought of it that way. I got tired of waiting for you and I immersed
myself in my work. I think it was to divert my attention from how hurt
I felt. A vicious cycle, huh?”

Mike nodded and took her hand again. “I’m sorry. I never meant
for you to feel neglected. When I got paid on a contract, I always
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thought of what I’d be able to get for you. I wanted you to have a lot of
things that I couldn’t give you. It seemed if I just worked harder, then
I could give you everything and make you happy.”

Karen was touched and saddened. What a waste. If only she had
known. “I’ve learned a lot from Claudia about what I could have done
differently. Like using the limited amount of attention you could pay me
wisely. I wasted it on complaining about how little attention you gave
me. Silly, huh? There is so much I wish I knew then. And I can see how
other couples are bound to suffer from what they don’t understand.”

She decided to take the plunge. She took a deep breath, just like
she was taught in yoga, and consciously relaxed her body.

“Can I ask you a question, Mike?”
“Sure.”
“For a long time, you’ve said that you weren’t ready to have chil-

dren. I am only now beginning to understand what that means. What
do you need to accomplish before having kids?” She bit her lip while
she waited for his answer. When she noticed, she breathed in again and
calmed herself. 

Mike was silent. She waited, letting go of everything she hoped he
would say, and everything she was afraid he would say. Finally, after
what seemed an eternity, he answered.

“Honestly, right now, I don’t know.”
Karen felt a groan and suppressed it. This was not one of the pos-

sible answers! She could be right about “more time” or wrong about
“more time.” If she were wrong about him wanting more time for his
kids, then it would be something else he needed. Fine. She could deal
with whatever it was. For Mike to not know meant there was still
nothing she could do about it. Ugh. 

Fortunately, she said nothing and kept listening.
Mike spoke again, “Whenever you ask me about kids, I picture us

having three or four of them. And I’ve always wanted that. In my mind,
they look like you. They’re beautiful.”

Tears sprang to Karen’s eyes. She tried blinking them away. 
“But then I had to look at it realistically. For much of the last

decade, I’ve left for work at dawn. I’d get back an hour or more after
sunset, depending on how far away the job was, and how bad traffic
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was. Usually, I still had work to do in my office. Preparing invoices,
ordering materials, paying bills. You know how late I worked. What
would be left? When would I see them? When would they see me? I
don’t want to be like my father. I want to give them more. I want to
give them more of myself.”

Karen kept calm, her hands clasped in her lap.
Mike continued, “That’s what I’ve thought for a long time, for

years even. But now, my business is stable. The money is steady and it
doesn’t take as much time. Honestly, I am not nearly as interested in
my work as I have been. But I am still not ready to have kids. Only now,
there is this terrible feeling of unease, for no concrete reason.”

Mike offered his hand to her, palm up, on the table. She took it and
looked up at him. She couldn’t suppress the tears that flowed down her
cheeks, and she could barely swallow around the lump in her throat.

He squeezed her fingers tightly. “Honey, I don’t know what’s
wrong with me. I’m in such a funky place. I know how much you want
kids. Please, just give me a little more time. Okay?”

Karen sighed. She thought of Claudia and the session coming up
and managed to say, “Claudia told me that this Saturday she is going to
tell me about the stage you are in now. Let’s just hope it doesn’t last ten
to fifteen years like the other ones.” She tried to joke, smiling a little
through her sadness.

Mike reached over and carefully wiped away her tears. He cupped
her jaw gently in his big, rough hand. “Claudia has helped us both
already. I’m sure whatever she has to say next will be just as good.”

Karen stood and they hugged. Oh God, let that be true.

K

Burt answered the door and let Karen in. Karen seemed a bit flus-
tered and he tried to put her at ease. 

“Claudia will be back any moment, Karen. She just made a quick
trip to the store for some cocoa. Seems to her like a good day for hot
chocolate, what with the weather turning chilly. What do you think?”
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“I think every day is a good day for chocolate, in any form,” said
Karen with a smile.

As Burt chuckled in response, he noticed Karen leaning toward
the mantle. “Would you like to look at the pictures?” he asked, since
she obviously wanted to.

Burt gave Karen a guided tour of the family pictures on the
mantle, walls, and sideboard. “This is me in my uniform after I joined
the Navy. This is our wedding picture. We got married when I was on
leave for a couple of weeks. Doesn’t Claudia look lovely? This is little
Max. He was born while I was at sea. That was hard for Claudia, but it
happened a lot during the War.”

Karen seemed interested, so he kept going. “This is our first house.
Just a little bungalow was all I could afford. Since then, we’ve never left
Pasadena. Claudia loves it here. That’s the house where Myra was
born. Here she is. Look at those eyes—serious, even as a baby.”

He picked up a picture of which he was especially proud. “This is
Claudia when she received her degree in anthropology. Back then it was
highly unusual for a forty-year-old married woman to go to college. She
loved it.” He picked up another picture. “This is Claudia at the Chamber
of Commerce. She was getting an award for outstanding service.”

Karen seemed surprised. “Claudia worked for the Chamber of
Commerce?”

Burt chuckled. “Oh, yes. After she finished her degree, she said
there was no better place to study men. There and the Veteran’s
Administration, where she volunteered.”

Finished with the photo tour, Burt suggested Karen wait for
Claudia in the garden. He escorted her out and showed her the lap
blanket she could use if she got cold. Then he made his way to his shop,
rubbing his hands together in anticipation of the wood calling to him.

K

Waiting idly for Claudia, Karen had a chance to examine the table
where they always sat. The surface of the round table was smooth except
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for about three inches around the outer edge, which were carved in
what Karen had assumed was a floral pattern. As she looked more
closely at the rich, dark wood she saw the carvings for what they were.
Instead of flowers, they were faces. About three inches by three inches
each, there were at least twenty different carvings bordering the table.
From the pictures she had just seen inside, she immediately recognized
the face: Claudia laughing, Claudia smiling, Claudia pursing her lips in
thought. Claudia looking serene, Claudia looking mischievous—even
Claudia sleeping. The faces were of different ages, young and old and
in-between, but they were all of Claudia.

So engrossed was she in the table, Karen had worked her way
around the other side and didn’t see Claudia entering the garden. She
was startled when Claudia came up beside her and said, “Hello, dear.
I see you have discovered my table.”

Karen looked at the table and then back at Claudia in wonder. It
was more than Burt’s obvious talent that amazed her.

As if reading her mind, Claudia smiled humbly. “Yes, it’s true. He
adores me.”

Speechless, Karen sat down in her usual seat, noticing that the
armrests held little Claudia carvings, too.

K

Claudia set down the two mugs she was carrying and watched
Karen. The table never failed to amaze the people who discovered it.
Burt’s talent for carving was very special, but it was the subject matter
that opened up a new world for people. A world of unimaginable love
and devotion. This table and two chairs were her Taj Mahal.

In the ten years since Burt had made them for her, Claudia had
been fascinated by people’s reactions. What was most interesting to her
was when they noticed the carvings. There were family members and
neighbors who had been in their backyard numerous times without ever
really seeing the table and chairs. It was as if the carvings were invisible.
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Her theory was that seeing them required an open heart. Claudia took
it as a good omen that Karen had seen the table today. 

She smiled, ready to begin. “How are you, my dear?”
Karen smiled back; was she blushing? “I’m good, Claudia.

Really good.”
Sensing there was more, Claudia asked, “Do you want to tell me

about it?”
Karen was blushing. She blurted, “Mike and I have been making

love a lot more than usual. And a lot…better than usual.” She tried to
cover her embarrassment by taking a sip of hot chocolate; she licked
the whipped cream from her upper lip.

Claudia smiled gently. “That’s perfectly understandable.”
“It is? How so?”
“Well,” Claudia said, “you’ve been seeing Mike in a new light, cre-

ating a special, good kind of distance that causes excitement. And you
have been understanding him, creating intimacy. Distance and intimacy,
the perfect combination for great sex.”

Karen laughed. “You know about sex, too?”
Claudia smiled, realizing it must be difficult to talk about this with

someone much older. “You can’t understand men without understanding
sex as well. It was part of my education.”

“No stone unturned, huh?” Karen asked.
“Something like that. Over the years my ancestors developed an

extensive body of knowledge covering the everyday workings of men.
That’s required learning for each new generation. Some of us continue
to study along those lines and some of us head off in other directions.”

“While I was waiting for you, Burt told me that you worked for the
Chamber of Commerce and volunteered at the VA in order to study
men. What is your area? Did you stick with the basics or ‘head off’? If
you don’t mind my asking.”

Claudia was pleased. She didn’t mind Karen asking; in fact, it was
delightful. She had been studying men with no one with whom to
share it. “I headed off, as I always knew I would. My fascination is with
the paradoxes of men. That is what I have been spending most of my
time on.”
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Karen took another sip from her mug. “This cocoa is delicious.
What do you mean by the paradoxes?” 

“Well, for example, the paradox of loyalty and competition—they
co-exist in men. Like violence and a craving for peace. Like the fact
that a man can be ready to kill another man, or be willing to die for
him. Those paradoxes.”

“Can you tell me more?” Karen asked, sounding hopeful.
“Someday, maybe; I’m not done studying them. And, anyway, we

have an important topic today, as I am sure you remember.” She
smiled at Karen.

Karen smiled back. “Yep, I sure do. And I did my homework. Mike
and I had a great talk about being a Prince. We talked about what it
was like for him and what it was like for me. I sure learned a lot from
listening to him. But I bet you knew that would happen.”

Claudia was delighted. “We always learn a lot from men whenever
we’re willing to listen. And especially when we are able to hear.”

Karen leaned her head to the side. “What do you mean, ‘able to
hear’?”

Claudia loved how Karen picked up on these nuances, and how
ready she was to learn. “Karen, I am sure that the things Mike told you
this week, he has told you before. Perhaps many times. Men are always
telling us what they need and what they think; to do this is part of their
nature. But we are not always able to hear them. Because we assume
they communicate like women, we’re always looking for some deeper,
hidden meaning. We miss their communication because we can’t take
it at face value. Part of what is happening from our time together is that
you are becoming able to hear Mike.”

Claudia let that sink in. “You are doing well, Karen. Better than I
hoped.” Karen smiled, pleased at the compliment. 

“Are you ready?” Claudia asked.
“Yes! I finally get to hear about the stage Mike is in, right?” Karen

said and reached for her pad and pen.
Claudia adjusted the lap blanket and warmed her hands on her

mug. She prepared herself for possibly the most difficult lesson yet.
Karen was poised, pen in hand. “Mike is not really in a stage, Karen.
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That is the difficulty. Mike is in the transition between Prince and King
and it is extremely uncomfortable.”

“What do you mean?”
“After being a Late Prince for a while, a man enters a transition

period. We call it the Tunnel. You could think of it as a cocoon. On the
other side he will be as transformed as the caterpillar that turns into a
butterfly. But it is an extremely uncomfortable cocoon. It was once
labeled, ‘The Descent into Darkness.’”

“That sounds awful. What does it mean?”
“They called it that because with each step a man takes in the

Tunnel, he becomes less certain about who he is and what he knows to
be true. His identity is profoundly in question. In fact, that is what
rules this transition period. Questions, questions, questions. He will
involuntarily question everything. What is important to him, his stan-
dards, and the value of all that he spent a decade building. Nothing is
off limits.

“But the questions don’t bring answers. Just more questions. That is
the torture. Men are compelled to solve problems and they always solve
them consistent with their values, consistent with themselves. The
Tunnel is one long string of unsolvable problems. They can’t be solved
because the basis for solving them—his sense of self—is in question. He
is standing on quicksand and he can’t move in any direction.”

“Is that why Mike is frustrated and angry all the time?”
“Yes. What makes it worse is that Late Princes are characterized

by a growing certainty and confidence. It’s all coming together. It’s
wonderful. Then one morning they wake up and it begins falling apart.
Out of nowhere, they are suddenly being plagued by doubts. You can
imagine how that might be for a man. They often wonder if they are
going crazy.”

“Sometimes Mike sounds like he’s crazy. And he hates what he is
like.” Karen paused, considering. Quietly she asked, “Does being in
the Tunnel affect their sex drive?” 

Claudia kept her face blank for Karen’s sake. “Yes, dear. But it’s not
predictable. Some men lose interest in sex. Others need much more
of it.”
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Karen seemed satisfied. “When does the Tunnel start? Is it at a
certain age? Mike is 42—is that normal?”

Claudia could see Karen making connections. More importantly,
she could see the compassion she was starting to feel for Mike.
Compassion is appropriate for Tunnel-men, she thought. 

“The Tunnel doesn’t start at a particular age as much as at a par-
ticular time. It seems to begin about ten to thirteen years after a man
becomes a Middle Prince. In other words, a little more than a decade
after he has identified the site of his kingdom and gotten seriously to
work. When the Tunnel happens age-wise depends on how young he
became an Early Prince and how long it took him to find the career or
work that fit him. I know of men who entered the Tunnel as early as
35, but that is unusual. They were very serious, even in college, and
knew exactly what they wanted to do. If a man becomes a Middle
Prince at twenty-eight, he’ll enter the Tunnel between thirty-eight and
forty-one, roughly. I know a man who didn’t identify his kingdom until
he was thirty-five. He entered the Tunnel at forty-eight. As you can
see, it all depends on the man and the circumstances.”

Karen was counting on her fingers. “We came back from
Zimbabwe when I was twenty-seven and Mike was thirty. He just
turned forty-two last month. As far as I can tell, he’s been in the Tunnel
for about eight months. That’s when all the fun ended and the fights
began. Does that sound right?”

Claudia nodded. “He’s right on track. And at a typical age, too. He
must get teased a lot about having a mid-life crisis.”

“How’d you guess? People say that’s why he bought his red Miata
convertible.”

Claudia frowned. “Unfortunately, almost no one understands the
Tunnel. Least of all, women. I think we call it a mid-life crisis because
it is a crisis—for us.”

Karen leaned forward in her chair. “I know it has felt that way for
me. Why is that?”

“Because it is a one-man Tunnel, Karen. A man must go through
it alone. It only works that way. There is no room in that cocoon for
anyone else. And if there were, he would fail to come out. Therefore,
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the process of the Tunnel causes a man to distance himself from
everyone else. Especially those most important to him. This distance
drives women crazy. We are biologically dependent upon feeling con-
nected. The Tunnel threatens that.”

Karen held up her hand. “Wait a second; you just said a mouthful.
I gotta take this one piece at a time. What do you mean ‘biologically
dependent’?”

Claudia sighed. “It’s kind of off the subject. Suffice it to say that as
women we have depended upon our connections to other people to
keep us alive. For ages, we needed other people to survive. How we
know that they will come through for us is by how connected we feel.
When we don’t feel connected, especially to a man, romantically, we
panic. It is an ancient survival reaction. We mostly respond to it
without thinking, seeking intimacy anywhere we can find it.”

She paused. “The real problem is that the way most women
approach a man in the Tunnel makes intimacy impossible. Sometimes
we can feel like we are free falling and it’s frightening. That is what
makes the Tunnel a crisis for us.”

Karen’s brown eyes were round and wide. “Wow.” Claudia waited
and let that piece of information get situated for Karen. 

Finally, Karen asked, “What did you mean by a man having to dis-
tance himself especially from those most important to him?”

Claudia took a deep breath. “Remember last week when we talked
about men and their sense of self?” Karen nodded.

“When a man is a Knight or a Prince, his sense of self comes partly
from within, and partly from his activities, his friends, his family, and
his girlfriend or wife. Who he thinks he is has been shaped in part by
who they think he is. In the Tunnel, he has to distance himself from
those closest to him, those who most shape his identity. This leaves him
free to create his identity strictly within himself. That is what the
Tunnel is all about. He is questioning all the influences he has experi-
enced and deciding who he is existentially.” Claudia stopped and
looked at Karen. “Are you alright, dear? I know this is a lot to accept
and it is close to home.”

“It just hurts. I think if he loved me more, he wouldn’t shut me out.”
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Claudia sighed. “I know it seems that way. Like he is shutting you
out. But it doesn’t happen like that; the Tunnel forces him to go it
alone. This is one of the keys to the kingdom: knowing what not to take
personally so you’re not hurt by things he can’t control.”

Karen looked up at her with a mixture of hope and concern. “How
long does it last, Claudia? And what happens on the other side?”

Claudia held Karen’s gaze in sympathy. “On the other side he will
become a King. And I have much to teach you about that stage. Kings
are a very different kind of man than anything that comes before. New
rules apply. But we have plenty of time for that.”

She took a sip of her hot chocolate. “As to how long it lasts, that
depends. It seems to take between six months and three years. The
average is somewhere in the middle and some men don’t come out
at all.”

Karen looked shocked. “Really? They don’t come out at all? Why
is that?”

Claudia pursed her lips, thinking about how much she should say.
“It requires a tremendous amount of courage to come out of the
Tunnel. The courage to literally define oneself and say ‘to hell’ with
anyone who doesn’t like it. Not all men can do it. I am not sure why.
No one in my ancestry has studied that phenomenon extensively.”

She continued, “For those who do come out, which is most of them,
how long it takes seems to depend on what they do while they are in it.
There are some things we have seen that can speed up the process.”

Claudia thought Karen was going to jump out of her seat. “Really,
really? What are they?”

“Okay, okay,” Claudia laughed. “Mind you, they don’t all work for
everyone and some are more conventional than others.”

She continued, “The most tried and true are on opposite ends of
the spectrum. On the one hand is someone a Tunnel-man can talk to
as a sounding board. It needs to be someone who doesn’t offer opin-
ions or judgments, and just listens while he talks it all out. All his ques-
tions. All his wonderings. Then he can get them out of his head and out
in front of him. These days the right type of therapist might provide
something like that. Or a coach or a consultant.”
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“What is on the other end of the spectrum?”
“A defining moment. This is the opposite of something safe and

slow like a friend to talk to. This is something that forces a man’s hand.
Not as easy to arrange, since they usually involve a crisis or emergency.
I don’t recommend it.”

Claudia waited while Karen filled in her notes. “You said those
were more tried and true. What else is there?” Karen asked. 

“There are a couple of things I heard about when I worked at the
Chamber of Commerce. I took the job because I knew it would afford
many opportunities to observe men and talk to men. I needed more
than just Burt and Max and their friends to study. It was rich. Among
other things, over the years I watched several men go through the
Tunnel. I noticed some men who seemed to make it through faster and
I found out they had taken a couple of ‘new age’ programs.”

Claudia waited to see how Karen would respond. Some teachers
were open to all types of learning; others were more conventional and
everything had to be credentialed. Since Karen was willing to learn from
her, she thought Karen was the more open type, but she remembered
what Burt had said about giving advice to folks who don’t ask for it.

Karen said, “I think Mike is pretty open-minded. The Peace
Corps certainly exposed us to lots of different philosophies. What are
the programs?”

Claudia smiled and proceeded. “I’ll tell you about them, but be
careful not to recommend them to Mike. You can tell him about them
if he asks, but don’t suggest he do them, okay? Remember, safe, safe,
safe. Never suggest anything.”

Karen nodded. “Okay. I’ll be careful.”
“One company I heard about is called Landmark Education. They

have something called the Landmark Forum and a follow-up class they
call the Advanced Course. One gentleman I observed said he did both.
When I asked him about them, he said the first one helped him to free
himself of his past limitations. He said the advanced one gave him a
way to re-create himself. Sounded perfect to me, since that is what a
Tunnel-man has to do. Burt helped me look it up on the Internet. I
think they are all over the place. It looks interesting.”
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“You said there were two programs. What is the other one?”
“The other one is called the New Warrior Training Adventure.”
“Warrior? Sounds strange. What is it?” 
“It seems to help men come to terms with their manhood by cre-

ating a right of passage. This is very important nowadays, when man-
liness is often suppressed. The man I knew who went through it came
back to work powerful and at peace with himself. I noticed the differ-
ence right way. After that, he was done with the Tunnel and on his way.
I don’t know if it affects all men that way, but what I saw was exciting.
They’re on the Internet, too.”

“It sure would be great if Mike did something like this.” 
Claudia sipped her cocoa. “Well, we don’t know yet if he will or

not. Let’s talk about what you can do. At least that you can control.”
“What can I do?” Karen looked hopeful. Too hopeful, Claudia

thought. Better warn her.
“Karen, as I tell you what you can do, you are likely to see mistakes

you’ve been making. Are you prepared for that?”
Karen sighed. “I figure by now that it comes with the territory. At

least I won’t have to keep making them.”
Once again, Claudia was impressed by Karen. Sure is a deep well

of courage in this young woman, she thought. 
“The Tunnel is an extraordinary, intense, soul-searching time for a

man. One thing you can do to support him is to honor the process he
is in. You might consider it a sacred time in a man’s life. I do.”

Claudia paused. “When I say ‘support,’ I mean it in a different way
than the support you provided when Mike was a Prince. Princes will
listen to and even seek advice. That would be a mistake with Mike now.
Don’t advise him. Don’t tell him what you think is important.” Claudia
paused as she saw the stricken look on Karen’s face.

“Oh, dear. I’ve been doing a lot of that.”
“That’s understandable. Just stop. Maybe apologize. What Mike

needs the most from you is what I have been having you practice for
two weeks now. Just listen and listen and listen.”

“Gosh, has it only been two weeks? It’s made a big difference. But
is that all? Is there anything else?”
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“Yes: Be his friend. This is another key to the kingdom. When we
are someone’s friend, we listen to them and their lives in a concerned
but detached sort of way. Because what is happening to them doesn’t
affect our lives. With husbands or boyfriends we tend to listen like
everything will have an effect on us. That makes us very attached and
not safe to talk to. It makes us a lousy friend, because we are mostly
concerned with ourselves, not them. Pretend Mike is your friend and
just care about him.”

“That’s hard to do since his life does affect mine. Every day.”
Claudia nodded. “I know, dear. That is where it gets tricky. You

will have to trust that everything is going to turn out and stop trying to
control it. Stop trying to hold on to the life you knew, and the Mike
you knew, and trust the process he is in. Trust Mike. Men have the
darndest way of turning into the men they were meant to be. And I’ll
bet that a long time ago you fell in love with the man Mike is going to
be. Trust that. And relax.”

Karen looked at her with tears in her eyes. “Okay, I think I can do
that. Is there anything else I can do?”

Claudia smiled. “These are the most important things. Be a friend.
And listen. Beyond that, don’t make fun of him and don’t let anyone
else make fun of him.”

“Okay. I think I can get through this.”
Claudia raised her mug as if to make a toast. “There is an upside,

you know.”
Karen looked surprised. “Really? What?”
Claudia sipped her cocoa. “I think you have started to experience

it. If you practice being safe to talk to, by listening a lot without judg-
ment or interruption, the level of intimacy can become extraordinary,
even priceless. A man is vulnerable in this transition. If you are safe for
him, he may show you his soul.”
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K

When Burt returned from the lumberyard, he found Claudia lying
on the couch with her eyes closed. He went to her side and touched
her hand. She opened her eyes. “Hello, sweetheart,” she said slowly.

“Are you okay, honey?”
She rolled to her side and pulled the lap blanket up higher. “I’m

just tired. I was picking up after Karen left and the couch and the
blanket became an irresistible combination.” She smiled sleepily.

“How about I make us some dinner and then, if you feel like it, you
can tell me about it?” 

Claudia nodded. “That would be perfect.”
Burt went to the kitchen and started making dinner. Since he

could tell Claudia needed to nap awhile, he wasn’t in any hurry. He
made them soup and grilled cheese sandwiches, his specialty. When
everything was ready, he peeked in at Claudia. She hadn’t moved at all.
Instead of getting her up, he found the TV trays and quietly set them
up in front of the couch. After bringing all the food and utensils in
from the kitchen, he sat down at her feet and watched her sleep. She
looked peaceful, like an angel. I think she is an angel, he thought. My
angel. Maybe Karen’s angel, too.

Claudia must have felt him watching her because she stirred and
opened her eyes. When she saw the trays and food, she grinned. She
sat up with more enthusiasm than he expected. 

“I’m famished!” she said and picked up her sandwich.
“This work you are doing with Karen sure makes you hungry,” he

commented. “You were starving last Saturday, too.”
Claudia smiled at him in between bites. “Strange, isn’t it? I usually

eat more like a bird. It takes a lot of energy to teach. It’s harder than I
thought it would be.”

“What makes it that way, do you think?” he asked as he picked up
his spoon. Ah, tomato soup at the first chill of fall. He loved that.

“I think it’s because what I am teaching is different from the way the
world sees men. It’s like I have to plow through all the misinformation
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to clear a path for this. And Karen has to, too. I can see in her face how
almost everything I say challenges what she has assumed to be true.”

She took a spoonful of her soup. “It’s inspiring though, how willing
she is to give it all up. I guess she’s had enough misery to show her that
it didn’t serve her. I think she is more exhausted than I am. She has to
reconcile her whole life with what I’m telling her. At least I am accus-
tomed to these ideas.”

“Do you want to tell me what you talked about today?”
She didn’t answer immediately. He ate and waited. 
“Actually,” she said, “it would help me if I could tell you what I

forgot to tell Karen. Then it might stop bothering me.”
“Sure, honey. What stage were you on today?”
“Remember when I told you that Mike isn’t actually in a stage, that

he is in a transition?”
“Yes, but you didn’t say much about it. Does it come after the

Prince stage?”
Claudia nodded. “Yes, it’s the transition from Prince to King. But

it’s not a ‘greased slide’ as they say. It is really difficult. We call it the
Tunnel.”

“The Tunnel? Is this something a man goes into?” Burt asked,
and Claudia nodded. “What makes a man go into the Tunnel?” He
was curious.

“Usually it’s a combination of accomplishments and time. Almost
every man I have known falls into the Tunnel a dozen years after he
starts building in earnest. He feels really accomplished and eases up,
enjoying life more. He’s really confident and certain. That’s what we
call Late Prince. It usually lasts about six months or more before the
Tunnel begins. But sometimes nature forces it early, like in your case.”

Burt was surprised. “What do you mean?”
“When you returned from the War it took you a while to figure out

what you wanted to do. You would try one thing and then another, sure
they were going to be it, but they weren’t.”

Burt nodded. “Yep. I thought I should use the engineering I
learned in the Navy as a career. But I hated being indoors all the time.
And paper doesn’t qualify as wood. I missed working with my hands.”

101



Keys to the Kingdom

“Since you started your formal training in your trade when you
were twenty-nine, I expected you to enter the Tunnel when you were
forty-one or forty-two. By the time you turned forty, you had a lot of
accomplishments but you weren’t talking yet like a Late Prince. You
hadn’t started to relax and have more time for other things. When I
would ask, there were still many things you thought you needed to
accomplish. I thought the Tunnel was still a ways off.”

Burt was nodding, remembering. Then it struck him. “And then
my dad died.” It still pained him to think of it, even many years later.

Claudia nodded. “And you fell into the Tunnel headlong, overnight.”
Burt scratched his cheek. “Why do you think that is?” 
“I think it is nature’s way of dealing with the death of the King. It

creates a vacuum, so to speak. He needs to be replaced, and that pulls
the son right in and hurries up the process. You spent only a short time
in the Tunnel—only four or five months. It’s as if you weren’t allowed
to linger there.”

“Do you think that always happens when a man’s father dies?”
She shrugged. “I’m not sure. If a man is too young, it won’t put him

in the Tunnel. On the other hand, if a man were close enough, his father
wouldn’t necessarily have to die. He might just get sick, or something
else that causes the son to come face to face with his father’s mortality.”

Burt was fascinated by the subject but he wanted to make sure
Claudia got what she needed. “Is this what you forgot to tell Karen
today? Is this what was bothering you?”

“That was the first part. It is just a matter of covering all the bases.
I’m pretty sure it doesn’t apply to her husband, though. I think he
arrived at the Tunnel more normally.” She finished her soup. “The other
part I forgot to tell her was about fast cars and the mid-life crisis.”

“Is there a connection? Do men buy fast cars when they’re in the
Tunnel? How come I didn’t get one?” he teased.

She laughed. “You didn’t get one because there isn’t a connection.
There only seems to be a connection. That’s why men get made fun of.
And yours was a new truck, anyhow.”

“Alright, now you’ve really got to explain yourself.” When she was
feisty like this, it made him want to tickle her. He reached over with a
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knobby finger and lightly prodded her ribs. She giggled and squirmed,
which made his day.

“How can I explain myself when you are tickling me?” she pre-
tended to chastise him. “There’s no connection between the two; it’s
just a coincidence of timing. It goes like this: a man falls in love with a
sports car or a classic car, or in your case, a truck, when he is younger.
He wants one just like that, but he can’t afford it. He’s got mouths to
feed and shoes to buy and tuitions to fund, and most men are respon-
sible about those obligations. So, he goes without. Then, as a Late
Prince, he has many accomplishments and more resources than
before. Often, this occurs around the time the children go out on their
own. More resources with fewer demands on them. Finally, he can
afford the car he has wanted for fifteen or twenty years—and he buys
it. Shortly after that he falls into the Tunnel, and starts questioning
everything and acting strangely, and people think they are connected.
They think his so-called ‘mid-life crisis’ caused him to want the car. But
it’s inaccurate. He has wanted that car for years and he finally got it.
Timing, yes, but no connection. I think he should be congratulated, not
be the butt of jokes.” Claudia looked pleased with herself.

“And was this important to tell Karen?” he asked, trying to sound
serious.

“Absolutely. Mike bought a Miata and folks are teasing him about
it. Completely unacceptable!” She tried to look indignant but couldn’t
hold it; she ended up laughing at herself. Burt was having a great time. 

Then she grew more serious. “I love Tunnel-men. This not-a-stage
stage is my favorite.”

“Why is that?”
“Because women have no natural equivalent and because Tunnel-

men are darn cute.”
Burt laughed. “Cute? These men are ‘cute’?”
Claudia nodded. “Every stage is characterized by some particular,

dominant feature that gives men in that stage a certain air about
them. For Knights it’s adventure, which makes them sexy; for Princes
it’s building, which makes them very serious; and for Kings it’s pro-
viding, which gives them weight and stature. For Tunnel-men, it’s
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questions, wonderings and doubts. I think it makes them cute. Unless
of course, you are trying to get them to commit to something; then it
makes them infuriating.”

Burt chuckled. Tunnel-men were clearly her favorite. She even
said “infuriating” like she thought that was cute too.

“What did you mean by ‘women have no equivalent’? Don’t
women go through the stages, too, and hit the Tunnel?”

Claudia was shaking her head; then she nodded.
“Which one is it?” Burt asked.
“It’s both, actually. Women don’t go through stages, not as women.

Because we are not linear like men. We are everything we can be from
the beginning and just naturally develop whatever parts of ourselves we
use. We can develop new capacities at any time, at any age.” She paused.
“On the other hand, if women are deeply involved in the workplace,
they can become masculinized, and may feel like they are going through
stages. I haven’t studied it, but I don’t think they have a Tunnel waiting
for them. The Tunnel is ancient and women being this involved in the
workplace, isolated from family, is a relatively new phenomenon.”

“How come you never became masculine? You worked for a
long time.”

Claudia beamed at him. “When I was at work, I was masculine,
when that’s what was needed. I could be feminine too, though, and it
was very effective. Remember a couple of weeks ago, when I first met
Karen, and we talked about Transition Time?”

Burt nodded, remembering. “Yes, what about it?”
“I always made sure to use a Transition Ritual after work to return

me to my femininity. I didn’t want to be masculine at home. I would
have been butting heads with you and Max all the time. I used a
Transition Ritual to make sure I wasn’t.”

“What kind of ritual do you mean? Like the way I put my keys
away and check through the mail and change my clothes?”

Claudia nodded. “Something like that. Only I would pick the ritual
that shifted me back into the type of femininity I wanted. I have dif-
ferent rituals depending upon which aspect of myself I want to express.”

“Can you tell me more about it, or is it a female secret?” he asked,
half hoping she wouldn’t tell. He liked her being a mystery.
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Claudia smiled knowingly. “Don’t worry, it won’t ruin anything for
you. Femininity is so powerful for men that even understanding it
doesn’t change that. To put it in simplified terms, I have a different
ritual for when I want to be playful or sexual, another for when I need
to be nurturing, and another ritual for when being visionary or generous
or serene is called for.”

Burt was amazed. He had no idea that Claudia had such control
over herself. No wonder she was influential. And her explanation made
her no less mysterious.

K

Lying spent on his back, Mike pulled Karen closer, enjoying the
feel of her skin against his. He sighed peacefully. “So, I’m not going
crazy, huh?”

She reached up and nuzzled his neck. “Nope, I guess not. Are you
disappointed?” she teased gently. He loved how throaty her voice
sounded after they made love.

“Ha! No way.” 
He thought about it. How do I feel? “I’m relieved. I thought I was

losing it.” He leaned his head down to smell her hair. “How come no
one knows about this Tunnel thing? It’s bad enough going through it;
not knowing what’s happening to you makes it a living hell.”

He felt her squeeze him tightly. “That’s what I think about every-
thing Claudia tells me: how come no one knows this? It’s a shame. It
could help so many people.”

Mike held her and thought about the last couple of weeks. Who is
Claudia, really? he wondered. When Karen first told him about her, he
was understandably skeptical. What was her background? Her educa-
tion? Her qualifications? Now he didn’t care. The proof is in the pud-
ding, he thought. How true. He felt more connected to Karen than he
had in years. And through her information, Claudia had turned a terrible
and confusing part of his life into something interesting and worthwhile.
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Well, mostly, he thought. There was still a major glitch. He knew
Karen needed to have children, and soon, both from a physical and
emotional standpoint. He wanted to give them to her, but just couldn’t.
Not yet.

“Babe? Are you awake?”
“Uh huh,” she murmured against him.
“Did Claudia tell you anything that helps a man get through the

Tunnel? Talking about it is good, but is there anything else?” He might
have imagined it, but he thought he felt her stop breathing for a moment.

She responded, her head still resting on his chest, “She told me
about a couple of classes. I could leave you the websites if you want to
check them out.”

“Cool.”
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WEDNESDAY WAS BECOMING KAREN’S FAVORITE DAY. CASEY STAYED

after school to help her fix up the classroom, or grade papers, or any-
thing else she could find. It was fun for both of them. She brought a
snack and it felt like their own little work party. She was practicing
listening with Casey, too. She didn’t finish his sentences and she didn’t
prompt him when he didn’t answer right away; she just kept listening
and waited. He had become quite the talker and it was delightful. She
was also surprised by how bright and interesting he had become. Or
maybe always had been?

Wednesday night after yoga class she spent time with Claudia at
the coffee house and reported in. It was fun, and not as stressful as
their Saturday sessions. Karen couldn’t believe it had been only a little
more than three weeks since she had spotted Claudia in yoga as a new
student. She remembered the tingling she had felt when their eyes
first met. Some premonition, she thought. I guess a part of me knew
she was going to change my life.

Karen insisted on treating Claudia to a gourmet hot chocolate. “It
is the least I can do,” she said. “Mike is much calmer since he found
out he’s right on track. It makes the questions and doubts more bear-
able, he says. Now they have a purpose.”

Claudia just smiled, as if that was to be expected. Then Karen told
Claudia about Mike’s answer to last week’s question, “What do you
need to accomplish before having children?” 
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Claudia was sympathetic. “Don’t worry, dear. He’ll figure it all out
soon, I am sure. And besides, there are many advantages to having
children with a King.”

“What do you mean?” Karen was curious. Could there be a silver
lining? 

“Men approach fatherhood differently depending on what stage
they are in. Knights will look to have fun with their children, but may
not be reliable. Adventures keep calling them. A Prince is so focused
on building something for the children that he doesn’t have much
energy left over to pay attention to them. No matter how much he
loves them and wanted them, their mother will usually wish he would
spend more time with them.”

“And what’s different about Kings?”
Claudia smiled. “Remember when we talked about computers

and RAM? That RAM is how much you can have up on the screen at
one time?” 

Karen nodded. “You said almost all the RAM is used up by a
Prince’s career or work, making it hard for him to pay attention to any-
thing else.”

“Exactly. Well, when a man comes out of the Tunnel and becomes
a King, much of the RAM is freed up. He doesn’t need to focus on
himself and his work like before. He naturally turns his focus toward
what he cares about most. If he has children, he’ll be able to pay atten-
tion to them in an entirely different way. If the children are older, this
may come as a big surprise.”

“In what way?” This was reminding Karen of something, but she
couldn’t quite put her finger on it.

“Children of Middle Princes may feel invisible to their fathers
sometimes. He spends most of his time at work, and when he’s home,
he’s preoccupied with something. Since the changes in a King are
dramatic, they may wonder what inspired his new interest in them.”

That’s it! Karen distinctly remembered coming home from college
and thinking a body snatcher had invaded her dad. He was different.
She both loved it and didn’t know how to handle it. Her dad wanted to
know all about her life and he kept trying to do things for her. 
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She told Claudia what she remembered. “Is that because he had
become a King?” 

“Sounds like it. And if you had been a teenager, can you imagine?
Probably would have driven you crazy. The real delight is a King with
small children. They have much more attention to pay them. Often they
are fascinated by their development and participate a lot more than they
would have just a few years before. I am sure you have noticed the dads
that come to parent conferences in the middle of the day. Aren’t they
mostly the silver haired dads instead of the younger ones?”

Karen thought about it. “Yes, I believe you’re right.”
Claudia smiled. “This is what I mean by there being advantages to

having children with a King.” She winked at her. “Especially with one
who has waited precisely to spend more time with them.” 

Karen almost gasped. Wow. Double wow. Hmmm, maybe there’s
a gold lining.

“So Kings are the next topic, right? Is there anything I should do
to get ready for Saturday?”

“I’ll have to think about that.” Claudia sat quietly with the pursed
lips Karen had grown accustomed to. Burt must love that expression to
have put it on the table, she thought.

“Besides talking about the stage of King,” Claudia said, “we’re
going to talk about how to get ready for Mike being one. What he will
need from you as a King is different than before and may challenge
your relationships with all men.”

Karen felt a little stab of fear. “What do you mean?”
Claudia looked serious. “Have you noticed how much women dis-

parage men in our culture? They openly talk about them being ‘pigs’
or ‘jerks’ or say things like ‘the world would be a better place if women
were in charge’?”

How did Claudia know this? Karen wondered. She had to
remember that Claudia was not an insulated little-old-lady-from-
Pasadena type, even though she could pass for one.

“Now that you say that, yes, I can see it.”
Claudia nodded. “Good. That makes it easier for me. What I want

you to do between now and Saturday is notice how many men you
respect and admire.”
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Again Karen was surprised; what an unusual assignment. “Okay,
I’ll do that. Anything else?”

“Yes,” Claudia said, “keep listening. It’s still one of the biggest keys
to the kingdom.”

K

Mike found the note Karen left with the two websites, as prom-
ised. While she was out, he logged onto the Internet and reviewed the
two different programs. Interesting, he thought. The warrior thing
appealed to him the most and, in a rare show of decisiveness, he reg-
istered for the San Diego weekend ten days away. There were classes
in Los Angeles not long after, but he thought sooner was better and an
entire weekend away appealed to him. He wondered how Karen would
react; they didn’t spend many weekends apart.

As he thought about it, he noticed he was doing the class as much
for her as for himself. That surprised him. He wanted to do it for her.
Why was that? he wondered. There was something about the way
Karen was treating him lately that made him want to give her more.
What was it? The only way he could put it was that he felt honored as
a man. Claudia’s philosophy and Karen’s enthusiasm for it made him
feel good. It made it fine for him to be who he was and to go through
this Tunnel stuff.

Mike thought about his day. It had been normal in most
respects: a site check, materials to follow up on, and the crew to con-
firm on another job. He had just as many questions and doubts as
before, but now he didn’t resist them. The questions even became
interesting to him and sometimes he followed them along a trail that
started to tell him something important about himself. As he made
this site check, once again he was critical of the use of space and
resources. He thought it was excessive. It made him dissatisfied with
the end result of an otherwise perfectly good job. Now he noticed
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that being dissatisfied was different than before. He had certainly
been dissatisfied many times in his life, but he just lived with it. Now
he had a problem with being dissatisfied. Hmmm. 

He remembered something else. All week he had been noticing the
men on his crew. He could easily distinguish the Knights from the
Princes. And there were two men who worked for him that clearly were
not either of those. They were older than Mike and each accomplished
in their trade. But now he was noticing them as people, instead of as
craftsmen. He knew immediately that they were Kings. He recognized
that, without thinking about it, he had always treated them with a dif-
ferent level of respect. Now he was noticing their physical presence.
They were…solid. Like their bodies were made of a denser material
than his. 

Is that what’s next for me? What will that be like? They seemed
so…certain. Resolved. Then that same word again: Solid.

K

Sitting across from Claudia at the breakfast table, Burt noticed
that she did not seem as excited about her session with Karen today as
usual. Normally—at least normally for the last three weeks—she
would be more exuberant in anticipation of her afternoon with her
ever-more-promising student.

“Honey, you seem a little reticent about today. Is there something
about this next stage that makes you nervous?” he asked, gently prod-
ding her with this concern.

Claudia sighed. “This one is definitely going to be the most diffi-
cult. I knew the Tunnel would be hard on Karen, since Mike is in the
Tunnel and she has a lot invested. But Kings…who they are and what
they need will challenge everything she has been taught about men in
her thirty-nine years of life.”

“What has Karen been taught?”
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“Actually, what all women have been taught…that’s not precisely cor-
rect. It is more like what all women have ‘learned.’ I’m not sure anyone
intentionally taught them all the rubbish they have come to accept.”

Burt made a show of sitting up straighter. “Now you’ve got my
attention! Rubbish? What rubbish?”

His enthusiasm brought a smile. Claudia said, “I appreciate you
asking. Maybe if I talk this out with you, I’ll be able to do a better job
of teaching Karen today.”

Burt could see she was about to embark on something, so he
refilled his coffee and settled in to listen.

“Remember a few days ago when I told you that I have to clear away
all the misconceptions Karen has in order to make a path for what I have
to teach her? When we were talking about what makes this tiring?”

“Sure, but I didn’t know exactly what you were referring to.”
“To explain this, I’m going to have to go back a ways, back to where

we started almost a month ago talking about the Covenant.” Burt
nodded his assent.

“During World War II, huge numbers of women went to work.
Like never before in recent history. And they went to work making
things that concerned survival—munitions, transportation, food.
Whenever a person works in areas fundamental to survival itself, there
is a sense of significance, there is an inherent importance.”

“I think I see what you mean,” Burt said. “Women took over jobs
that men normally did. They had to, because most of us were at war.
What they did was no longer an enhancement to what men provided.
They became responsible for the most basic, necessary things.”

Claudia was nodding. “Yes. And when anyone does that—when
anyone provides what is critically needed, it gives that person a unique
sense of himself or herself. To put it simply, women became heroes.
We didn’t get a ticker tape parade, but we felt it. And it happened to
so many of us, that it forever altered our collective experience of being
women. We found out how smart we are and how capable we are. We
never wanted to go back to doing things that seemed unimportant.”

Burt shook his head. “I see what you’re saying, but I have to dis-
agree. What women provide—what only women can provide, like beauty
and comfort and nurturing—that’s more than important. It’s priceless.”
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Claudia grinned like he’d won a prize. “Exactly. I agree with you
completely. But few women know this. We tasted ‘important’ and we
were hooked. One way you could describe the last fifty years for
women is the constant pursuit of the right to do everything that seems
important. Whatever we think the important job is, we want the right
to do it. And we have succeeded on most fronts. Women are doctors
and lawyers and politicians and shuttle launch captains. We used to be
secretaries to men in those positions.”

She sighed. “But most of us don’t know that we traded in ‘priceless’
for ‘important.’ We miss it, some more consciously than others, but we
don’t know how it happened. And we don’t know how we damaged our
relationships with men in the process.”

“What happened?”
“This is just my theory, but I think it went something like this: Men

came back after the war expecting things to go back to normal. In fact,
being at war was devastating to them; they needed things to go back to
normal, and quickly.”

She paused and squeezed his hand. His own experience in the war
had changed him forever. Claudia had been an extraordinary comfort
for him.

She continued, “But having a taste of ‘important,’ women weren’t
willing to give it up. At least, enough women weren’t willing. Women
wanted those opportunities and it looked like men wouldn’t give them
to them. Women assumed it was because men thought we were too
stupid or incapable. We were deeply hurt and insulted. I don’t believe
men thought these things. I believe women were trying to change an
old institution—the workplace—overnight. And men were concerned
with what they are always concerned with—having a job and then get-
ting the job done. Since women didn’t have a long track record of
doing these jobs successfully, and they posed a threat to their jobs, men
were skeptical. Combine that with men needing things to go back to
normal, and there was a deadlock.

“This was when men became the enemy. And that’s where the divi-
sion between a woman’s heart and a woman’s mind began.”

Burt was intrigued, as usual, by the twists and turns Claudia pre-
sented. “What do you mean?”
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“Because women don’t understand how powerful they are, diplo-
macy was not an option they considered. They went directly to fighting
righteous battles. In order to put up a good fight, it works well to think
your adversary is evil. Then you can go full throttle, no holds barred.
You can hate your enemy and hate can fuel many confrontations.”

She paused. “But in our hearts, we naturally love men. Just as men
naturally love women. This made it hard to hate men. Therefore, we
picked another arena—instead of the heart, that of the mind. We
started changing how we think of men in ways that would fuel the
battle. We needed to invalidate men and validate women. We needed
to think that women are better than men. It’s a natural response to the
insult we felt, too. Since we felt insulted by men, we needed to
degrade them to make their insults sting less. If someone you respect
insults you, it hurts. If you are insulted by someone you think is a jerk,
you just move on. Mind me, I don’t think anyone did all of this con-
sciously. It just happened, like dominoes falling.”

Claudia sipped her tea. “Combine the perceived insults with some
very real wrongs perpetrated by some men, add the women’s ‘gab
factor,’ and this new perception of men traveled fast. ‘Men are male-
chauvinist pigs’ got into women’s thinking quickly. Over the years, it
became shortened to the simpler ‘men are pigs.’”

Burt could see what she was talking about, except, “What do you
mean by the ‘gab factor’?”

“How much women talk, naturally.” Claudia smiled, clearly
amused with herself.

“Let me see if I’ve got this right,” Burt responded. “You’re saying
that during the war, women experienced being important. Essentially,
what men experience. They liked it and they didn’t want to give it up.
Which put them in a fight against men, because we weren’t prepared
for everything that meant. And they were insulted; because women
thought that we thought you all were stupid or something. Then,
because they couldn’t hate us, in order to fight us better, and to make
the insult hurt less, women starting thinking men were jerks. Is that
the gist of it?”
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Claudia laughed. “I knew if I talked this out with you, it would
become clearer! I like how you put it.” She smiled at him. “Yes, that is
‘the gist’ of it. We became incredibly critical of everything men do and
how they do it. Because we have got to prove that we can do it better.
There is even a song to that effect.”

Burt shook his head. “Amazing. Does it matter at all that some of
the assumptions are incorrect?”

Claudia laughed again. “Only if you are concerned with reality,
dear. But by now, the idea that men are terrible is entrenched. It is dif-
ficult to break it loose, even with facts.”

Burt was shaking his head again. “Truly amazing. No wonder
they call it the war between the sexes. Complete with misinforma-
tion campaigns.”

Claudia chuckled and then grew serious. “The sad part is how
much suffering for both men and women has come out of this. Don’t
get me wrong; I am not saying women should not have fought, or
shouldn’t keep fighting for the right to do all the important things.
Although I would have preferred diplomacy, the results have been
unprecedented. Imagine, women not needing men to provide for
them and protect them in order to survive. Finally, equal partnerships
are possible. It’s terribly exciting.”

Burt was skeptical. “I know women think equality is a good thing,
but from my point of view, that is a step down for women. Why would
you want to be merely important when you are already priceless? What
women provide, men couldn’t do in a thousand years. Just think about
who has been dying for whom all this time. It is men dying to protect
women. That should tell women who we think matters.”

Claudia smiled. “I know, honey. Men know who women are and
how much power we wield. It’s women who are in the dark. They think
they are walking around unarmed and they have picked up grenades
and machetes. Sadly, they don’t hesitate to use them.”

“What do you mean, exactly?”
“Well, because we think men are our adversaries, we treat men that

way. You never want an adversary to be stronger than you. Therefore,
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women do things to weaken men, to steal some of their power. Little
things that bleed men slowly, like criticizing and complaining. Or more
quickly, like withdrawing from you altogether with the silent treatment
or taking you apart when you’re late. Or like a cancer, by never having
anything you do be good enough.” Claudia shook her head sadly. “If only
women knew that these things were unnecessary.”

Burt saw a chance and took it. “I’ve been wanting to talk to you
about that.”

“About what?” Claudia looked surprised.
“About women knowing what you know.” 
He held up his hand when she started to protest. “Let me finish.”

Claudia sat back. “I think you have shown already that what you know
is important to other people. Didn’t you tell me Mike is doing better
just by finding out he’s in the Tunnel? And look at Karen—isn’t her
life better?”

Claudia nodded but wouldn’t look up at him. “Claudia, sweetheart.
I know how much you need to teach other people. Just look at your
hands. Do you remember what they were like a month ago? When was
the last time they hurt you?”

Claudia opened her hands in front of her. She stretched her fin-
gers out farther than she had in years. Then she looked up at him and
smiled. “This would be easier for you if you were still a King, wouldn’t
it? Then you could just give me the advice you think I need.” Her eyes
twinkled, teasing him.

Burt chuckled. “Yes, it’s true. I would just come right out and tell
you what to do. Being an Elder certainly has its drawbacks.”

“Okay, honey. What is the question I should be asking that you would
love to answer?” She smiled at him, with what he hoped was compassion.

“You could ask me for advice on how you might contribute what
you know about men and women to many, many people.” 

Claudia looked at him, her eyes suddenly tearing up. “I’m not
ready yet.” She wiped a tear that had escaped down her cheek. “I know
you suggested I find someone like Karen, and that same day, I did. You
were right; she exists, and better than I hoped. But this process has
been difficult, for me and for Karen. For my own conscience, I have to
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finish this and make sure it turns out right, before I can think of any-
body else.”

Burt understood. He had more faith in her than she did in herself.
Just as she always had more faith in him. That was as it should be. He
picked up her hand and brought it to his lips. “Whenever you’re ready,
I’ll be here.”

K

For the first time, Karen felt reluctant about her session with
Claudia. Usually the morning passed too slowly while she waited in
anticipation of more mind-blowing information. Today, she was sure
she had completely failed the assignment Claudia had given her. Karen
hoped she wouldn’t ask about it.

When they were situated at the extraordinary table once again,
with their hot chocolate and lap blankets, Claudia asked, “So, how did
you do with your preparation? How many men did you see that you
respect and admire?”

Karen couldn’t suppress a groan. She took a couple of sips of cocoa
to stall. “Actually, Claudia, not a single one. I am embarrassed to say it.
Mike comes the closest, but I got stuck on ‘admire.’ That’s a big one. I
find it hard to admire any man.”

To her surprise Claudia smiled. “You’re smiling?” Karen asked. “I
thought for sure I had blown it.”

Claudia reached over and patted her hand. If the difficulty of a
session could be measured in how many times Claudia patted her
hand, then this one was starting off at a run. “Don’t worry, dear, it’s not
your fault.”

“It’s not?”
Claudia shook her head. “No, it’s not. Can you think of any woman

you know who respects many men?”
Karen thought about it. “You obviously respect Burt, but that

wouldn’t count, would it?” Claudia chuckled and shook her head no.
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Karen thought some more. “Then I can’t think of any. I know
women who admire celebrities, but they don’t know them. If they did,
I doubt they would respect them. It’s hard to respect men—they screw
up so much of the time.”

Now Claudia was grinning at her. “Perfect. Thank you!”
“What? That they screw up? Like giving you advice when you need

them to sympathize? Or how they never know what you want, no
matter how many hints you leave?”

Claudia shook her head but smiled again. “Honestly, Karen, I have
been trying to figure out how to teach you about Kings, and I wasn’t
sure how to do it. But you have shown me the way.”

“I have?”
“Yes, you have. Tell me, how do you know they ‘screw up,’ as you

say, all the time?”
Without hesitation, Karen said, “Because they don’t do what they

should have done.”
“And how do you know they don’t do what they should have done?”
Karen caught on, and laughed. “Because they don’t do what I

would have done!”
Claudia nodded. “Right, they don’t do what you would have done.

But it goes beyond that, doesn’t it? Isn’t it what all women would have
done? Isn’t it what we think all women know is the right thing to do?”

Karen considered this. She thought about the many sessions with
her friends evaluating what someone’s husband or boyfriend had done
versus what he “should” have done. They almost always agreed on the
basics of what should have been. “Yes, I think so. But isn’t that because
women in general are smarter than men and more mature?”

She couldn’t believe it; Claudia was actually cracking up! She was
slapping her thigh, laughing, and shaking her head.

“What? What did I say?” Karen asked.
Claudia shook her head some more. “It’s not what you said. It’s

what made it possible to say it. And even more so, to think it. It just
amazes me.”

Karen felt uncomfortable. She didn’t like not getting the joke. Was
Claudia laughing at her?
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As if reading her mind—again—Claudia said, “Karen, I’m not
laughing at you. I am laughing at us—at women. We are certain that
our way is the best way, and we can’t even consider anything else. We
can’t even see anything else. And, especially, we can’t even see men.”

“What do you mean, we can’t see men?”
Karen waited while Claudia calmed herself down. “Remember

before we started talking about the Stages of Development, how what
Mike had done in his twenties and thirties didn’t make sense to you?
Without understanding the stages, Knights seem immature about fun
and adventure, and Princes seem stubbornly, selfishly obsessed with
their work. By learning about the stages, you can now see men go
through them. You can see Mike being in the Tunnel. And just by being
able to see it, you are able to respond better.”

“Are you saying that there is more we can’t see about men? More
than just the stages?”

“Oh, dear Lord, yes.”
“Like what?” Karen asked hopefully.
Claudia took a sip of her cocoa and shook her head. “I don’t know

how long it would take to tell you all of it. Maybe years. Just about
everything that men do and all the ways that men are, we assume to be
immature or selfish or inconsiderate or underdeveloped. Usually some
version of acting up and misbehaving. We hardly see men at all. And
we rarely see the real reason men have for their behavior.”

“Could you at least give me an example?” Karen practically
begged. She waited, letting Claudia think, and hoping her patience
would be rewarded.

Finally Claudia said, “I’ll name a few and then I’ll show you two
things that are not what they seem.”

Karen positioned her pen over her paper, ready to capture
every morsel. 

Claudia began, “These are some of the things that women misin-
terpret: we think men being competitive all the time is immature. We
think they are lousy listeners and that’s because they are inconsiderate.
We think men are ‘emotionally unavailable’ or ‘cut off from their emo-
tions’ because they are undeveloped in some fundamental way. And we
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think men put their needs first because they are self-centered or selfish
or inconsiderate, or all three,” she concluded. “Just to name a few.”

As Claudia went through her list, Karen couldn’t help but nod in
agreement. She definitely thought all those things. Wasn’t it true?

“And you are saying that we think that because we can’t see men?”
Claudia nodded. “Absolutely. And because we can’t see them, we

don’t respect them and we are unable to admire them. And that makes
us totally unequipped to relate to a King.”

Ahh, Karen thought. Kings. Yes, today is about Kings. That’s where
this is going. “I really want to know about Kings,” she said, “but this
business of seeing men is fascinating to me. You said you would show
me two things that are not what they seem?”

Claudia nodded again. “Yes. The first one you figured out on your
own, which is why I invited you to become my student. Remember the
first night at the coffee house when you told me what you noticed
about Mike needing time to adjust when he comes home?”

Karen remembered well. “That seemed important to you at the
time, but I couldn’t guess why.”

Now Claudia smiled. “I think you watch me as carefully as I watch
you,” she raised her eyebrows, seeking confirmation.

Karen smiled back. “Like you, I am a teacher. You have to see the
subtle clues that show you are getting through. Do it for almost fifteen
years and it makes a person sensitive. At least, if you are committed to
being a great teacher.”

Claudia looked happy for a moment. She seemed to relax in some
way too, like some issue was being resolved. Karen knew better than to
ask. She hoped someday Claudia would tell her what it was all about.

Claudia picked up where she had digressed. “What you noticed
about Mike is what we call ‘Transition Time.’ When men come home
from work, or change from any type of activity to another, they need a
period of adjustment. Women, paying attention to many things at once,
usually don’t need this. Being unable to see men, few women recognize
this need. Mostly, women just think that the sort of far off look on his
face and detached way of moving through the house is because he’s not
happy to be home or he doesn’t care about them. It is nothing of the
sort. It’s just his Transition Time.”
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Karen couldn’t suppress a grin. Finally, something she had been
doing right! “You call it Transition Time? When he’s adjusting to being
at home? Then me leaving him alone is the best thing to do?”

Claudia nodded. “And the other things you do, too. You stop what
you are doing to greet him, welcoming him home. And you recognize
when the transition is over and he’s ready to be with you, and make
yourself available. That is the part that women who don’t know about
Transition Time find impossible. Since their feelings are hurt by how
he is at first, when he finally comes to them, they are angry or cold.
That makes him feel pushed away. It’s one of the ways that women pre-
vent the intimacy they crave.”

Karen smiled. “It’s great to find out I don’t do everything wrong.”
Claudia slowly rubbed her hands together. Karen noticed that

her fingers didn’t seem as gnarled as before—or was that just her
imagination?

Claudia said, “What you have been doing wrong is not your fault.
With little useful information available, and a point of view that pre-
vents us from seeing men in the first place, women are bound to fail
with men. No matter how intelligent they are.”

Karen considered this. Maybe all the misery she and her friends
shared was unnecessary? “And there is something besides Transition
Time that is not what it seems?”

“Let’s take something else along those same lines,” Claudia con-
tinued. “Throughout the stages, I have talked about men changing
their focus. As Pages and Knights they’re focused on adventure, as
Princes, they’re focused on building. In the Tunnel, they’re focused on
all the questions plaguing them. Do you remember me using the word
‘focus’ often?”

Karen nodded. At the time, she had thought it was just Claudia’s
quaint way of speaking. 

“I use the word focus because it has everything to do with being
a man. It is what men do naturally—they focus. And they focus on
one thing at a time. It’s the way they are designed to think. You might
have even heard them say something about it. Like when we’re going
in five different directions, they say, ‘Slow down, let’s take this one
thing at a time.’”
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Karen could immediately remember both her dad and Mike
saying that. 

Claudia continued, “Men are what we call Single Focused. It is a
remarkable quality. It is one of the things that make them able to
remember details, like all the statistics of a ball game or an entire
sports season. They are utterly focused on that one thing when they are
participating in it. Can you see that?”

Karen was seeing it: Mike reading the newspaper. Her dad fixing
the car. Casey tacking up the collages. There was an intensity about
each of them.

“Wow, I do see it. But I’ve never noticed it before. At least not like
a different way of thinking. They just seem…limited. That’s what
you’re talking about, isn’t it? They are not what they seem?”

Claudia smiled again. “Exactly. Because women are not Single
Focused—although they can be for short periods of time—we normally
don’t recognize it as valid behavior. Some women even think it means
men are stupid. This is what has us think men are lousy listeners.
Because we talk to them during Transition Time, when they are focused
on transitioning, or when they are focused on something else. Have you
ever had two people talking to you at once?”

“Of course. In my classroom practically every day.”
“And you can only listen to one at a time right?” Karen nodded.

“That is exactly what it’s like for men. If they are reading the news-
paper, or getting dressed for work, they can’t listen to us, too.”

“So are you saying that we think men are lousy listeners because of
when we talk to them?”

Claudia nodded. “Men are actually great listeners. Because, when
it’s time to listen, that is what they are focused on. Women rarely focus
on just listening to another person. You’ve been practicing lately; I’ll
bet you can see the difference.”

That’s for sure, Karen thought. She had changed her marriage
just by listening. And, she realized, also by seeing. The Stages of
Development had made it possible for her to see Mike’s behavior and
make sense of it. Instead of being ridiculous or frustrating, it had
become understandable. Wow.
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But then she thought of some times when Mike really was a
lousy listener. “Claudia, there have been times when I was talking to
Mike and he wouldn’t listen to me at all. He kept interrupting me
with his opinion.”

“Were you discussing something?” Claudia asked.
“I think so. Like recently, we were discussing last week’s election

results. I voted for a bond issue for education and he voted against
it. But I could hardly get a word in edgewise. I thought that was
lousy listening.”

Claudia nodded. “That’s understandable. But again, if you see it
for what it was, you might change your mind.”

“So what was it?”
“Did you ask Mike for some time to tell him what you thought

about the bond issue?”
“No, I was reading the paper and we just started talking about it.”
Claudia nodded again. “See, it’s because it wasn’t ‘listen’ time. It was

‘discuss the issues’ time. Men will out-defend their opinions over a
woman’s every time. They have to. And if they can’t, they’ll walk away.”

“Why is that?” 
“That’s a whole other topic. Again, something that seems one way

but is not. Maybe another time. But let’s go back to the listening
thing. When you told Mike about Princes and the Tunnel, how did
you set it up?”

“I asked for time to tell him what I had learned from you.”
“And what happened?”
Karen smiled as she remembered it vividly. “Exactly that. He just

listened and listened until I was done. No matter how long it
took…Amazing.”

Claudia just looked at her, with her head cocked to the side. “Are
you starting to see them?”

Karen nodded over and over again. “Yep. And the more I see, the
more I want to see. But it makes me feel like I’ve been blind.” She
paused, considering if this was the right time. “Claudia?”

“Yes, dear?”
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“Ever since you started teaching me about men, I’ve wanted to
teach other women. I don’t want them to suffer as I have; I want them
to see men, too.”

Claudia was squinting. Karen wasn’t sure what that meant and she
continued, “Have you thought about teaching anyone else?”

Still squinting, Claudia said quietly, “I’ve thought about it,” her
body visibly stiffening.

Ignoring her own observations, Karen decided to go for it. “Would
you consider letting me teach other women?” She rushed on, “I would
only tell them what you wanted me to. Or we could do it together. I
have all my notes from every session. I’ve even typed them into my
computer and organized them like a curriculum.” She stopped, afraid
she had said too much.

To Karen’s dismay, Claudia looked like she was suffering terribly.
The soft pink had left her cheeks and she instantly looked much older.
She suddenly excused herself and walked quickly inside the house. 

Karen was devastated. What have I done? How did I hurt her?
Then she thought of herself and Mike. Oh, no, what if she won’t teach
me anymore? I don’t understand Kings!

Miserable, she waited for Claudia’s return. Not knowing what else
to do, she traced the carvings on the table with her finger. She could
understand why Burt adored his wife. She is an extraordinary woman,
she thought. Oh God, please don’t let me have ruined this.

K

Burt had been looking out the window, checking the angle of the
sun, when Claudia rushed into the house. He guessed at the reason for
Claudia’s distress and thought it might partly be his fault, for pushing
her this morning to teach others. The last time he had seen her look
that upset was when Myra, for the final time, refused her inheritance.
To a lesser degree, it was the same expression he had seen on Claudia’s
face just a few short weeks ago, when she returned from the doctor’s
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office. He did not want to go back to that. With this much at stake, he
had to do something. 

He watched Karen for a moment and decided she was probably
the more miserable of the two. He wiped his hands on his coveralls and
went out to the garden. Karen looked up in surprise as he took
Claudia’s seat. He could see tears wetting her cheeks, so he took out
his handkerchief and offered it to her. 

“It’s clean,” he said.
Karen accepted the hanky and wiped her face. She looked up at

him tentatively and when he nodded, she went ahead and delicately
blew her nose.

After she collected herself, she said, “I didn’t mean to upset her,
Burt, honestly. I just asked if we could teach other women what she has
taught me. I would never hurt her on purpose…She’s changed my
life.” With that fresh tears started down her face.

Burt waited and studied Karen’s face. Really quite lovely, he
thought. Her golden brown eyes were a shade darker than her caramel
skin. The fringe of black lashes set them off nicely. He was sorry to see
the suffering they revealed.

“It’s not your fault, Karen. This has upset Claudia for many years.
It is the only place in her life that she suffers. I just recently under-
stood it all myself. It was a big step for her, taking you as a student. It
was against a promise she made to her family a long time ago.”

“A promise?”
“Her family created an agreement among themselves. They prom-

ised to only teach their own family members in order that the infor-
mation wouldn’t be used to hurt anyone.”

“Hurt anyone? How could it hurt anyone? This information helps
people. It has already helped me and Mike.” 

Burt said patiently, “You have a good heart, Karen. Claudia saw
that right off and she was correct. But even you, if backed into a corner,
might use what you’ve learned to lash out at a man. According to
Claudia, plenty of women feel backed into a corner most of the time.”

Karen looked perplexed, but sufficiently calmed down. Burt got to
his feet. “I’m sure she’ll be back out soon. Can I get you something?
Some tea perhaps? Or some tomato soup?”
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Karen smiled at him and he thought again, how lovely. “No thank
you, Burt. I’ll just wait.”

“Don’t fret,” Burt said as he knocked his knuckles on the tabletop.
“She made a promise to her family, but she’ll work this out between
her and her boss. I’m sure it’ll turn out just fine.”

Karen’s brows knit together. “Her boss?”
Burt raised his eyebrows and pointed with a long knobby finger up

at the clouds. “Her boss.”

K

Claudia wiped her face with a hand towel, patted the color back into
her cheeks and left her bathroom. She was at peace again. She started
back out to the garden but saw Burt sitting at the table with Karen.
What is he up to? she wondered. She stood at the French doors and
kept watching until she saw him get up. When he pointed up at the
clouds, she concluded he must have been talking about the weather.
Making polite conversation, covering for her, she thought gratefully.

She crossed paths with Burt and he smiled sweetly at her. “Can I
get you some tea, honey?” he asked a little too sweetly. 

She shook her head, “No, thank you.” As he made his way back to
his shop, she heard him whistling I’m Popeye The Sailor Man and
wondered again, what’s he up to?

She sat across from Karen and instantly recognized Burt’s hand-
kerchief sitting on the table. That drew her attention to Karen’s eyes,
which were slightly reddened. 

She said, “Karen, I am sorry I got upset. It wasn’t you. The offer
you made was generous, and in different circumstances, might be per-
fect. Give me a chance to think about it, okay?”

Karen nodded. “Sure. Take all the time you need. I’m very sorry. I
hope you know I would never hurt you intentionally.”

Claudia nodded. “I do know, dear. I do. Don’t worry about it,
okay? What do you say we do what we came here for? Are you ready
to learn about Kings?”
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Karen looked relieved and quickly picked up her pen again.
Claudia remembered that somewhere Karen’s other notes were neatly
typed into a computer. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that. She
was sure the typing of them had helped Karen to retain a lot, and that
was a good thing. But was the information safe there? Safer than in
your feeble old brain, she thought, with uncharacteristic bitterness.
Computers don’t die, right?

Calming herself, Claudia took a deep breath, and began, “What
we have already talked about, about seeing men, should help with
learning about this stage. Imagine, if you will, a process of becoming,
of building, of creating, that lasts years and years. Over those years, a
man becomes more sure of himself, more certain.”

She paused. “Then comes an introspective period, where every-
thing is questioned, including who he is. That period ends with a man
defining himself. Not from who he has been, not from what his parents
taught him, nor what his friends think, nor from what his family wants
or who his wife needs him to be. Just standing on his own, he says who
he is. Bravely. Perhaps concerned about the consequences, but facing
them nevertheless.” 

She concluded, “This is a King.”
Claudia watched Karen absorb that. She assumed she was thinking

of Mike and what was soon to come. Claudia could see a mixture of
dread and hope on her face. Then Karen’s face brightened.

“Yes?” Claudia asked.
“Sorry to interrupt, but you reminded me of something. Do you

ever watch movies?”
Claudia nodded. “Quite often, actually. They are great for research.”
“Really? How so?”
“Depending on whether they were made by a man or a woman,

they reveal many things. Movies made by men reflect their values and
can also show what men take for granted. It reveals what is real for
them, what they rarely question the validity of. Movies made by
women have helped me to see what has happened in our culture. They
often express the level of anger and resentment women feel.”
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Karen looked liked she wanted to ask about that, but went on,
“The reason I brought it up is that last weekend Mike and I rented
American Beauty. Have you seen it?”

She nodded. “Yes, I have. What did you think of it?”
“Well, the part I was fascinated by is the Kevin Spacey character.

Did I get this right? Is he in the Tunnel in the beginning and then he
comes out and acts much stronger?”

Claudia nodded again. “Very good. I believe that’s what’s hap-
pening. But I don’t know if the screenwriter meant it that way.” 

Claudia continued, “When a man becomes a King, he is a 100%
finished man. He is turned out. Grown up, if you will. I like to say,
‘This cake is baked.’ You can’t change him, you can’t modify him, you
can’t add on any after-market features. You might be able to frost him.” 

Claudia smiled at her own mixed metaphors; this could be fun.
She continued, “When a man comes out of the Tunnel, he has decided
who he is and everything related to that. He probably won’t be aware
of it all consciously, but scratch the surface and you will find it. He
knows who he is and who he is not. He knows what he is interested in
and what he considers a waste of his time. He knows what he wants to
provide and for whom. Again, he may not think all these things con-
sciously, but when faced with a situation, his position will be certain.”

Karen was scribbling furiously, and Claudia slowed up. If this is
going to become something for other women, we might need a com-
plete set of notes, she thought spontaneously. Where did that thought
come from? she wondered nervously. 

Karen looked up and Claudia took it as a sign to continue. “When
men become Kings, they gain new capacities and their needs change.
Like I said before, they don’t have to pay attention to themselves as
much. Having this attention available for other people often has them
like to teach and makes them natural mentors. This is part of what they
are able to provide.”

She added, “Kings have a huge capacity for giving and providing.
But there is a catch.”

“A catch?”
“A King has specific ideas about what he wants to provide. On the

one hand, if you need it, and appreciate it, he can overwhelm you with
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his generosity. On the other hand, if you need something that he is not
interested in providing, he will tell you to go elsewhere. As one King
put it, ‘Don’t ask us for what we don’t have to give. Ask for what we do
have, and we’ll give you all we can.’”

Karen was nodding and writing. Claudia waited.
“Did you notice how I said ‘not interested in providing’?”

Claudia asked.
Karen nodded. “I did, but I just assumed that was your way of

speaking again.”
Claudia shook her head. “I speak precisely, especially when I am

talking about men. Some of what you call ‘my way of speaking’ would
more likely be because I duplicate the way men actually speak, or
speak about themselves. 

“‘Focus’ is a word men use a lot. And ‘interested’ is a word Kings
use a lot. It is one of the ways you can recognize Kings, by their use of
the word ‘interested.’ More specifically, by the phrase, ‘I’m not inter-
ested in that.’ They will say it quietly, which may make a woman think
she can change his mind; but she can’t. Kings will not do what they are
not ‘interested in.’ In fact, I have seen men leave lucrative, prestigious
positions because they were being compelled to do something they
were not interested in. Can you remember a man saying something
like ‘I’m not interested in that’?”

Claudia waited while Karen thought about it. Suddenly she said,
“Yes! When Mike and I went back to Chicago for Christmas last year,
my mother was trying to get my dad to go to a performance of the
Nutcracker with her. My dad said, ‘I’m not interested in that. You
should go with someone else.’ Is that what you mean?”

“Exactly. And did your mother try to persuade him?”
“Oh, absolutely, she worked on him for three days. But he never

changed his mind. I thought he was being stubborn and inconsiderate
of her feelings.”

Claudia was shaking her head. “Once again, it’s not what it seems.
Your dad was not being stubborn and inconsiderate—like something
he would do on purpose. Your dad was just being a King. Kings can’t
do what they are not interested in. It is against their nature. It betrays
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their sense of self, which is something they can’t do without a tremen-
dous amount of suffering.”

“I thought it would be much easier for my dad to just give in and
accommodate her. You’re saying it would have been harder?”

“Yes, much harder. Throughout their lives, men do a lot of accom-
modating. They have to, because women and children and customers
and employers can be demanding. But after a man becomes a King,
accommodation is not something he can easily do. Their sense of self has
become complete, has become solid, and therefore not easily betrayed.”

Claudia waited and watched Karen’s face. She could see the con-
nections being made and she began to feel better.

Karen said, “When we started a few weeks ago, you told me that
the Stages of Development have to do with a man’s sense of self. That
he is literally building his self. Can you say more about that?”

Claudia welcomed the question and was, again, impressed by her
student. “You could say that the Stages of Development are the stages
of the development of a man’s self, a man’s identity. But it is paradox-
ical. On the one hand, with each stage he becomes more himself. On
the other hand, who he is was already there, and at each stage he has
to keep truing himself up.”

“More, please?” Karen asked, looking hopeful.
Claudia nodded. “As a Knight, he knows that how he is going to

grow is by being out there. This is why it is difficult for teenage boys to
hang around the house. They know instinctively that they aren’t
learning anything about life. But being out in the world, he can’t just
conform. Even though there is enormous pressure to conform, he’s got
to be true to himself. And boys will admire other boys who are true to
themselves. ‘Sellout’ is a huge insult for any generation.

“Then, as early Princes, they have to find a career that fits who
they are. It’s got to feel right. If it doesn’t, he’ll have to come to terms
with that later.”

“What do you mean?” Karen asked.
Claudia elaborated, glad for the chance to clarify this point that she

hadn’t made with Karen the previous week. “If an early Prince is forced
into a type of work by his situation, then later on he’ll have to reconcile
it. For example, let’s take a young man who is artistic in some way, let’s
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say, a musician. Because he has a family to support, he gets a steady job
in a shoe store. For this generation, it’s probably a computer store, but
let’s just say it’s a shoe store. Being a hard worker, over the years he gets
promoted. Step-by-step he becomes the store manager and then maybe
a regional manager. But it never fits him. This is where accommodating
comes in. During his Prince years, he keeps accommodating his family’s
needs, his employer’s needs, and so on. Then he enters the Tunnel.
That’s where it becomes intolerable. This is where your Kevin Spacey
character in American Beauty quit his job. Because in the Tunnel he
realizes that he is about to become forever the shoe man, or the adver-
tising man, or whatever. But it never fit and it still doesn’t. Only now, it’s
intolerable. This is why you have forty-year-olds starting bands, or
returning to their art and sculpture, or inventions, or whatever their pas-
sion was before they had to make a living.”

Karen looked concerned. “So what happens to them? Do they stay
in the Tunnel like that?”

Claudia thought a moment. “It seems that they either pick a new
area to build in and go back to being a middle Prince, or they just give
in and reluctantly continue whatever they were doing. The first choice
will take courage and determination and cost them time and probably
money. The second choice will cost them part of their dignity and a lot
of their power.”

Karen was shaking her head. “What would have a man continue
doing what he doesn’t want to do? Why would he pick that?”

Claudia responded, “Lots of reasons, Karen. Men are sensitive
about their obligations. He may choose to fulfill other people’s expec-
tations of him—expectations he has accepted—rather than do what he
wants to do. It is another way of being honorable. Never underesti-
mate the importance of being honorable to a man. Or he may lack the
support of a woman he loves—a woman he needs—and not be willing
to risk losing her. He’d rather lose a part of himself than lose her.”

Now Karen was shaking her head. “Men are a lot more compli-
cated than I thought.”

Claudia chuckled. “Never say that to a man, okay? Men think they
are simple creatures. They are, in fact, direct creatures, but not simple.
They don’t realize how many paradoxes they reconcile every day.”
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Karen kept writing. Then she asked, changing the subject, “How
else can you tell that a man is a King? Besides him saying the word
‘interested’?”

While Claudia would have enjoyed a side trip into the many para-
doxes of men, she thought Karen wise to get back to Kings. “Just to be
clear, what you’ll hear most is the phrase, ‘I’m not interested.’ What he
is interested in, he’ll do without much fanfare. And you’d have a hard
time stopping him. Besides that, the best way to recognize a King is by
his body, by his stature. Men in different stages appear differently.
Knights actually look full of themselves, because they are and should
be. Princes lose that confidence and their bodies become less visible.
They seem more compact, but also like you could push your hand
through their bodies. Late Princes walk taller, with more substance,
but it’s not the same as a King. When a King enters a room you get the
sense that he commands whatever space he is taking up. He looks very
‘solid,’ as though if you pushed on him, he wouldn’t budge at all. Kings
have stature. And it doesn’t matter how tall or big they are. It doesn’t
even matter how big their kingdom is.”

“What do you mean?”
“It would be easy to automatically assume that Kings are ‘successful’

in the normal use of the term. Being a King has nothing to do with mate-
rial success. A King is a man who knows who he is, period. Like Popeye
saying, ‘I yam what I yam.’ No matter the wealth or size of his kingdom,
a man is still a King; and other men will recognize that.”

Claudia chuckled. “Of course, there are Kings who aspire to be
Emperors, but that’s an ambition issue, not a stage of development.”

Karen finished writing. “What else can you tell me about Kings?”
“Well, this brings in another subject, but do you remember earlier

when I said that a man will out-argue a woman’s opinions every time?
And if he can’t, he’ll walk away?”

Karen nodded. “When we were talking about men being good lis-
teners or lousy listeners.”

“Exactly. Men and women have very different relationships to
their opinions. For a woman, her opinion can include what she thinks
about a particular topic at the moment. She doesn’t even have to know
a lot about the subject to have an opinion. For example, I could ask a
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woman, ‘What do you think about the United Nations?’ and a woman
would tell me what she thinks, whether she knows a little or a lot on
that subject. For a man, his opinion is a much more serious matter. You
have probably heard a man respond to a question with, ‘I don’t know
enough about that to have an opinion.’ That surprises women. A
woman may even think, ‘What? Is he stupid?’ 

“But he’s not stupid. He just regards his opinions differently. He
develops his opinions from a combination of the information he has
gathered and his values. He needs to have sufficient information. And
his values are part of the definition of himself. This is why men will
defend their opinions vigorously. Because they are defending an
expression of themselves.”

“Wow. I never saw that before. I just thought they were pigheaded
and would sacrifice anything to win an argument!”

Claudia laughed. “Yes, it could seem that way. When you can’t see
a man…well, you already know what I would say.” Karen nodded in
agreement and smiled.

Claudia continued, “When a man becomes a King, his sense of self
becomes extremely strong. Plus, he is older and therefore has had more
time to gather information. Therefore, what you have in a King is
someone with plenty of opinions. Furthermore, since Kings are the
kings of providing, one of the things they will often provide is their
opinion. And what a King needs is for his opinions to be respected. To
disrespect his opinions is the same as disrespecting him. And this is the
crux of the problem. Kings need respect and admiration like they need
food and water. And as we have seen before, women are ill-equipped to
provide respect and admiration since they see men, as you put it earlier,
as ‘screwing up all the time.’”

“So when I think a man is being pigheaded and a jerk for advo-
cating his opinion, you’re saying he’s trying to provide something for
me? Yikes! Do I have to just agree with him no matter what I think?”
Karen looked horrified.

Claudia laughed and shook her head. “Treating his opinion with
respect does not mean you have to agree. Just don’t disrespect it. He is
offering a gift. As the receiver, you get to accept or decline. But it
would be good to do either graciously.”
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Again Claudia waited while Karen wrote. This sure goes slower
this way, she thought. Then, why am I doing it? she asked herself. Just
in case…just in case, what, Missy? To quiet the conversation in her
mind, she kept going.

“This brings up another issue women often have with Kings.
Besides needing to be respected and admired, Kings need what they
have to give to be well received. They have a tremendous amount to
give and they need someone who will accept it and appreciate it.
Unfortunately, few women are good at receiving. In fact, most are ter-
rible at it.”

That got Karen’s attention. “You mean like when my dad became a
King and kept wanting to do stuff for me?” Claudia nodded. Karen con-
tinued, “It was hard to let him. I thought he was offering because he
thought I couldn’t do it myself. I needed to prove to him that I could.”

Claudia nodded again. “Ah, yes. That is one of the biggest barriers
to receiving. Thinking you have to prove you can do it yourself.
Confusing thing is…who are you proving it to?”

“To my dad, of course.”
“Really? What if I told you that your dad already knew you could

do it?”
“Then why did he offer to do it?”
“Because he wanted to provide that for you.”
“How do you know that?”
Claudia chuckled. This was one of her favorite things about men.

The difference between the way women thought and the way men
thought just amazed her.

“How I know is because he offered. When men offer, they mean
it. We don’t believe it because sometimes women offer to get credit for
offering, when we are secretly hoping it won’t be accepted. Men offer
and are hoping it will be accepted.”

Claudia could see that this was almost too much for Karen. She sat
back in her chair and kept shaking her head. “If what you say is true, I
have dashed the hopes of many men. Especially those of some very
young men.”
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Claudia nodded. “Of course. Can you imagine if Santa Claus
showed up with gifts and children turned him away? Men are extremely
generous and giving by nature. It’s no accident Santa Claus is a man.”

Karen laughed. “You say that as if you believe in Santa Claus.”
“Of course I do,” Claudia said, quite seriously.
Karen looked doubtful, but she clearly had more pressing concerns.

“So this ‘receiving’ business—to get along with a King, it’s something
you have to be good at?”

Claudia nodded. “Absolutely. If you won’t accept and appreciate
his gifts, he will have to find someone who will.”

Karen looked stricken. Good, Claudia thought. It’s that serious.
“How…how do I…how do I get better at it?”
“How do you expand your ability to receive?” Claudia clarified.
“Yes, I guess that is what I’m asking.”
Claudia shook her head. “Receiving is an essential key to the

kingdom. But to tell you everything about it would require days and
days. Because it would involve many more topics than the Stages of
Development. And I have already brought in too much information
beyond the stages.”

“Can you at least get me started?” Karen begged.
Claudia was sympathetic. Receiving was such a difficult thing for

women to do these days. 
“Okay. I’ll point you in the right direction. The first couple of things

you have already started to see. Watch when you are trying to prove
something to a man. That will get in the way of receiving. Next, assume
if he offers, he means it. He wants to give that. Third, b-r-e-a-t-h-e,
breathe. Breathe deeply. Breathing is a physical act of receiving. It will
help you do it mentally and emotionally as well. And, last but not least,
receiving is all about noticing.”

“Noticing?”
“Yes. Noticing. Paying attention to what is happening. Paying

attention to what is being given and why. Take a rest from the other
nine things you are doing as a normal multitasking woman and stop
and notice the gifts. Pause for them; brake for them; give them your
attention. And notice out loud. Say what you are seeing, say what you
admire or are tickled by. Say what makes you happy.”
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Karen looked overwhelmed—she wasn’t even writing. Tears rolled
down her cheeks. She wiped her face with Burt’s handkerchief, then
blew her nose and looked up at Claudia, miserably. 

“Mike has given me so much. I hardly ever stop to notice. And
when I do, I’m too embarrassed to say anything.”

Claudia nodded sympathetically. “Yes, authentically receiving a
gift can make a person vulnerable. It is literally opening yourself up
and letting the gift inside. That is why it is special.”

Karen wiped her eyes again. “Casey brought me a gift yesterday.
He saved his potato chips from his lunch, and he gave them to me.”

“And what did you do?”
She shook her head. “I told him I couldn’t take them from him,

that I know they are his favorite.”
“And how did Casey react? Did he look happy or relieved that you

wouldn’t accept them?”
Karen shook her head again. “No, he didn’t look happy at all; he

looked bummed.”
Claudia nodded. “Casey is a very young man, and he hasn’t yet

learned to cover his feelings well. He showed you what all men feel
when we won’t accept their gifts.”

Karen looked sad. Claudia made a decision. “Karen, I think we
have had enough for today. If I think of anything else you need to know
about Kings, I’ll tell you Wednesday night. Are we still meeting after
yoga, even though Thanksgiving is the next day?”

Karen nodded. “I hope so. It helps me a lot, and I enjoy it.”
“Great. Me too. Karen?” 
“Yes?”
“Burt and I were wondering if you and Mike will be in town next

weekend. We would like to invite you to have Thanksgiving with us.”
Karen looked pleased; then her expression changed. “I forgot to

tell you that Mike signed up for that New Warrior class. He’s going to
San Diego next weekend.”

“Really? Well, that’s perfect. That will give you some time to get
ready for him.”
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“What do you mean? I was kind of bummed to be at home by
myself on Thanksgiving weekend.”

“We’ll talk about it Wednesday night. I have filled your head
enough. But having time to yourself will be perfect. Is the class four
days? Will Mike go down on Thursday?”

Karen shook her head. “Oh, no. He doesn’t drive down until
Friday. It goes from Friday until Sunday night. I would love to have
Thanksgiving dinner with you, but I need to ask Mike. Who all will be
here? Are your children coming?”

Claudia shook her head. “No, Max is in Oregon. He and his wife
will come down with the boys for Christmas. And it’s just not Myra’s
thing, spending time with the old folks. But our granddaughter,
Kimberlee, will be here. She is a joy.”

“She’ll come without her mother?” Karen asked.
Claudia chuckled, “You must think I’m younger than I look.

Kimberlee is thirty and has been driving for years.” 
Karen looked surprised but didn’t say anything, except, “What

time on Thursday, if we can come?”
“Let’s say three o’clock,” Claudia replied.
“Wednesday night would be too late to get back to you. I’ll talk to

Mike and call you tomorrow.”
“Perfect.”
Karen didn’t get up. “Claudia, before I go, can I ask one more

question?”
“What is it, dear?”
“You said Kings are ‘baked’ and can’t be changed. Does that mean

they can’t be changed at all?”
Claudia could see why she would ask this—Karen’s husband was

about to come out of the oven.
“Men continue to grow and evolve after they become Kings. But

that is something they do to themselves. Kings will react poorly to
being treated like a project that a woman wants to rehabilitate. In other
words, don’t try to change who he is. But that is different than
behavior. There are many behaviors that can be changed. It is tricky
and involves things you don’t know, but it’s possible.”
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“Jeez, Claudia. The more I learn from you the more there is to
learn!”

Claudia nodded her head. “That is my dilemma, my dear. Before
I started talking about it, I had forgotten how one idea would lead
to another.”

“But we’re not done with the stages, are we?” Karen asked hesitantly.
Claudia shook her head. “Not quite. But it has gone a bit faster

than I originally thought. I think we’ll be finished in two or three
more sessions.”

Karen gasped, “That soon?”
Claudia nodded. Karen exclaimed, “But…but…I don’t think I’m

ready to do this without you!” 
Claudia patted her hand again. “If you have to, you’ll do just fine,

honey. You’ll do just fine.”
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HI BURT, IT’S KAREN, IS CLAUDIA THERE?”
“Sure, Karen,” he said warmly. In a moment she heard Claudia’s

voice. She hadn’t noticed before how young she sounded.
“Hi Karen, how are you?” Claudia asked.
“Pretty good, actually. I wanted to get back to you about Thanks-

giving. Good news; we can come.”
“Oh, wonderful. I’m so glad.”
“Is three o’clock still good? Can we bring anything?” Karen asked. 
“Three is fine, dear. Do you bake?”
“A little, what did you have in mind? Pies?” Karen asked. She

hoped not. She had never mastered pies.
“Actually, I’m already making a pecan pie, Burt’s favorite. Other

than that, we prefer chocolate. Can you bring brownies?” Karen
laughed. Claudia had surprised her again—no stuffy traditional
dinner for her.

“We love brownies. That’s perfect. Anything else?”
“Actually, yes. But not about Thanksgiving,” Claudia said.
“What is it?”
“Remember yesterday we were talking about receiving?”
Karen chuckled. “How could I forget? I keep noticing how terrible

I am at it.”
Now Claudia chuckled. “That is as good a place to start as any,

Karen. Actually, I have a recommendation for you. A movie to watch.”
“Really? What movie?”
“Pretty Woman with Julia Roberts and Richard Gere,” she replied.

“
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Karen snorted involuntarily. “Do I have to?”
She heard Claudia’s serious reply. “You don’t have to, obviously,

but the Julia Roberts character is masterful at receiving. Watch her let
his gifts inside her. See the way her body absorbs them. And you can
see how a King, who is used to be taken from, responds to being
received from.”

“Okay, Claudia, I’ll rent it and watch it before Wednesday.”
“Now there’s a good student,” Claudia teased. “See you at yoga.”
“Goodbye.”

K

Claudia enjoyed the yoga class even more than usual. Since she had
gradually become able to perform the moves and positions along with
the instructor, following along required less concentration on her body.
She was using the time like a meditation to mentally prepare herself for
the conversation she had planned with Karen afterwards. As she moved
and breathed consciously, she felt herself grow calm and centered.

As she and Karen settled in the corner of the coffee house, she
noticed that Karen seemed less than enthusiastic. “Karen, are you
feeling well? You don’t seem quite yourself tonight.”

Karen nodded and looked at Claudia with her big, golden brown
eyes. Claudia doubted if Karen knew how much her eyes revealed.

“I’m feeling fine physically. I mean, I’m not sick or anything. I’m
just worried about this receiving business. I watched Pretty Woman last
night and I can’t imagine myself being that open and that vulnerable.”

Claudia understood completely, and she was impressed. What a
perfect way to start the conversation, she thought.

“I’m glad you watched that movie. And you saw one of the most
important aspects of receiving. Most people don’t perceive how vul-
nerable that character is. But that is the essence of receiving. To fully
receive the gifts life and men and other people offer us, we have to
open ourselves. We have to open our hearts and let the gifts and the
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spirit of the giver enter. This is why the ability to receive, paradoxically,
is a gift to those trying to give to us. Giving cannot occur without a
receiver to allow it.”

Claudia waited and watched Karen digest this. “And receiving is
one the most important aspects of femininity that a woman must
develop to get along with a King.”

Karen seemed surprised. “Receiving is an aspect of femininity?
How so?”

Claudia smiled. “That is exactly the topic I have planned for
tonight. I want to talk to you about femininity. Understanding and
developing and consciously expressing your femininity are one of the
keys to the kingdom. And since your King is about to inhabit the
kingdom, there is no time to waste!”

Karen responded to Claudia’s enthusiasm. She pulled out her note
pad and pen and wrote down what Claudia had just said.

“Before I start,” Claudia said, “did you talk to Mike about Kings?”
Karen shook her head. “He asked me about our session on

Saturday; he’s always interested in what we talk about. But telling him
about Kings didn’t seem like the right thing to do. It could interfere
with his weekend. I wanted him to have that experience without
thinking about a certain place he should get to.”

Claudia was surprised and pleased. “That was wise of you. And
generous.”

“Generous?”
“Yes, generous. The tendency is to want to control another person’s

experience of something. Then you can make sure it turns out the way
you want. It is generous of you to allow him his own process and not try
to shape it to your ends. I predict you will be rewarded for that.”

Karen smiled wistfully. “I think one of the things I have learned
from you is to trust Mike more. To trust his love and his intentions. By
doing that I don’t have to control every move anymore.”

She continued, “So I didn’t tell Mike about Kings, per se. I did tell
him about needing to learn how to receive better. He sure got a
chuckle out of that. He said I’ve taken self-sufficiency to a new high in
the last ten years.”
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“What did he mean by that?” Claudia asked.
“He said that there is very little I will let him do for me. He also

said I probably think I don’t deserve it.”
Claudia nodded knowingly. “Ah, yes. Those are two ideas that get

in the way of receiving. On the one hand, women are often proving
they can do everything themselves, and they won’t allow anyone else to
take care of them. And on the other hand, they worry about deserving
what people offer, so, again, they can’t accept it. Because they think
they don’t deserve it, accepting the gift would create an obligation they
don’t want. Of course, if they knew that deserving and receiving have
no business with each other, they would be better off.”

Karen looked puzzled. “What do you mean, ‘deserving and
receiving have no business with each other’?”

Claudia sipped her tea and thought about how to explain this.
“What I mean is that they are two completely different things and
shouldn’t get mixed up together. When you deserve something that
means you have earned it. A gift is something you haven’t earned.
That is what makes it a gift. If you had earned them, for example,
people would give you your birthday compensations. But people give
birthday gifts, to acknowledge and appreciate you. Gifts are never
earned. They are not given because they are owed. Gifts are given
because the giver is moved to give them. Gifts are an expression of
the giver, not an expected result of some act or quality of the receiver.
Therefore, to worry about deserving a gift is silly. You can’t deserve
them; it is impossible.”

Karen didn’t look happy about this news. “So all those times that I
said, ‘I can’t accept that. I don’t deserve it.’ I was being silly?”

“Yep, a real Silly Billy,” Claudia teased.
“What should I have done?” Karen asked.
Claudia responded, “Take the other point of view, and you will see.

Have you ever tried to give someone something and been turned down
with those same words, ‘I don’t deserve it’?”

Karen nodded. “Sure, plenty of times.”
“Well, how did that feel to you? What do you wish the person had

done instead?”
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Claudia waited while Karen thought about her question. This
wasn’t exactly a linear way to talk about femininity, but then, she
thought, femininity itself isn’t linear. 

Karen said, “I’m thinking of a time I found the perfect present for
my mother. There was no occasion, I just saw this beautiful, tiny porce-
lain vase and I knew she would love it. When I gave it to her, she
pushed it back towards me and said, ‘No, honey, you keep it. I don’t
deserve that.’ I felt disappointed, and a little angry. I wanted her to
have it and I felt…rejected.”

“And what do you wish your mother had done?”
“I wish she had taken it from me and marveled at it. And asked me

where I found it and what made me think of her. I wish she had
noticed it, and noticed me giving it to her.”

Claudia grinned.
“What?” Karen asked.
Claudia smiled at her student. “I appreciate the way that you think

about things and can describe your thoughts and feelings.”
“Well, thank you, but is that why you were grinning?” Karen asked.
“Actually, I was grinning because in one sentence you captured the

nature of receiving. First, that you wanted your mother to ‘notice’ the
gift and the giver. Remember, Saturday we talked about noticing being
the heart of receiving?”

Karen nodded.
Claudia continued, “Second, that when we refuse to receive,

under the guise of ‘I don’t deserve it,’ our concern is all about our-
selves. We’re paying attention to our own embarrassment or discomfort
or fear of creating an obligation, when we could be paying attention to
the generosity and the communication of the giver and the gift.”

“So, you’re telling me that not receiving is selfish and receiving is
generous?” Karen asked.

Claudia smiled again and she could feel her eyes tearing up. In
that moment, the regard and compassion she felt for her student
turned to love. She took a sip of tea and a deep, satisfied breath.

“Yes, Karen, that is exactly it. And brilliantly deduced, I might add.
That is the paradox of receiving. Yet another thing in life that is not
what it seems.”
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Claudia waited while Karen made some notes. The notes reminded
her again of Karen’s desire to teach other women, and she let herself
consider it for a moment. Immediately, she thought of Kimberlee and
her heart ached. But what if there is a way? she wondered for the first
time. With that, a tiny bud of hope lodged itself in her mind. 

Karen finished writing and looked up. “I love all this information
about receiving. But what does it have to do with femininity?”

“Receiving is one of the most important capacities of the Queen,”
Claudia replied matter-of-factly.

“The Queen? You mean Mike is becoming a King and I have to
become a Queen?” Karen asked. Her eyes opened wide and she
appeared horrified. “How will I do that?”

Claudia patted her shoulder. “Not to worry, dear. It is more a
matter of expressing the Queen than becoming the Queen. The Queen
is an aspect of femininity inherent in all women. But few express her.
This is why I think Mike’s weekend away is good for you too. It will give
you the time and room to begin working on the Queen that you are.”

“But how do I do that?” Karen inquired again, still sounding
distressed.

“Let’s start at the beginning—this is going to take awhile, though.
Would you like a refill on your coffee? Would you mind getting me
some more tea?”

While Karen refilled their beverages, Claudia thought about how
to explain femininity to Karen. Funny, she thought, I never have to
explain femininity to men. They know more about femininity than
women do.

Karen returned and settled in again. “You usually don’t stay this
late after yoga. Are you sure this is okay? Tomorrow is going to be a
big day.”

Claudia nodded at Karen’s reference to Thanksgiving. “Yes, I’m
excited about having you and Mike over. I’ll get to meet Mike and
you’ll get to meet my granddaughter, Kimberlee.”

“But it’s a lot of work for you, isn’t it?”
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Claudia smiled. “I have been preparing Thanksgiving dinner for
fifty-five years; I have it down to a science. It will be practically
effortless.”

Karen looked skeptical. “Fifty-five years? Did you start as a child?”
Claudia smiled again. “Well, of course, I helped my mother and

grandmother as a child. But I am referring to my life since I got married.”
Now Karen looked shocked. “You’ve been married for fifty-five

years? Were you ten?”
Claudia chuckled. “How old do you think I am, dear?”
Karen hesitated. “I figured you were about sixty-five.”
“And what made you think that?” Claudia asked.
Karen hesitated again. “Well…because you’re playful, I guess.”
This made Claudia grin; it was as if Karen was reading a script that

provided opening lines for Claudia to teach her. “Well, I appreciate
that, dear. It is good to know one is aging well. The quality you are
talking about—playfulness—is a quality of femininity. It is important
for women to not lose their playfulness, no matter how old they get.”

Karen asked tentatively, “So, are you going to tell me? How old
are you?”

“I turned seventy-seven at the end of September.”
Karen’s face clearly showed her surprise. Claudia was delighted.
“Can we move on now?” she asked, teasingly.
Karen nodded, speechless.
“Femininity could be described as certain special qualities inherent

in women. Obviously, they can also be found in men, just as masculine
qualities can be found in women. But we’re not working on that right
now. For now, understand that there are particular qualities of femi-
ninity that exist inside every woman as a potential. Whether or not she
expresses these qualities is ultimately up to her. No matter how she
was raised, as an adult she can choose what to nurture, develop and
express. She just needs to understand what the qualities are and how
to nurture them.”

Karen was furiously taking notes. She asked, “What qualities are
you referring to?”
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Claudia answered, “I have already mentioned playfulness and
receptivity, or the ability to receive. But there are many others—too
many to mention, in fact.”

“Can you just give me a few? To get me started?”
Claudia nodded. “Sure. But let’s take them in groups.”
Karen interjected, “In groups? What do you mean?”
Claudia explained, “Men respond to feminine qualities in particular,

predictable ways. It is helpful to group the qualities together by the way
that men respond to them. For example, the qualities of playfulness and
sexuality and sensuality. Men respond to these with participation—they
inspire a man to participate with a woman. They affect men of all ages
the same. Like your student, Casey. Have you noticed that the more
playful you are with him, the more he wants to participate with you?”

Karen sipped her coffee and Claudia waited patiently. “I think
you’re right. When I kid around with him—in a nice way, not a mean
way—he seems to like it. He blushes but he moves towards me, not
away from me.”

Claudia was pleased again. “Very good. The point you made about
‘in a nice way’ is important. Men tease each other in a sort of brutal,
sometimes truthful, sometimes exaggerating way. And it makes women
think they can do the same—but they can’t. From a woman, it is cut-
ting. This is why it is important to be playful and teasing with kindness
and affection.”

She continued, “The other thing I like about what you said is how
you noticed he moves toward you instead of away. You can tell a lot
from a man’s body. You have to know what to watch for but when you
do, their feelings are often obvious.”

Karen perked up. “Can you tell me more about that?”
Claudia smiled; Karen was always hungry for her information.

After Myra’s rebellious disinterest, Claudia needed that. 
“I bet you have seen a lot of it with Casey, already. And maybe with

Mike. Have you noticed either one of them seeming to grow larger
before your very eyes?”

Karen nodded enthusiastically. “Oh yes! I see that with Casey
when I’m impressed by him. He kind of puffs his chest out.”
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Claudia nodded and smiled. “Yes, exactly. We have always called
that ‘puffing up’ because that is what it looks like. Their chests swell
and their shoulders go up and back and they look bigger.”

“But what is it that they are feeling when that happens?” Karen asked. 
“Happiness and power.”
“Happiness and power?” Karen repeated.
Claudia nodded. “Yes. Absolutely. That is what they look like when

they are happy and feel powerful. The two qualities go together; men
derive power from happiness. On the other hand, when they have been
diminished in some way, they also show it physically—they slump or
shrink. That is what they look like when they have been disempowered.”

Karen wrote quickly. “Can you tell me anything else?”
Claudia thought about it. “Well, just one more, because we have a

lot more femininity to cover. Have you ever noticed that when you
appreciate a man for something, he doesn’t say much? He doesn’t gush
about it or go on the way a woman would?”

Karen smiled sadly, “Well, until recently, I haven’t had much expe-
rience appreciating men. But I did notice that when I thanked Mike
for how hard he has worked for us, I didn’t get much of a reaction.”

Claudia nodded. “Watch me closely. Was it something like this?”
In the smallest movement, she raised her shoulders and moved them
backwards a fraction, slightly stiffening her neck at the same time.

“What did you do? I didn’t see anything.”
“Watch again, carefully,” Claudia said and repeated the movement.
“I saw it!” Karen exclaimed. “But what was that?”
“That is how a man looks when he is deeply affected by an acknowl-

edgment. It means that it mattered to him to be thanked for that. It is a
sign of feeling recognized.”

Karen was shaking her head. “Wow. I never would have thought.
That is exactly what Mike did.”

“Well, that tells you that what you thanked him for was important
to him.”

Karen was still shaking her head. Her next comment took Claudia
by surprise. “You probably don’t even know how much you know
about men.”
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Claudia smiled. “You ask the questions, I reach for the answers.
And they are just there. I’ve been feeling a little like an encyclopedia.”

“Well, thank goodness for that. When I think about how it was with
Mike and me a few weeks ago, and how it is now…You’ve got a million
dollar encyclopedia in there.” Karen smiled at her and Claudia could
feel her appreciation. She reminded herself to breathe and receive.

“It is my pleasure. You’re most welcome,” she said graciously.
Karen exclaimed, “That’s it! Right there! That was the Queen,

wasn’t it?”
Claudia smiled and chuckled, “You are a sharp one, that’s for sure.”

She watched as Karen first began to object, caught herself, took a
breath and said, “Thank you.”

“Good. See, it’s not so bad, is it?”
Karen nodded. “It’s a little uncomfortable but I lived through it.”
Claudia smiled. “And since we are in yoga class together, we can talk

about energy. Did you notice that with me receiving the gift you offered
and you receiving the gift I offered, that the energy kept flowing?”

Karen looked thoughtful. She said, “Now that you mention it,
yes. It flowed and it grew. Does the opposite happen when people
won’t receive?”

“Yessiree, Bob,” Claudia stated matter-of-factly.
Karen laughed. “‘Silly Billy’ and ‘Yessiree, Bob’—Did you grow up

in the South? You don’t have much of an accent, if you did, but you
sure have some interesting expressions.”

Claudia felt warmed by Karen’s remark. No matter how old we get,
she thought, we still want to be special and we still want to be noticed.

“Actually, I was born and raised in California. But my mother’s
family had lived in the South since before the Civil War.”

Karen suddenly exclaimed, “Oh, I just remembered! Can I tell you
about something?”

“Certainly, dear. What is it?”
“Since today was the last day before the holiday weekend, you can

probably imagine how the kids were. Finding a teachable millisecond
was difficult, let alone a string of teachable moments.”

Claudia nodded her understanding.
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“So I gave up and put in a video for the kids to watch. I was doing
paperwork when all of sudden I heard the little lion, Simba, singing
about being a king. Do you know the movie I’m talking about? The
Lion King?”

Claudia nodded enthusiastically. She guessed what Karen was
going to say next.

“That movie is about the Stages of Development, isn’t it?” Karen
said excitedly.

Claudia shook her head. “We have no way of knowing if the writers
intended it to be that way, but you certainly can see all of the stages,
can’t you? I love that movie; I should have thought to tell you to see it.”

“Well, after that, I watched the whole thing with the kids. It was
fascinating. I think it even had a version of the Tunnel in it. But what
stage was the baboon? What’s his name? I couldn’t figure that one out.”

“His name is Rafiki. You couldn’t figure it out because we haven’t
talked about it. Rafiki is an Elder.”

“An Elder?” Karen asked.
“An Elder. It is not actually a stage. It is a state that some Kings

enter. It is more like a completely different kind of person. They are
not compelled by the same things that compel other men. The easiest
way to think of them is as the wise men in the community. They are
insightful and humble and serve humanity in their own ways.”

“Is Burt an Elder?” Karen asked.
Claudia smiled and nodded, glad Karen had noticed. “Yes, he is.

And if you remind me tomorrow, I’ll give you something that an Elder
once wrote about being an Elder. It is quite profound.”

“Did Burt write it?”
“No,” she said. “A dear, special friend wrote it. His gift is with

words; Burt’s gift is with wood. Let’s get back to femininity, shall we?”
Karen looked reluctant but took up her pen again. “Yep, what

other qualities are hidden inside me? Do I have ESP?”
Claudia chuckled. “No, but something close to it. It’s called ‘com-

passion.’ It is the ability to enter into another person’s world—whether
it is their emotions or mental state or even physical experience—and
see what it is like to be them. It can feel like ESP. For a moment you
feel like you are them. Do you know what I mean?”
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Karen looked thoughtful, then nodded. “Yes, I do, it’s happened
from time to time. It’s kind of freaky. I remember watching a man cross
the street and all of a sudden, for a moment, I felt his coat as if it was
on my shoulders.”

Claudia leaned forward. “It is only ‘freaky’ if you don’t understand
it. It’s one of the completely normal and magical things women can do.”

“You said ‘normal’ and ‘magical’ in the same sentence!” Karen
exclaimed. “How can you do that with a straight face?”

Claudia laughed. “Because I understand femininity, that’s how.”
Karen was shaking her head as she wrote. She looked up, “Okay,

say more. Lay it on me.”
Claudia laughed again; this was turning out to be much more fun

than she had anticipated. “Compassion is integral to femininity. All
expressions of femininity need compassion to inform them.”

“Inform them?”
“It’s like this. The nurturing aspect of femininity—you could call it

‘Mother’ as an archetype—needs compassion to see what the person
before her needs. Without compassion, she may assume she knows
what that person needs and be far off the mark. Then she is pushy and
bossy and meddling instead of nurturing and effective.”

Karen was nodding and writing. “I can see what you mean. I have
mothers who think they know their children well; they are sure they
know what the child needs. But I spend more time with their children
than they do. And I see things that make a difference with them. And
then their mom will come in and do the exact opposite of what sup-
ports that child.”

“That is what happens when we don’t practice compassion. It is
easier to raise our children like we were raised, or to raise each child the
same, or to follow a book. But if a mother looks at her children with
compassion, she will see what they need. Often, if a mother has three
children, she will need to be three different kinds of mother. With com-
passion she’ll be able to see the kind of nurturing each child needs.” 

Claudia brought herself up short. She knew she could get caught
up in this subject. Then she thought of Myra. And with all the com-
passion a woman can muster, sometimes her children will still throw
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her for a loop, she thought. She remembered the circumstances that
led up to Myra’s near total rejection of men, and wondered for the
thousandth time how she could have intervened. Even a mother’s com-
passion couldn’t help her counteract the combined influence of the
60s, free love, feminism, an unexpected pregnancy, and finally, aban-
donment by Kimberlee’s father. With a sad sigh, Claudia forced herself
back to the present.

“Let’s look at compassion itself some more. If a woman is expressing
the playful or sensual part of her nature, compassion will give her a
delightful sensitivity to her playmate. And if a woman is being the
Queen, compassion will provide the understanding she needs to influ-
ence and empower the people in her realm.”

“Her ‘realm’?” Karen repeated.
“Yes, her realm. A Queen’s realm consists of the people to whom

she is dedicated. I believe it is important to reserve our best selves, our
greatest qualities, for our realm.”

“Wow. I’ve never heard of such a thing,” Karen said. “Aren’t we
supposed to be wonderful with everyone?”

“I know people think that. And I believe in being courteous and
kind to other people. But femininity requires energy, and lots of it. If
you give your nurturing and playfulness and graciousness to everyone,
when you get home to the people who depend upon you, you might
not have the energy to provide those qualities for them.”

Claudia watched while Karen absorbed this. She could see the
play of emotions across her face and knew she had struck home.
Karen’s eyes began to tear. 

“I think Mike was trying to tell me something about this. That
with all my committees and commitments I had very little left to give
him. At the time I just thought he was being selfish. When we talked
about him being a Prince, he mentioned something about having to
wait in line.”

Claudia smiled to herself. Karen continued to provide the oppor-
tunities she needed. “Men need femininity. They call it ‘color in a black
and white world.’ It heals their wounds, soothes their spirits and
recharges their batteries. It is one of the things men look for in their
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wives: someone who makes them more powerful by feeding them with
their femininity. If a woman has other priorities, especially ones that
tire her out, then her feminine power isn’t available to her husband.
He suffers for it and will resent the things that she puts before him.
And it’s easy to tell what he thinks comes before him, because he will
attack them verbally.”

Karen was shaking her head and held up her hand. “Wait a second,
please. There are two things you just said that really bother me. Can
we talk about them?”

Claudia nodded. 
“First, you emphasized ‘especially ones that tire her out.’ What did

you mean by that?”
Claudia answered in a level voice, “Like I said a moment ago, fem-

ininity requires energy. Without energy, we can’t be feminine. We can’t
bring all those priceless qualities to the people we love. When we do
too much and don’t take care of ourselves, we have no energy to be
what women can be.”

Karen held her gaze as she digested this. Claudia could see the
recognition in her eyes. Claudia nodded as if Karen had verbalized
her understanding.

Karen’s eyes narrowed. “Okay, I see that. The other thing you said
was that when a wife isn’t available for her husband, he suffers and
resents the other things she is doing. But I thought you said women
should have passions of their own. I don’t get it. Am I supposed to
make Mike my priority?”

Claudia tilted her head to the side. “Well, that would depend upon
what you wanted.”

“What do you mean?” Karen asked suspiciously.
“Of course you should have passions of your own, to not lose your

sense of self. But if you want your husband to be powerful and you
want your marriage to be strong, you will make him and your mar-
riage your first priority.”

“Ugh!” Karen exclaimed.
Claudia chuckled. “I know this sounds like counter-feminism, but

if you listen closely, I think you’ll see it’s something altogether dif-
ferent. I am advocating you being powerful and expressed in your
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own right. I want you to fully understand your unique and priceless
contribution. And, if you choose to make your partnership with your
husband your first priority, you will both have access to something
extraordinary and wonderful.”

Karen kept shaking her head. Claudia thought this was a good time
to introduce her main point.

“To further confuse you, Karen. I want you to do something this
weekend in preparation for your King, perhaps out of making your
partnership your first priority.”

“What is it? What do you want me to do?”
“I want you to take care of yourself.”
“What?” Karen said. “I thought you wanted me to do something

for him.”
“Yes. Exactly.”
“Huh???”
Claudia smiled. “This is another one of those paradoxes. Remember

how you saw that not receiving is selfish and receiving is generous?”
Karen nodded. 
“Well. One of the most generous things you can do for another

person is to take care of yourself.”
Karen shook her head. “You’ve lost me.”
“It’s okay,” Claudia replied. “If you are willing to do what I ask,

then by Monday you will know exactly what I am talking about.”
“What are you asking?”
“Well, let’s see. Tell me some of the things that make you feel serene.”
Karen frowned, then replied, “Walks on the beach, bubble baths,

time alone in nature.”
“Great. And what are some of the things that make you feel strong?”
Karen frowned again as she thought. “Exercise. Time outdoors.

Talking to my dad. Drinking lots of water.”
“Okay. And what makes you feel connected to God or Spirit?”
That question clearly surprised Karen. Claudia didn’t change

her demeanor.
“Time in nature, in the mountains or at the beach. Watching

babies and small children. Puppies. Listening to certain music.”
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“Terrific. Perfect. There you are. That’s what I want you to do
while Mike is gone this weekend.”

“All of those things?”
Claudia laughed. “If you listened to yourself, you’d see it’s not all

that much. The activity you get the most out of is time outdoors at the
beach. You get serenity, strength and connectedness. I would recom-
mend doing that every day this weekend. And watch the little ones play
in the sand. If you did that and talked to your dad on Friday or
Saturday, had a bubble bath on Sunday not too long before Mike got
home, and threw in some music along the way, you’d be set.”

“Set for what?” Karen asked.
“Set for being the Queen when the King returns,” Claudia said simply.
Karen looked incredulous. “It’s that simple?”
Claudia shook her head. “Well, not really. On an ongoing basis

there are other things to consider. For example, the Queen is visionary
and passionate. At some point you should think about that. And there
is knowing how to take care of yourself over the long run and in times
of stress. Understanding where to spend your time and energy to get
the best return. But what we’ve talked about is a good start. It will have
you ready for Mike.”

Claudia looked expectantly at Karen. “So, will you do it?”
Karen didn’t answer right away. Claudia appreciated that when

Karen committed, one could count on it. She waited.
“I can’t promise to talk to my dad, because they usually go out of

town for Thanksgiving.”
“Could you substitute drinking lots of water?”
Karen laughed. “That sounds funny—talk to my dad or drink lots

of water. But it’s true, they both make me feel strong.”
She paused, then whispered, “Okay, I’ll do it.” 
“Wonderful. I can’t wait to hear what it provides for you.”
Claudia gathered her purse. Karen stood up and impulsively

hugged her, and Claudia responded warmly.
Karen said, “So, we’ll see you tomorrow at three, right?”
Claudia smiled. “Yes! It’s going to be wonderful.”
Then Claudia remembered something, and grew serious. “Karen,

there is something important I must ask of you.”
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“What is it?”
“My granddaughter has no knowledge of my ancestry, this body of

knowledge, or my research. And I need it to stay that way.” As she saw
Karen start to interrupt, she said, “Please don’t ask me to explain.”

“Okay…what do you want from me?”
“I need you and Mike to not mention our work together. We need

a day off from our lessons anyhow, yes? If she asks, just tell Kimberlee
that we met at yoga and became friends. Would you do that for me,
please? It is important to me.”

Karen nodded. “Sure, Claudia, whatever you want.” She joked,
“I’ll probably bite my tongue a thousand times and not be able to eat
the turkey, though!”

Claudia appreciated Karen’s attempt at humor, but couldn’t bring
herself to laugh. She was worried about their Thanksgiving together.
While she wanted Kimberlee to meet Karen, and felt it was important
to her budding plan, she didn’t want anything revealed too soon.

“Thank you, Karen. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

K

As Karen entered the house, she saw that Mike was still up, TV
remote in hand. She put her things down and snuggled in beside him
on the couch. 

“Watcha watchin’?” she asked, although it was fair to assume it
would be a car-related show.

“Oh, nothing. They’re all reruns tonight.” He clicked off the TV
and turned to her. “I’d rather talk to you. You’re out late. Did you meet
with Claudia tonight?”

“Yep. She wanted to get me ready for your return on Sunday. She has
a funny idea that me taking care of myself is something I can do for you.”

To her surprise, Mike immediately nodded. “Yep, that’s true.”
“What? You agree with her? How does my taking care of myself

benefit you?”
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His arm tightened around her. “It’s simple, actually. When you’re
happy, I’m happy.”

“Really?” Karen couldn’t believe it was that straightforward.
“Pretty much. If I’ve had a great day and I come home and you’re

unhappy, I lose all my steam. On the other hand, if I’ve had a crappy
day, and I come home and you’re happy, my day fades away. After a
little while of being around you, I get happy.”

Karen was shaking her head. “I just can’t believe I have that much
of an effect on you.”

Mike shook his head; it was clearly obvious to him. “You’re silly,
honey.”

“That is the second time tonight I’ve been called silly!”
“Really?” Mike asked, “Who else called you silly?”
“Claudia called me a ‘Silly Billy.’”
Mike laughed and shook his head. “Claudia sure sounds like a

character. I was looking forward to meeting her tomorrow…but now
that it’s here, I must admit I’m kind of nervous.”

“Nervous?” Karen asked. Why would Mike be nervous? Claudia
was one of the kindest people she had ever known. 

“Well, am I going to feel like a bug? Is she always studying men?”
Karen laughed. “I don’t know. She doesn’t have a scientific air

about her, if that’s what you mean. She’s not rude or out of place. She
just seems wise and compassionate. I get the impression she gathers
information as she lives her life and observes people.”

The concern left Mike’s face. “Cool,” he said.
“There is something about tomorrow that I need to tell you,”

Karen said seriously.
“What’s that? You found out she’s a horrible cook and we should

eat before we go?” Mike joked. Karen knew he was only half-joking,
though; good food was important to him.

“No, that’s not it. I think dinner will be great. Maybe a little
eclectic; we’re bringing brownies. I’ve never had brownies after
Thanksgiving dinner.”

Karen adjusted herself to look directly at Mike. “Claudia asked
that we not mention any of the work she and I have done together. She
wants us to say that we met at yoga and became friends.”
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Mike frowned. “That sounds strange. From what you’ve told me
about her, she sounds like a straight shooter. Why would she have you
conceal something like that?”

Karen shook her head. “I don’t know. She wouldn’t explain except
to say that Kimberlee—that’s her granddaughter—doesn’t know any-
thing about her gender research. She always looks pained whenever
her daughter or granddaughter come up. I try not to push.”

“Interesting. Bet there’s a good story in there,” Mike commented.
“So, are you going to tell me about Kings yet?”

His question caught her off guard. She decided to go with the
truth, and suddenly remembered making that promise to herself after
her first session with Claudia. Was that only four weeks ago? She
noticed how comfortably she and Mike were sitting together and
talking. The tension was gone, replaced by easy companionship and a
sense of sharing. Impulsively, she kissed him warmly on the cheek and
sat back and looked at him.

“I haven’t been telling you about Kings because I want you to feel
free to experience your weekend. I don’t want you to feel like some-
thing has to happen down in San Diego. Like you have to come home
a King.”

Mike smiled a little. “Thanks. I appreciate that. I have no idea
what is going to happen.”

Unexpectedly, Mike leaned forward and nuzzled her ear. He spoke
to her neck, his voice sounding husky, “Remember when we watched
American Beauty?” 

She nodded slightly, not wanting him to move away. “Uh huh…”
“You know the scene where Annette Bening cries out, ‘You are

the King!’”
Karen could feel herself blushing and warming as she remembered.

“Yeah…”
He tickled her neck with his nose. “Do I have to be a King first for

you to do that?” he asked, now kissing her neck.
A moan escaped her lips. What a great way to start a holiday week-

end, she thought. 
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AS THEY NEARED CLAUDIA’S HOUSE, MIKE ADMIRED THE NEIGHBOR-
hood of old bungalow-style homes. The trees on Claudia’s street were
large and mature, adding to the feeling of history and security. Claudia’s
house was a medium blue-gray with cheerful white trim. As they stood
at the front door, he checked out the underside of the porch roof. The
eaves were finished and painted white too. Baskets full of flowers and
miniature trailing ivy hung from the eaves, subtly boasting about the
sunny southern California weather. He had always loved the wide front
porches of these houses. He admired the comfortable white wicker
chairs and small table facing the street. This porch looked cheerful,
comfortable and lived-in.

When Claudia answered the door, Mike was immediately impressed
by her vitality. Karen had told him her age but he found it hard to believe.
Claudia’s bright blue eyes welcomed him with a twinkle and he liked her
instantly, which was fortunate since he already felt deeply indebted to
her. He handed her the bouquet of flowers they had brought and was
thanked with a squeeze on the arm.

As they entered the living room, he noticed a young woman
seated on the couch and knew she must be Claudia’s granddaughter.
Even from a distance, he could see that her eyes were the same dis-
tinctive blue and saw the resemblance in the shape of their faces.
Both had high cheekbones, wide smiles and deep dimples. As he
shook Kimberlee’s hand, he realized that the biggest difference
between grandmother and granddaughter wasn’t age or wrinkles.
Where Claudia’s face was soft and welcoming, Kimberlee’s was sharp
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and edgy. The hard line of her jaw was further accentuated by her
short dark hair. Although attractive in form, she seemed tough and
masculine, like many of the women he knew.

He looked over at Karen and noted a softness in her face that was
new. She used to look more like Kimberlee, he thought. How interesting.
Now she looks more open, more inviting, and more approachable. He
smiled to himself remembering how, lately, he couldn’t prevent himself
from approaching.

As he stepped through the French doors in search of Burt, he sur-
veyed the backyard. So this is the garden where it all happens, he
thought. To the left he saw the famous table and chairs on a founda-
tion of old brick. They were placed on a narrow strip of grass raised
about two feet higher than the rest of the yard. It must be a lovely view,
he thought.

To the right, and perpendicular to the house, was a separate
building that he assumed was Burt’s woodshop. He hoped he’d get to
see inside. He was curious about Burt’s work and had always wanted
his own workshop. 

Before him lay a kidney-shaped stretch of lawn surrounded by beds
full of abundant leafy green perennials and a few flowers still in bloom.
Not a bare spot to be seen. He assumed these beds would blossom pro-
fusely in the spring. The large yard was surrounded by tall, vine-covered
fences, with a grand old oak providing shade from the south.

Mike was pleased. The entire space looked loved and lived-in. The
only thing he would change, he thought, would be to put a bench
tucked in the right curve of the lawn, looking back at the house and
seating area. That’s where he would be found, with the sun at his back
on a lazy day. 

Burt came out of his shop just then, wiping his hands on the front
of his coveralls. In contrast to Claudia’s petite size, Burt was tall and
thickly built. He reminded Mike of a grizzled old bear. Burt crossed
the distance on the brick path and shook Mike’s hand. The car-
penter’s hand felt rough and strong and had the residue of something
like sawdust. 

Apparently noticing it himself, Burt wiped his hand on his thigh and
apologized. “Sorry, Mike. I should be all washed up and spiffy by now.
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But my project is so close to being finished, I can’t help but sneak out
here and work on it.” Burt smiled mischievously and winked at Mike.

Mike smiled back and felt right at home. Burt was what they called
a “man’s man.” Knowing Claudia was seventy-seven, he guessed Burt
must be pushing eighty. But he didn’t seem twice Mike’s age. He
wasn’t patronizing or standoffish, or remote the way some older people
are; he seemed like a regular guy. Mike relaxed some more and began
to look forward to spending the holiday here.

“Do you mind if I leave you here and make myself presentable?”
Burt asked. “Lucky for me Claudia never nags, or I’d be in trouble for
being late to the party.”

Mike chuckled. Within moments of meeting him, Burt had
already given Mike a view of his life. “Sure. This is beautiful. Mind
if I walk around?”

“Nothing would make Claudia happier. But don’t ask her for a tour
or we’ll never have dinner!” the older man bellowed.

Burt turned towards the house. He must have noticed Mike look-
ing longingly at his shop, because he turned back and said, “I’ll show
you the shop later, while the ladies are busy talking. I can’t let them
see what I’m doing yet.” He winked again and walked away whistling.
Mike thought it sounded like the theme from Popeye the Sailor Man.

Mike headed for the southwest end of the garden to see if the view
from his imaginary bench was as nice as he thought it would be. After
that, he planned on visiting the table and chairs. Karen must have told
him twenty times that he had to see them. 

K

As Burt entered the house, Kimberlee caught his attention. 
“Hi, Sweetheart,” he exclaimed. “My, aren’t you just a vision. Can

I have a squeeze?” 
He met Kimberlee halfway and gave her a warm embrace. He

noticed her face soften a little, and thought, this girl is not being
hugged enough.
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Immediately, he saw her flicking tiny wood chips off her pretty
blue sweater. “Oh, I’m sorry. I should have changed my clothes first.
I’ll be out in a jiffy. Lovely to see you, honey.”

As Burt crossed the living room, he didn’t notice the look of
wonder on Kimberlee’s face.

K

Claudia was busy in the kitchen. No matter how much one did in
advance, there was no avoiding that last hour of activity after the turkey
came out of the oven to rest, and the gravy and mashed potatoes had
to be made. She was glad Karen was helpful, and put her in charge of
the potatoes. She saw Kimberlee looking a little uncomfortable and
asked her to arrange the flowers from Karen and Mike for the table.
She handed her a large crystal vase and a pair of scissors.

“Where is Mike?” Claudia asked.
Karen looked out the window behind the breakfast booth, towards

the yard. “He seems to be surveying your backyard.”
“Does your husband enjoy gardening?” Kimberlee asked. Claudia

was glad she had included herself.
“Actually Mike is fascinated by the use of space. He may be plan-

ning a remodel for you, Claudia,” Karen joked.
“He’s in construction?” Kimberlee inquired.
Karen’s response was warm and friendly toward Kimberlee, and

Claudia started to relax. “He has his own construction company. He spe-
cializes in large custom homes.” She paused. “Or, at least, he has. The
way he’s been talking recently, it seems like a change is in the works.”

“What do you mean?” Kimberlee asked as she cut the ends off
the flowers.

Claudia paused in mid-stir, then continued, hoping no one noticed.
She need not have worried, she realized, as Karen answered. 

“He’s been doing a lot of thinking lately and he keeps complaining
that the houses he builds are,” Karen lowered her voice in an imitation
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of Mike, “‘a waste of space and natural resources.’” Then she added in
her normal voice, “I’m not sure what that means about the future.”

Kimberlee surprised Claudia when she asked Karen, “Doesn’t that
worry you? Not knowing what is going to happen?”

Karen shrugged easily. “Mike and I have been through a lot in
twenty years. I’m sure we can handle whatever’s next.”

Kimberlee seemed surprised. “You’ve been married for that long?”
she asked.

“Why? Is that a surprise? We’ve been together since college,”
Karen replied.

Kimberlee was shaking her head. She began arranging the colorful
fall flowers in the crystal vase. 

“I just assumed you were newlyweds or something.”
“What made you think that?” Karen asked gently. 
Claudia appreciated how Karen was interacting with Kimberlee.

She was used to her granddaughter’s direct, somewhat interrogative way
of speaking. It was masculine and she knew where the career woman
had acquired it. She was relieved that Karen responded with softness.

She noticed Kimberlee shift nervously from one foot to the other.
She kept arranging the flowers and didn’t turn around. “Well, I noticed
the way he looks at you. You don’t usually see that in long-term cou-
ples.” She added, jokingly, “Except my grandparents, of course, but
they’re weird.”

“What way is that, Kimberlee?” Karen asked, even more gently. 
Claudia reminded herself to keep breathing.
“Like he’s in love with you.”
Claudia kept stirring the gravy as if nothing unusual was happening.

Serenity, she thought, practice serenity. Karen couldn’t have been more
perfect if Claudia had included her in her developing plan.

Karen replied softly, “Well, that’s a really nice thing to say.”
Claudia sensed that Karen would have liked to say more. Karen

glanced over at her and smoothly changed the subject. Claudia counted
this as the first tongue-biting Karen would have to endure that day, and
was deeply grateful.
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“Kimberlee, that’s wonderful what you’ve done with those mums.
You’re so creative.” 

“Ah, ’tweren’t nothin’,” Kimberlee responded in a mock hillbilly
accent, expertly dodging the compliment. As she took the flowers to
the dining room, Karen looked at Claudia and winked. Claudia closed
her eyes and shook her head, half-smiling.

When Kimberlee returned, she looked quickly around and asked in
a whisper, “Grandmother, what’s up with Granddad? He seems chipper.
Do you have him on new vitamins or something?”

Claudia smiled. “Seems like it, doesn’t it? Actually, he has a new
project. I’ve been pretending not to notice, but I think tonight would
be a good time to start asking him about it.”

“Do you know what it is?”
“Nope. It’s some big surprise he’s been planning for the last few

weeks. He spends hours in his shop. At first he emerged covered in
sawdust; now, it’s mostly tiny wood chips. That means he must be
carving something. And the most telltale sign: He keeps whistling I’m
Popeye the Sailor Man. He hasn’t done that much in the last ten years.”

K

Burt pushed himself back from the table and sighed, “Sweetheart,
you did it again. That was wonderful.”

Claudia beamed back at him. “You’re welcome, honey.”
“Hmm. What should we do next?” he asked. “Dessert? Or maybe

Mike would like to see my shop first?” He saw Mike’s face brighten.
“That’d be great, Burt,” Mike responded. “Is that alright with

you ladies?”
During dinner, the ladies had made numerous inquiries regarding

Burt’s project. He loved the attention but made it clear that it was a
surprise. Claudia had remarked that he hadn’t spent this much time on
a project since he completed the table and chairs.

“The table and chairs?” Kimberlee had asked.
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“Yes, dear,” Claudia had replied, “the table and chairs in the garden.”
“Oh,” Kimberlee had said. “Now I remember. The one with the

roses around the edge.”
Burt had seen Karen and Claudia exchange a look but no one

contradicted her.
Back in the present, the men were negotiating their independ-

ence. Since the ladies would not be included in their excursion, Burt
was glad Mike was being diplomatic, although he knew it wasn’t nec-
essary for Claudia.

Claudia winked at Burt. “Well, since we’re not allowed in the
woodshed…”

Suddenly Burt bellowed, “Woodshed! It’s not a woodshed! That’s
where you keep firewood. Mine is a workshop. Where I create works
of art!”

Claudia appeared aghast but couldn’t keep it going. She giggled
and grinned. “I love it when you react like that. It works even after
fifty years.”

“Fifty years?” Mike asked. 
Burt laughed too. “Let me explain. Okay, Claudia?”
She smiled and nodded. 
Warming himself to one of his favorite stories, he said, “About

fifty years ago, when we bought this house, I told Claudia that what I
wanted was a place to do my woodworking. I needed a private place
where my materials, and the sawdust and wood chips, wouldn’t be
disturbed by the children. So, as a surprise, Claudia spoke to my boss
about his company building it for me. Only, Claudia told him that
what I needed was a woodshed! Frank could not figure out why we
would need a general contractor to build a woodshed. He finally
asked me about it. It spoiled Claudia’s surprise, but thank goodness!”
he finished, laughing.

Claudia smiled at him, mischievously. “So, Mike,” she said,
glancing sideways at Burt and back at Mike, “would you like to see
Burt’s fancy woodshed?”

“I would love to!” Mike laughed. “Can we have dessert when we
get back?”
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Claudia nodded. 
“What’s for dessert, by the way?” Mike asked.
Claudia said, teasingly, “Nope, you fellas have your surprise, and

we have ours.”

K

As he and Burt walked across the brick path to the “woodshed,”
the cool night air felt refreshing. Burt opened the door and welcomed
him inside. Mike looked around enviously. The entire room appeared
to be about 400 square feet. To the left was a wide workbench with
tools hanging neatly on either side of the broad window. To the right
was a collection of wood carefully stacked and organized by size and
type of wood. The back wall appeared to be an insulated garage door.
Knowing now how much Burt liked surprises, Mike guessed that this
allowed Burt to bring his materials in covertly. The smell of wood and
iron, tools and sweat combined sweetly in Mike’s nostrils. He took a
deep breath and relaxed the way a man can in a man’s world.

Then he spotted it and his mouth fell open. After several long
moments, he looked over at Burt in awe. Burt swelled up and grinned
at him. In that moment, the older man looked twenty years younger. 

Mike approached the bench. “Can I touch it?”
Burt nodded. “Just the parts that are stained, though.”
Mike nodded, understanding perfectly. He wouldn’t want to

imbed the wood with the oil in his fingertips. He reached out and
touched the seat of the bench, running his hand along the butter-
smooth surface. He admired the grain and loved the dark brown stain;
it would go perfectly with the table and chairs. The surface was
expertly sealed against the elements. He noticed the seat was not flat,
but curved for greater comfort. 

He continued his inspection along the arms, which were also
stained, sealed and butter-smooth. They also curved, this time for both
comfort and beauty.
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Finally, he turned his attention to the most astonishing part of all,
the seat back. He inspected it the way he would one of his own con-
struction jobs. He noticed that, while the seat back was carved, it was
done in such a way that when someone leaned back, they would feel
only smooth surfaces. The carving itself was recessed even at its
highest points. Very clever. While he examined the bench, his praise
was expressed only in “ahhhh” repeated over and over again. Out of
the corner of his eye, he could see Burt smiling as he stood with his
legs wide and his arms crossed over his chest victoriously.

After he had closely examined the workmanship, he stepped back
to appreciate the carving itself. What a marvel. It was a mural, of sorts,
which started to the left and continued to the right across the seat
back. It consisted of five scenes, about one square foot each, with a
sense of one flowing into the other. How do you create movement in
wood? he wondered.

The first scene was of a boy standing at the side of a horse. The
horse was mounted, but only the leg of the rider was shown and the
top of the scene ended at the rider’s waist. The boy was holding up a
huge sword for the rider to accept. The boy was straining under the
sword’s weight but there was also pride in the profile of his face.

The second scene showed another horse and rider. This time it
was obviously the boy grown into a young man. His sword was raised
as he and his horse charged off into some unseen adventure. The sun
glinted off the edge of the sword.

The third scene showed the back of the horse and rider at the
bottom of a tall mountain. A winding trail was visible from the bottom
of the mountain almost to the top. There was the distinct impression
that the horse and rider were starting up the mountain and it was going
to be a long haul. The sword was sheathed and there was a small crown
atop the rider’s head.

In the fourth scene, the boy’s face was now clearly a grown man’s.
It was weathered and experienced and very certain. His jaw was set
and his shoulders were back. He sat upon a heavy throne and wore a
large crown.
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In the fifth scene, the man was now elderly. He had a long beard
and wizened features. He sat in a large, comfortable chair with chil-
dren gathered at his feet. He looked happy and peaceful.

Mike looked at each scene in turn and then started back at the
beginning.

“Wow,” he finally said. “Claudia’s going to flip.”
He blinked the water from his eyes and said simply, “It’s beautiful.”
After another long pause while he gazed at the mural, he asked, “Is

this for that spot to the right in the garden?”
“Yes,” Burt replied.
“That will be perfect. I was wondering why you didn’t have a

bench there.”
Burt nodded. “We used to. Something we bought decades ago.

But Claudia didn’t want ordinary garden furniture to share the space
with her table and chairs. And I haven’t had both the desire and the
energy to make something like this. At least, not until recently.”

“Recently?”
“When Claudia started teaching Karen, she became more alive.

She has energy and purpose. It feeds me. As soon as she decided to
teach Karen, I wanted to make the bench. As I’ve heard about the
Stages of Development, I knew what I had to put on it.”

Mike responded, “I recognize all but the last one. What is that?”
“It’s called ‘Elder.’ It is when a man’s life is complete. There is

nothing to do but enjoy life, explore what you are curious about, appre-
ciate your blessings, and serve humanity.”

“That’s you, isn’t it?” Mike said in awe.
“Yes. That’s me.”
Mike was puzzled. Since he didn’t know enough about Burt to

answer it himself, he ventured a question. “Can I ask? How do you
serve humanity?”

He watched as Burt considered his answer. Finally, the Elder said,
“By serving Claudia.”

“Claudia?” Mike was confused.
“Claudia.” 
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After a pause, Burt elaborated. “Claudia has an important contri-
bution to make to humanity. I serve humanity by making sure her con-
tribution will be made.”

Mike was thoughtful. “Karen told me that Claudia doesn’t want to
teach anyone else. And Claudia’s only planning on teaching Karen a
fraction of what she knows.”

Burt said, “See, I have my work cut out for me, don’t I?” He smiled
good-naturedly.

Mike shook his head in wonder. He said, seriously, “If there’s any
way that I can help, you got it. Okay? I owe you.”

Burt nodded and patted Mike’s shoulder. “Thanks, Mike. You and
Karen being here today has already helped. If Claudia can figure out a
way to teach Kimberlee, that will be the real beginning.”

“What has to happen for her to teach Kimberlee?”
Burt was thoughtful. “I haven’t asked Claudia that specifically. But

I suspect that Kimberlee has to open her heart.”
From just a few short hours with Kimberlee, Mike knew exactly

what Burt was talking about. He thought about Karen a few weeks ago.
Though upset and hurt and lost, her heart was still open. Claudia must
have recognized that.

“How has our being here helped?” Mike asked. 
“From what Claudia whispered to me about the conversation in

the kitchen, I think you have helped by showing her that it is possible.”
“That what is possible?”
“Well, Kimberlee noticed a long time ago that Claudia and I are

in love. But she discounted us—like we’re an interesting exception to
the rule. Today, she saw that two people closer to her own age have
that too.”

Mike was stunned. In love? Shaking his head in recognition, he
laughed.

“Yes?” Burt inquired politely.
Mike chuckled. “For weeks I have been trying to figure out what

this funny feeling was. What a crack up. I’m in love. I’m in love—with
my wife!” 

Feeling happy and silly, he grinned at Burt.
Burt grinned back.
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As Karen hung up her jacket in the hall closet at home, she felt
something in the pocket. She reached in and brought out a folded slip
of paper. Realizing Claudia must have placed it there, she opened it
and read:

AN ELDER:
STANDING IN A PLACE OF WISDOM WHERE PAST AND FUTURE ENTWINE,
HE RESIDES IN BEAUTY, DEEP COMPASSION, AND ENDLESS GRATITUDE.
HIS LIFE IS OVER. HIS LIFE IS FOR OTHERS.

170



HI BURT. IT’S KAREN. IS CLAUDIA THERE?”
“Sure, Karen, just a minute.”
Karen waited while Claudia came to the phone. It was Saturday

evening and this was the first Saturday in over a month that she and
Claudia had not spent together. She felt like she was going through
withdrawal.

“Hello, dear. How are you?” Claudia asked in her lilting voice.
Instantly, Karen felt calmer. “Hi Claudia. I’m doing well, actually.

I had my second trip to the beach today and I’m drinking lots of water.
I even went horseback riding. But…I miss you.” Karen felt embar-
rassed to admit it, but couldn’t stop it from coming out.

“Ahhh,” Claudia replied, “thank you. Tell me, dear. What do you
get from spending time with me?”

“What do you mean?” Karen asked. 
“Well, remember how I asked you what made you feel serene and

strong and connected?”
“Yes.”
“This is the opposite question. How does spending time with me

make you feel?”
Karen felt uncomfortable but gave Claudia’s question serious

thought. “It makes me feel like I have some control in my life.”
“Good,” Claudia said. “Thanks for telling me. Is there anything

else that makes you feel in control?”
After a moment, Karen said, “Strenuous exercise like running and

aerobics. And yoga.”
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“That’s great.”
“Why do you ask?”
“I just wanted you to know you have a back up,” Claudia replied

cheerfully. After a pause, she added, “I would love to see you. How
about tomorrow afternoon? What time is Mike getting home?”

“Oh, I don’t think he’ll be home until late. Tomorrow afternoon
would be great. Do you want to meet somewhere?”

“How about you come over? Burt has a surprise for us.”
“For us?” Karen didn’t think she had heard right.
“That’s what he said. How about two o’clock?”
“Great. Thanks Claudia. I’ll see you then.”
“You’re welcome, dear. Thank you for telling me what you need.”
Karen wondered about that last statement. Why would Claudia

thank her for saying what she needed?
“Oh, Claudia, I have to tell you. Mike talked about dessert all the

way home. He loved it.”
“Oh, I’m glad. We think it’s fun that way.”
“That’s what Mike said. That he hadn’t had that much fun with

dessert since he was a kid. You must have had an entire ice cream shop
there. Hot fudge and hot caramel, whipped cream and nuts and cher-
ries. Plus crushed Oreos and M&Ms, and the brownies and pecan pie!”

“Well, that way, Karen, everyone gets to make theirs just the way
they like it. I believe in choice and the freedom to choose. I think it’s
important in life and especially important in dessert!”

“It was awesome, Claudia. I’ll never forget it.”
“You’re welcome, Karen. It was my pleasure.”

K

As Claudia prepared for Karen’s arrival, Burt noticed that the tea
time spread was more elaborate than usual. She normally set out
cookies and, sometimes, some form of chocolate.
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“Something special happening today?” he asked, indicating the cut
flowers on the tray surrounded by fancy cookies, a bowl of raspberries,
and fine china.

Claudia nodded. “This is our last session on the Stages of
Development.”

“Really? That happened quickly. So…after today…you’re done
with Karen?” He tried to sound casual.

Claudia looked at him squarely. “Just because I’m done with the
Stages of Development, doesn’t mean I’m done with Karen.” She
added, teasingly, “Mr. Nonchalant. Like you could fool me. I know you
care how this goes from here.”

Burt grinned because he loved it when Claudia teased him. Then
he grew serious. “Yes, I do care. I care a great deal. So, are you going
to let me in on your plan?”

“I don’t have it all worked out yet. But, I’m getting close. I’ll tell
you when I know, I promise.” 

Burt pulled Claudia into his arms and squeezed her tightly. He felt
her relax against his chest. She smelled like lavender. He leaned down
and kissed the top of her head. 

His voice coming out more gruff than usual, he said, “I’m glad
you’re not giving up, sweetheart.”

K

Karen noticed the special treats on the tea tray. She assumed it was
because today was Sunday. She had not learned any more about
Claudia’s spiritual connection since that one remark Burt had made
while pointing at the clouds. But Claudia might be the kind of person
who attended church on Sundays and made the rest of the day special.

Claudia led them to the dining room instead of the garden. Karen
thought this must be because it was especially chilly today, which was
unusual for Thanksgiving weekend in southern California.
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“Did they have a special service today for Thanksgiving?” she
ventured.

Claudia tilted her head. “A special service? Who, dear?”
“At church…” Karen coughed uncomfortably. “I assumed you

went to church today.”
Claudia chuckled. “I do seem like the type, don’t I?”
Karen shook her head, hastily trying to find a retreat. “Well, no,

not really.”
“Then why did you assume I went to church?” Claudia persisted.
Karen gave up and decided she better just be honest. “A couple of

weeks ago Burt told me…he told me about your boss.”
“My boss?”
Karen pushed on. “Your Boss,” she said, pointing up just like

Burt did.
Karen could see the recognition register on Claudia’s face. She

must have seen Burt talking to her that day.
Claudia laughed lightly, and Karen felt relieved. “I had no idea

he would reveal such a thing to you. I thought he was talking about
the weather!”

Stick to the truth, Karen thought to herself. “I think he was trying
to comfort me. I had just asked you to let me teach other women
and…well, I’m sure you remember.”

“What else did he tell you?” Claudia asked.
“He told me not to worry about upsetting you; that it wasn’t what

I had done. Something about a promise to your ancestors. I remember,
especially, that he said it was the only area in your life where you suffer.
Then he told me not to worry; that you had a promise to your family,
but you would work it out with your boss.”

Karen waited quietly while Claudia thought about this. She
watched the older woman purse her lips and realized how fond she had
become of all of Claudia’s expressions, both her facial expressions and
the quaint way in which she spoke.

Finally, Claudia said, “This question you asked about going to
church is actually relevant to something I want to talk to you about.
But let’s save it for later. I have some other things I need to tell you,
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and then Burt has his surprise to show us. That’s why we’re sitting in
here, actually. Burt is up to something in the garden and we’re not
allowed to even look out there until he says.”

“Sounds interesting. The surprise, I mean.” Karen added, “I didn’t
know you had something you wanted to work on—since we weren’t
planning on meeting this weekend.” 

“Well, I thought, since we are together, why not use the time for
good?” Claudia responded.

“Okay, what do you have in mind?”
“Actually, if I were going to title today, I would call it ‘for good or

ill.’ I want to talk to you about how you can use the information I have
given you. How you can use it to help yourself and the men around
you, and how you could use it to hurt them.”

“Why would I want to hurt them?” Karen asked, surprised.
“Ahhh,” Claudia responded, “that’s what I have counted on you for.”
“What?”
“That you have little desire to hurt men. Even when you were

tearing your hair out over Mike’s behavior in the Tunnel, you didn’t
react by wanting to punish him.”

“Is that unusual?”
“Actually—and unfortunately—yes. Many women have a desire to

punish men.”
“Why would they want to do that?”
“Remember when we talked about how hard it is to admire and

respect men?”
Karen nodded. It was just a week ago, wasn’t it? Wow. Time flies

when you’re having fun. Or sex, she thought, and giggled.
She became serious. “Yes, I remember.”
“Do you remember why you said it was hard to respect them?”
Karen knew Claudia was teasing her. “Yep! Because they screw up

so much of the time.”
“Exactly. Because women compare men to women—expecting them

to do what a woman would do—it seems like men are misbehaving much
of the time. And when someone is misbehaving, what must be done?”

Karen laughed as she saw it. “They must be punished!”
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“Righto, chickadee.”
Karen laughed again. Where does she get all these expressions? 
“So, how do women punish men, Claudia?”
“Oh, boy. There is a topic worthy of hours of discussion, which we

don’t have today. Let’s talk about how it backfires. Just as it would
backfire if you tried to use the information I gave you against men.”

This sounds serious, Karen thought, reaching into her purse and
pulling out her pen and pad of paper. “Okay, I’m ready. Warn away.”

“I may have told you that one of the things my ancestors have
studied are the ways in which men react to women. There are things
that women can do to bring out the best in men, and things we can do
that bring out the worst. And, I mean, worst. A woman can turn a
heroic, generous, protective provider into a raging beast or a completely
withdrawn wimp.”

“Can you give me an example, please? I’m not following.”
Claudia nodded. “Sure. I want to talk about a couple of the main

topics we’ve covered and what happens when you use that knowledge
for good or ill.

“Let’s start with the Stages of Development, since that is the main
thing we have been working on, and understanding the stages is one of
the keys to the kingdom. Using that information to understand men,
you will have more compassion and understand better what you can
ask men for. You’ll be less disappointed and frustrated because you
know what is fair to expect in each stage.”

Karen nodded, interjecting, “Absolutely. I have experienced all of
that. And it has been amazing.”

“Good. Very good. But let me tell you what would happen if you
used it against men. For example, let’s say that you were single and
having heard about Princes and the Tunnel, you decided you only
wanted a King.”

“How would that be bad? Isn’t that a smart choice?”
Claudia pursed her lips. “That would all depend on what you

wanted in your life. If what you wanted was to find a husband that fit
a certain criteria—kind of like shopping for a washing machine—then
you would know better what kind of product you were looking for. But
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that has a woman relating to a man like a thing. Each man is a sepa-
rate, individual person. A person with a soul. A person with passions
and dreams. A person who may be looking for someone with whom to
share his life and himself. When the Stages of Development are used
to treat men like things—a Knight-thing, or a Prince-thing or a King-
thing—then we can’t see who they are.”

A light bulb went off for Karen. “You used the word ‘see’ again. I
know you’ve said that we can use the Stages of Development to help
us see why men do what they do. But they could also be used to not see
who they are?”

Claudia was nodding vigorously. “Yes! You’ve got it. If a woman
wants to build a partnership with a man, the Stages of Development
can help her see the men who are ready for that and not be upset with
them, or herself, when they are not. But if she starts judging men
solely on their stage, that could prevent her from seeing the man who
could be the right partner. Can I give you another example?”

Karen took up her pen again. She looked at Claudia expectantly.
“Another thing you have been working on is listening to men. By

listening to them with interest and with an open mind, and without
interruptions, you have seen how much men of all ages are able to
express. This is another key to the kingdom. But the opportunity to
express themselves is something that gives men power. Knowing this,
you could intentionally do the opposite.”

“What do you mean?” Karen asked. 
Claudia took a sip of her tea. “Women have an unconscious fear of

men being powerful. Since most women don’t know how to deal with
men directly, and effectively, they prefer for men to be weak and
appear manageable. By interrupting a man, or by setting him up with
no-win questions, a woman could prevent him from expressing himself
and diminish his power.”

“I know I did that with Mike. Not on purpose, of course. I just
didn’t know.”

“When a man can’t express himself, he is weaker or less pow-
erful. He’ll be much less productive. And he won’t feel known or
understood or appreciated by his partner, and that will kill his desire
to provide for her.”
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“Gee, is that all?” Karen kidded.
“Actually, no,” Claudia continued, “the relationship will suffer, too.

There will be no real intimacy because intimacy comes from sharing
our selves. And partnership will be unattainable.”

“All just from not listening?” Karen asked in disbelief. But she
did believe. She had experienced it. Fortunately, she was seeing it
now from the vantage point of having recovered the intimacy and
partnership with Mike. Just by listening in the way he, as a man,
needed her to. 

“What else do I need to watch out for?” Karen asked. 
“It would be difficult to go through topic by topic. As long as you

understand that emasculating and manipulating men always back-
fires, you should be okay. Whenever men are less powerful, they are
less powerful for us. Whenever we treat men like enemies, they have
to respond to us like enemies. Instead of working to give us what we
need and make us happy, they have to focus on protecting themselves
from us.”

Karen nodded, pretty sure she understood. “Claudia, is there
some way to know that I’m hurting a man? I was disempowering Mike
for a long time, but I didn’t recognize it.”

“You have to keep checking yourself.”
“How do I check myself?”
“Excellent question. The way I was taught to check myself is by

looking at the results. Am I empowered? Is he empowered? Or is one
of us weakened? If we’re both more alive or happy or able to pursue
our dreams, then I’m probably on the right track.”

Karen was writing furiously. Then a doubt crept in. “Claudia…hon-
estly, are you telling me this because you are worried about what I am
going to do with your information?”

She felt relieved when Claudia shook her head. “No, Karen. I’m
telling you this mostly for me. That promise Burt spoke about…Years
ago, my ancestors tried to teach women outside the family what we had
learned about men. But the other women had not experienced partner-
ships with men. They naturally used their new knowledge to manipulate
and diminish men. It was horrible. The men were weakened and the
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women got even less of what they needed. That is why we promised only
to teach our own daughters.

“By teaching you, I have stepped outside my family’s covenant. It
is my responsibility to make sure you understand what will happen if
you use this improperly.”

Karen nodded. Then, like a dog that can’t leave a bone, she asked,
“Is that why you’re afraid for me to teach anyone else?”

She watched to see if Claudia’s eyes narrowed, the way they had
that awful day a few weeks ago. But her eyes remained clear and open
and fixed on Karen. 

Claudia nodded. “Yes. I took a chance with you, partly out of intu-
ition and partly out of the things you told me about your marriage. But
I don’t have a sure-fire way to predict when a woman would use our
knowledge for good or for ill. Until I figure that out, I am reluctant to
share this information.”

Karen thought about the last statement. “Does that mean, if you
can figure that out, you would like to teach more people?” she asked
hopefully.

Claudia’s eyes bored into hers and Karen felt herself being con-
sidered again, thoughtfully. It reminded her of their early conversa-
tions, when Claudia was sizing her up. She remained still and held
Claudia’s gaze, praying she wouldn’t fail whatever test this might be. 

Finally, Claudia said, “Earlier, you asked me about going to
church. Because the Big Guy is my boss, that would be a fair assump-
tion. But we converse privately and I rarely go to church. Most
churches are a place to experience community. When I go to a church,
I feel even more alone.”

“Why?” Karen asked.
“Because there is no one like me, Karen. Any cousins I may have

that pursued the same path were lost to me long ago. In my life, no one
knows what I know about men, or what men have taught me about
how priceless and powerful women are. No one sees what I see. When
I watch women interact with men—at church or at the grocery store,
or at the V.A. or the Chamber of Commerce—it is often painful for me.
The sniping and bickering and bossing and disrespect feel like daggers
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to me. It hurts me to see men unappreciated. And it pains me that
women don’t understand their own value; that women don’t know they
are already loved by men. There is needless suffering and an enormous
amount of power being lost and stolen that could be used to make life
better for everyone.

“It is painful to watch it happen. And painful to be the only one
who is seeing it.”

Claudia paused and sipped her tea. She looked sad. Karen waited
patiently, sensing there was more. 

After a long moment, Claudia continued, “This is why I have made
my decision about teaching you more of what I know.”

“What have you decided?” Karen asked anxiously.
“I have decided not to teach you any more.”
Karen gasped.
“…Until I find another student to teach with you.”
“What?” Karen gasped again.
Claudia reached over and briefly took Karen’s hand. “If I teach you

all I know, I will be passing my curse on to you. It will ease my burden,
but it won’t be a kindness to you. If I teach only you, then you will have
the problems I have. You will be alone with this precious information.
But if I teach you and someone else, at least you will have each other.
And then, when I am gone, or perhaps sooner, the two of you can
figure out how to teach all the women that want to know.” 

Karen was stunned. The worst thing imaginable had suddenly
turned into the best thing imaginable. She took a deep breath, which
failed to calm her. Her mind was racing with the possibilities, compul-
sively outlining a curriculum of what she knew already. She completely
ignored the significance of “when I’m gone.” 

“Do you have someone in mind for your second student?” Karen
asked.

“Yes. But I don’t know if she qualifies. It may take a little time to
find out,” Claudia replied.

“How much time?’
“I’m not sure. Maybe a few weeks. Maybe a few months. The right

student is worth waiting for…like you.”
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Karen replied, “I wish we didn’t have to wait at all! I’m anxious to
learn what you know!”

Claudia chuckled. “You are going to have your hands full for
awhile with what you’ve learned so far. You could take the next six
months applying it and still not get to the bottom. There are all your
students to understand, and their fathers, and the men at school. And,
let’s not forget, in all likelihood, the King will take his throne tonight.
That is the beginning of a new life for you.”

Karen gulped. “You think he’ll come home a King?”
Claudia nodded. “Yes, I do. All the signs are there. He is ready. And,

for a man on the verge, the Warrior weekend is a great facilitator.”
“What do you mean by ‘a new life’ for me?” Karen asked, still

anxious.
Claudia sipped her tea. “The biggest mistake women make when

their husbands become Kings is not adapting. They think they are
dealing with the same man they knew as a Prince. They will try to sup-
port and advise him like they always have. And they’ll keep doing
everything themselves. Our self-sufficiency is precious to us and it was
honed while they worked all the time.”

Karen picked up her pen again. She leaned forward in her chair,
listening as if her life depended upon it. And she was sure it did.

“What should a woman do? What should I do?”
“You have not been aware of this, but you have been preparing for

it ever since you met me.”
“I have? How so?”
Claudia smiled. “We started with how to listen to men. You have

been practicing that since the beginning. And done very well, I might
add. Mike is going to need to be listened to, a lot. Without interrup-
tion and with an open mind. He will need you to be interested in dis-
covering who he is now. If you are listening, he will express himself and
you’ll find out who you are married to. Never stop doing that. Don’t
ever be finished with discovering who he is.”

She paused. “And you will need to receive and receive and receive.
He will have much to give. You have already seen his generosity as you
have inspired him with your love and compassion. As a King, his
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capacity for giving will be immense. You need to let him contribute to
you. Let him make you happy.”

Claudia sipped her tea. “He will need an enormous amount of
appreciation. Not just a little here and there. A steady diet and a lot of
it. Appreciating who he is and what he provides. Appreciating who you
will get to be because of who he is. Notice and speak, notice and
speak…Often.

“Lastly, the King needs a Queen. Keep doing the things that give
you strength and serenity, and make you feel connected to Spirit.
Don’t give everything of yourself at work. Make sure you have great-
ness to give to Mike, too.”

Claudia took a deep breath. Karen heard finality in it. “There,”
Claudia said, sitting back in her chair. “We’re done.”

Karen finished her notes and sat back as well. Tears welling up in
her eyes, she looked through them at Claudia. 

“Bless you, Claudia.”

K

Burt was practically tripping over himself with excitement. He had
the bench placed perfectly in the spot Claudia loved. It was finished.
It was magnificent.

Whistling, he crossed the lawn and patio and entered the back of
the house. He found the ladies in the dining room, embracing. He
paused and waited politely, noting the tears on both of their cheeks.
When they separated and both smiled up at him, he knew his timing
was perfect.

“So, my angels. Are you ready for your surprise?” he asked with a
grand gesture toward the back yard.

As they rose, he said, “Okay, follow me. And please keep your eyes
down until we arrive at our destination.”

He led them through the living room and out the French doors,
down the steps, across the patio, past the path to his workshop and out
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onto the lawn to the far right corner of the garden. He watched and
was gratified to see that they kept their eyes averted.

Stopping in front of the bench, he paused for effect and said, “My
gift to both of you. Thank you for the inspiration you are together.”

He watched as their eyes rose and took in the bench. He looked at
Claudia, then Karen, as they were struck by what they saw. Their faces
registered astonishment, then delight. He saw acceptance in Claudia
first, as if she pulled his gift into her body and incorporated it into her-
self. She beamed at him and her eyes sparkled with love and admiration. 

He watched Karen struggling, her body subtly squirming and
shifting, her lovely face revealing an internal wrestling match. Finally,
he saw her take a deep breath and let go a bit. Another deep breath
and she smiled at him beautifully. Her eyes shining, she said, “It’s mag-
nificent, Burt.”

Burt felt his chest swell. Exactly, he thought. He grinned at her in
complete satisfaction. 

Looking back at the mural of the Stages of Development—at his
representation of their work—after a long moment he reached over and
took Claudia’s hand. He saw Claudia reach over and take Karen’s hand. 

The three of them stood in silent admiration of all their accom-
plishments.
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back to normal life through the solitude and enjoyment of cruising
the back roads with the top down. As he entered the house, he looked
around proprietarily. He nodded with satisfaction even as he noted
improvements he now planned to make. He climbed the stairs
quickly, knowing exactly what he wanted.

He found Karen tucked in bed, asleep with the light on, awaiting
his return. God, she’s beautiful, he thought. He brushed his teeth,
undressed quickly, and crawled in beside her. As he lifted the covers,
the pleasant smell of oranges and cloves emanated from her warm, lus-
cious body. Snuggling close, he nuzzled her awake. Her eyes opened,
she smiled at him and pulled him closer. 

“Hi Honey, how was it?” she asked his neck sleepily.
“It was great, darlin’.” He said in his cowboy drawl. “I’ll tell you all

about it tomorrow. Right now, what I’m hopin’ for is some of your
good lovin’.”

He was delighted when she giggled and moved against him. He
reached up and turned out the light.

K

Karen was proud of herself for being patient. It had been a busy
morning for both of them, getting ready for work after four days off.
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They agreed to a “date” that night, when Mike would tell her about
his weekend.

Over dinner at home, Mike first asked about her weekend. She
kept breathing and told him all about her trips to the beach, her horse-
back ride, her last session with Claudia, and Burt’s bench. He was
tickled that he had known about Burt’s surprise ahead of time, and
beamed while she talked about it. He was thrilled that Claudia had
decided to keep teaching her, after she found another student. 

“Any ideas who it will be?” he asked with a knowing smile.
“Why? Do you?” she asked, taking the bait.
He smiled again. “Something Burt said in the workshop. I think

she’s really hoping to teach Kimberlee.”
After Karen thought about it, it made perfect sense. “Claudia said

that she didn’t know if the person she had in mind was qualified. I
wonder what has to happen first,” she said.

“Burt said something about Kimberlee opening her heart,” Mike
replied.

Another light bulb went on for Karen. “Remember the comment
Kimberlee made about the table and chairs? That they were carved
with roses? I thought the same thing for a long time, too. Then, sud-
denly, I saw the faces. It was like I was blind before. Like I just couldn’t
see such an extraordinary demonstration of love. Then, after falling in
love with you again, I was open to it.”

Mike smiled at her and took her hand. “I’m in love with you too,
honey.”

“You are?” she asked, because she wanted to hear it once more.
“Yes, indeed I am.” He paused. He added in his cowboy drawl,

“But perhaps I am being a bit forward, ma’am. Please, allow me to
introduce myself.”

Karen’s head tilted to the side. “Introduce yourself?”
“Yes. Introduce myself. Before you get any more mixed up with

this cowboy, I want you to know exactly who I am.”
Karen took a deep breath. Wow. She took another breath and con-

sciously opened herself up to him.
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“Okay. I would love to. Fire away, cowboy.”
Mike shifted in his seat and sat up straighter. “This is what you

need to know about me. First, I build homes. I hate building houses. I
am going to create spaces in which people are going to love and laugh,
and fight and play. I’m not going to build any more caverns or castles,
no matter how much money they want to give me. Every room has got
to be used every day, or I’m not building it.”

Mike paused and Karen nodded her acceptance, although she
couldn’t tell if he was looking for that. 

“I love cars. I love fast cars and old cars and red cars. I need a
bigger garage.”

Karen smiled.
“I love to travel. I want to revisit Zimbabwe. See if any of our old

friends are still there. And see Australia and Europe and Alaska.”
“Okay,” she said.
“And I love you,” he stated matter-of-factly and fell silent.
She could feel her eyes fill with tears and she blinked them back.
When she thought he was done, she matched his cowboy accent

with her best imitation of a southern belle. “I’m pleased to meet you,
Mr. Homes-not-Houses-Car-loving-Traveler.”

Mike grinned at her and she knew she had done well. She
smiled back.

“Oh, and one other thing,” he said seriously while looking at her
intently. Her heart skipped a beat.

“Yes?” 
“I want to make babies. Lots of them. As many as we can have.”
Karen gasped. A sob escaped suddenly from her chest. She gasped

again. She could barely breathe. 
Mike got up from his chair and came to her. She stood up and put

her arms around his neck, looking up at him with tears of joy streaming
down her face. His arms came around her waist and held her close.
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Claudia smiled at Burt across the kitchen table. How many meals
have we shared here? she wondered. It must be thousands.

She loved the easy rhythm they had. Anticipating the other’s
needs, moving in a dance together. The silences were as full and satis-
fying as their conversations.

Burt had been fairly floating since he revealed his newest work of
art. After Karen had left yesterday, they had sat on the bench for more
than an hour. Burt had told her all about each step of its creation. He
explained the technique he had used to make the sun seem to glint off
the Knight’s sword. They had held hands and watched the glow of the
sunset behind them reflect off the windows of the house and bathe the
garden in rosy gold light.

Finishing her breakfast, Claudia took a sip of tea and sat back in
the kitchen booth.

“I’m ready to tell you what I’ve come up with,” she announced.
Burt set down his fork and sat back as well. He appeared calm, but

his wrist was resting on the edge of the table and she could see his
thumb and middle finger rubbing back and forth.

“Yes?” he asked smoothly.
“I told Karen yesterday that I don’t want her to share my fate. I’m

not going to teach her and leave her alone with this knowledge.”
Burt looked steadily at her. His fingers paused.
“But I’m not willing to die with it, either. If there is one Karen,

there must be two. Maybe there is a whole world of Karen’s out there.
Maybe there are millions of women who are ready for partnerships
with men and just need to know how to understand them.”

Burt nodded.
“But I don’t know how to find all of them. And I don’t think I have

the time.”
Burt reached across the table, took her hand and squeezed it.
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“So I have decided to find one other student. Someone to be
Karen’s partner and companion in this knowledge. Then, it will be up
to them to continue with others.”

“Do you have any idea who this second student will be?”
Claudia nodded. “I am sure you know I am hoping it will be our

granddaughter. And after all these years, I have finally figured out what
I need to set aside the Covenant and teach Kimberlee everything.”

“And what is that, sweetheart?” Burt asked gently.
Claudia squeezed his hand. She smiled with a touch of sadness and

a touch of hope.
“I need her to ask.”
Burt nodded his understanding and Claudia was comforted. She

felt prepared to wait for Kimberlee to come to her. She hoped she
wouldn’t have to wait too long.
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K IMBERLEE LAMBERT WALKED THROUGH THE DOOR JUST AS HER

answering machine clicked off. Setting her purse on the floor, she
pushed the play button, and kicked off her shoes while the machine
rewound. The first message was from Linda, saying she would meet
her in the lobby of the hotel tonight at 7:15. The last message was from
her best friend, Melissa: “Kim, it’s me. Call me back. I have the most
adorable man for you to meet.” 

Kimberlee sighed. “But will he think I’m adorable?” she asked
out loud.

After six years in a disappointing marriage, Kimberlee was con-
vinced that she just wasn’t the type of woman that men really loved.
Whatever it was that inspired flowers and songs, jewelry and poetry—
and the love and adoration they signified—she was certain she didn’t
have it. She thought her problem was being born without what she
called “the Grace Kelly gene.” Instead, her friends teased, her DNA
contained an extra strand of brains and independence.

Someone paying closer attention could have predicted how her
marriage would turn out. After the wedding, Matthew did not change a
bit. That was the problem. Kimberlee had assumed marriage vows had
the power to magically transform a handsome but distant intellectual
into the perfectly loving, adoring, and attentive companion she wanted.
That’s what husbands were, right? She had thought naively that it
shouldn’t matter that Matthew wasn’t that way before they married.
After six years of living separate lives, and trying in vain to get Matthew
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to pay attention to her, Kimberlee had decided she would be better off
on her own.

Shortly after the divorce, she met Kevin. At first he was everything
she imagined a man could be. Kevin laughed at her jokes, respected
her work, and listened with interest to the comings and goings of her
life. He took her to wonderful new places, sent her flowers, couldn’t
wait to make love, and never seemed to tire of her company. After
recovering from the shock of that much attention, Kimberlee decided
that she must have the Princess Grace gene after all.

Kimberlee sighed again without noticing, remembering those days
while she dressed. As she changed from her gabardine suit into a pair
of slacks and a baggy sweatshirt, she thought about Melissa’s message
and asked herself, “But will he be adorable six months from now?” 

Tonight, Linda was dragging her to yet another seminar on rela-
tionships. Kimberlee still wanted a husband and family, but she was
discouraged after the way it had ended with Kevin. 

No question, their relationship was wonderful—for a while. She
remembered calculating that they had spent more time making love in
six months than she and Matthew had in six years. But soon after, she
heard herself complaining about the same things that had happened in
her marriage: Kevin no longer initiated anything, he was better now at
making excuses than making love, and he listened more attentively to
the ten o’clock sports cast than to her. 

Kimberlee came to the conclusion that men are great in the begin-
ning—come to think of it, Matthew was attentive for the first few
weeks—but as soon as they knew they had caught you, they reverted
to their true selves: weekday workaholics, weekend couch potatoes,
and always obsessed with sports and casual sex. 

Kimberlee was fairly sure the only way to keep men treating you
well—to keep them on their best behavior—was never to let them
know you were caught. She was honest enough with herself to recog-
nize the problem with this strategy: she yearned for the kind of rela-
tionship where she could completely surrender, fully express her love
and devotion, be adored and cherished in return, and, yes, even live
happily-ever-after.
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Kimberlee frowned at the predicament she was in, but the nature
of her personality made her doubly determined to succeed. Thinking
maybe tonight would make the difference, she finished dressing,
touched up her makeup, and left to meet Linda at the hotel.

Originally, Linda had invited her to meet for a drink at a local sin-
gles club before the seminar. Kimberlee made an excuse about
working late, but truthfully, she did not want to go because Linda
Shapiro was what women resentfully called “a man magnet.” The
number of single men she attracted was enough to make a normal
woman sick to her stomach. One evening in a bar with Linda could
trash her self-esteem for a month. But Kimberlee liked to spend time
with Linda, in controlled doses, because Linda was hilarious and
shared her view that men definitely changed for the worse after they
thought the pursuit was over.

Kimberlee spotted Linda in the hotel lobby, wearing one of her
usual short and sexy little black dresses, and her just as usual sarcastic
expression. Ignoring Linda’s cocked eyebrow at her own unattractive
attire, Kimberlee kissed her lightly on the cheek and grabbed her arm. 

“Come on,” she said. “If we’re gonna do this again, let’s at least get
good seats this time.”

The hotel ballroom had begun to fill. About half of the two hundred
seats were taken. In the next fifteen minutes the room was completely
filled with people, more than half of them women from their mid-
twenties to late fifties. Some were dressed casually; others had obvi-
ously come from work. The meeting room and its occupants closely
resembled the half dozen other seminars Kimberlee and Linda had
attended in the last few months.

Still thinking tonight could hold the key to her future, Kimberlee
listened attentively to the speaker. It sounded like the usual spiel about
communication, trust, vulnerability, honesty, and so on. Nothing new
or earth shaking. She was just thinking, sadly, that this seminar wasn’t
going to make any difference, when Linda raised her hand to ask a
question. Since she and Linda normally just listened and never
addressed the instructors, Kimberlee wondered what her mischievous
friend could be up to. Had Linda decided to liven things up a bit? Her
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heart started beating faster when the speaker, a middle-aged man
named Frank, called on Linda.

As Linda stood up and accepted the microphone, Frank came
down the aisle and stood about six feet away. Standing with one hand
on her hip and her chest pushed out in defiance, Linda issued a chal-
lenge. “What I don’t understand,” she stated emphatically, “is why men
are great in the beginning—you know, flowers, gifts, great dates, and
lots of attention—but after awhile, they turn into football-watching,
pizza-eating, beer-belching slugs.” 

It was as if an electrical shock had run through the room. The
women in the audience leaned forward to better hear Frank’s
response. The men in the audience assumed defensive postures, care-
fully crossing their arms and legs. Kimberlee, with the best seat in the
house, was surprised to see that Frank did not react defensively as well.
Instead, he seemed amused. 

Deliberately, Frank drew closer to Linda, appraising her pretty
face and attractive figure. Then, looking her steadily in the eye, he
smiled. “I see,” he said slowly, “you are a Frog Farmer!” 

At the same time, Linda and about half the women in the room
blurted, “A what?” 

“A Frog Farmer!” he repeated with enthusiasm. 
Linda asked, narrowing her eyes suspiciously, “And what exactly is

a ‘Frog Farmer’?” 
“Well,” Frank replied with a lop-sided grin, “some women turn

Frogs into Princes. You, my dear, turn Princes into Frogs!”
There were a few gasps from the audience, one of them from

Kimberlee. Linda was so insulted she sat down without another word.
Frank shrugged his shoulders and held out his hands, palms up, as if to
say, it was a shame, but, alas, not his problem. As Frank turned and
walked back up the aisle, Linda stuck her tongue out at him. 

By the grumbling heard around the room, Kimberlee knew Linda
was not the only woman dissatisfied with Frank’s response. But
Kimberlee was totally intrigued. As Frank briefly explained “Frog
Farmers,” she envisioned a field of frogs spread out before her. Their
little frog heads had the faces of all the men she had known romanti-
cally, with Matthew and Kevin in the front row. 
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She remembered Melissa’s most recent phone message and
thought, Okay, this new guy probably is Adorable. But Matthew was
Fascinating, Kevin was Wonderful—and before them there was
Terrific, Incredible, Gorgeous, Brilliant and Perfect.

Wow! she thought, I’m a Frog Farmer!
She realized that every man she had been with—in the beginning—

was Prince Charming. She had found each one of them delightful. And
every man she had been with—in the end—could be likened to a slimy
green repulsive frog. But Kimberlee had assumed that “the Prince” was
just for show, and “the Frog” was their true self being revealed. What if
they really were Princes? Could it be that they changed from Princes to
Frogs because of something she did, or didn’t do?

Instead of being upset or insulted like Linda and the other women,
Kimberlee was excited and truly optimistic for the first time in months.
Maybe women have something to do with how men treat them, she
thought to herself. Wow, if we do, I want to know about this!

So fascinated was she by this idea, she didn’t hear anything that
was said after that. She just sat there like a zombie, thinking over and
over again, I’m a Frog Farmer.

All the way home, Kimberlee thought about being a Frog Farmer.
The more she thought about it, the more obvious it became to her that
she was a very successful Frog Farmer. And her friends, too. The same
friends she always asked for advice about relationships. Talk about “the
blind leading the blind!” She fell asleep that night wondering if anyone
knew how to keep Princes from turning into Frogs.

K

Tuesday was hectic, as usual. Kimberlee’s day began normally with
showering quickly, hastily combing her short dark hair, putting on yet
another gabardine suit, blouse, and scarf (her “uniform,” she called it),
grabbing some toast and orange juice, and applying her makeup spar-
ingly as she drove to work. It wasn’t that Kimberlee didn’t care about
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her appearance, she just considered taking care of it a simple profes-
sional obligation. 

More critical than vain, Kimberlee judged her own face pretty but
not beautiful. She liked her dark hair and straight nose but thought her
chin a bit too willful (her mother would say it was just like her person-
ality). Her figure was on the curvy side, about twenty pounds heavier
than the magazines portrayed as ideal. She knew there was something
special about her smile, because strangers often said it was lovely. On
the whole, she felt fine about her looks, but didn’t think it was anything
to fuss about. 

It wasn’t until her lunch break that she had time to think about
the previous night. As she did, the vision of her own personal field of
frogs brought a wry smile to her face. She imagined herself standing
on the front porch of an old farmhouse looking out over acres of neat
rows of shiny green frogs. As she munched on a salad, flipping
through People magazine, she tried to think if she knew any women
who weren’t Frog Farmers. 

The face of her grandmother popped into her mind. She remem-
bered her last visit, dropping in on her grandparents after a mid-day
meeting in Glendale. She had found them sitting on a bench in their
backyard garden, holding hands. The image was still vivid in her
memory: the contented smile on her grandmother’s face, the warmth
in her grandfather’s eyes. Kimberlee was embarrassed, feeling she had
walked in on something intensely intimate. If Grandfather Burt still
looked at his wife that way, after more than fifty years of marriage, she
was willing to bet Grandmother Claudia was not a Frog Farmer.

Then she remembered Thanksgiving dinner with her grandpar-
ents and their friends, Karen and Mike. After twenty years together,
Karen and Mike were still obviously in love. She had seen Mike
looking at his wife with a kind of wonder. Maybe Karen’s not a Frog
Farmer either, she thought. Coincidence?

But could she ask Grandmother about men? That seemed unlikely.
As a young girl, Kimberlee had felt close to her mother’s mother, but
that closeness had not survived puberty. Now, as an adult, she loved her
grandmother but had never opened up to her. 
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As she thought about it, Kimberlee realized part of the reason was
that her grandmother was a mystery to her. She had such an unusual
combination of qualities. Grandmother Claudia was completely digni-
fied, but also genuinely warm. She was generous, gracious and self-
contained, yet also funny and even silly sometimes. Standing in the
middle of a pile of manure, dressed in overalls and gardening gloves,
she could still appear feminine and command respect, too. She
reminded Kimberlee of an ancient queen, a mythical Earth Mother,
and a mischievous imp all rolled into one.

Just imagining talking to her grandmother about men and romance,
Kimberlee felt uneasy. And, oh, dear, what if sex came up? As she paid
for her lunch and walked back to her mid-Wilshire office, she decided
she would try to think of another, less formidable woman who wasn’t a
Frog Farmer.

Kimberlee liked her job because she was good at it and her accom-
plishments pleased her. Starting out as a receptionist for an insurance
broker, she went on to earn her own insurance sales license, got hired
by the home office’s underwriting department, and now managed the
same department of twenty-six underwriters. She was responsible for
more than a billion dollars a year in life insurance applications and
secretly prided herself on being one of the youngest in her position in
the industry. 

She liked and respected her boss, and he rewarded her hard work
with acknowledgment, both verbally and monetarily. Her salary and
production bonuses afforded her a nice two-bedroom, West Side
condo, a late model Acura sedan, nice vacations and her favorite foods
at the local high-end market. Kimberlee never paid attention to the
fact that the long hours, competitive environment, and constant pres-
sure to perform left her exhausted at the end of each week.

Back at the office, Kimberlee was swept up by her work and didn’t
think about Frog Farming for the rest of the day. Then it took three
days’ worth of lunch breaks before she would admit that she could not
think of a single woman she knew—other than her grandmother, and
Karen, whom she didn’t really “know”—who wasn’t a Frog Farmer. 
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But the idea that women might affect how men treated them
would not go away, and the more she thought about it, the more her
curiosity grew. Finally, on Friday, she carefully weighed the benefits
against the risks (if only they made an actuarial table for this, she
thought), phoned her grandmother, and smoothly maneuvered herself
an invitation to a late lunch on Sunday.

K

Balancing nine-month-old Sarah on her hip, Melissa stepped over
Brad’s tractor and picked up the phone on the fourth ring. “Hello?” she
said cheerfully, trying to sound calm.

“Pretending again, huh?” she heard Kimberlee ask on the other
end of the phone.

“Well, Kimmie,” she replied with a chuckle, “even if I can’t fool
you, Scott will never know the chaos I manage to reel in before he
gets home every night. You know how freaked out he gets at any sign
of disorganization.”

“My hat is off to you, Mel,” Kimberlee said in a passable John
Wayne imitation. Then, reverting to her normal voice, she said seri-
ously, “I don’t think I could ever pull off what you do every day.”

“Thanks,” Melissa said, “I am glad you appreciate it. When you
have some rug rats of your own, I’ll give you my hottest tips on raising
three children and maintaining sanity at the same time.”

She heard Kimberlee laugh. “Let me get a husband first, okay?
Speaking of which, who is this Mr. Adorable you want me to meet?”

This was a normal routine for Kimberlee and Melissa. Classmates
in junior high, they were each other’s oldest and dearest friend. At
fourteen, they shared fantasies of marrying boys named Gregory and
Harlan and having two perfect children. At fifteen, they added suc-
cessful business careers and changing the world. At sixteen, Melissa
explained French kissing to Kimberlee—in detail—grossing her out
and sending them both into fits of giggles.
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Now, at thirty-one, they sometimes joked that between them they
had the life they had imagined: Melissa had the husband and perfect
children and Kimberlee was successful in business. They weren’t sure
yet who was going to change the world, or how. But they could still
send each other into fits of giggles, and each counted the other’s
friendship among the best things in their lives.

Getting to the point, Melissa answered Kimberlee’s question, “Mr.
Adorable is a new guy in Scott’s office who came home for dinner last
week. Barry is cute and single and I told him about you. He wants to
meet you, and I told him I would invite you to the company picnic on
Sunday. What do you say? Can you come?”

She heard Kimberlee humming softly and tunelessly, a habit her
friend had when she had a difficult decision to make. “Actually,”
Kimberlee said, “I’m busy on Sunday with something kinda important.”

“Oh, what are you doing?” Melissa asked, now curious.
Melissa listened on her cordless headset, gathering toys while

Kimberlee told her about going to the seminar with Linda Shapiro,
about Linda’s trouble-making remark and the seminar leader’s reply
about being a Frog Farmer. She was surprised that Kimberlee took the
remark personally, since she didn’t think Kimberlee was remotely like
the ball-busting Linda. 

Melissa asked, “Are you sure Frog Farming applies to you? Isn’t
that taking a lot on yourself that is really the fault of men?” 

Melissa waited while her friend thought about her question. After
seventeen years, she knew how Kimberlee thought through everything
very carefully. There was no use pressuring her to respond before she
was ready. 

Finally, Kimberlee said, “I understand how it might seem that way.
But, honestly, I want as much control over my own life as I can pos-
sibly have. That may sound terrible, but if I can change how men treat
me, then it’s worth looking into. And that is just what I’m going to do.”

Kimberlee went on to tell Melissa about her planned visit with her
grandmother. When Kimberlee said that her grandmother was the
only non-Frog Farmer she could think of, Melissa knew she was
included in that and it made her uncomfortable. She let the comment
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pass and wished her friend luck. She promised to give Barry her phone
number and used little Sarah’s tired whining as an excuse to end the
call quickly.

As she finished straightening up the family room, Melissa thought
about Frog Farming. She remembered the early days with Scott.
Although Scott was six years older, they met while both of them were
in their junior year of college. While they were overwhelmed with
classes and course work, they were also very much in love. She thought
about how romantic he was, even though he couldn’t afford anything
as extravagant as flowers or dinner out. She still had the poems he
wrote to her, and the little stuffed animals he gave her.

They got married two weeks after graduation. Melissa had her
degree in child development and was going after her teaching creden-
tial. Scott graduated with a degree in accounting and went to work for
one of the big firms. 

With Scott’s eighty-hour workweek, they had more money but
even less time than before. Still, they managed things like picnics in
the backyard at midnight, lying on their backs on a blanket, counting
the stars and then making love under them.

Then John Patrick was born and Bradley Scott followed four years
later. That was when things began to change significantly. Thinking
about it, Melissa thought they must be highly fertile to manage having
Sarah Jayne just two years later. She had lost track of how many days
and sometimes weeks passed between having sex. Now she always
thought of it as having sex, not making love. 

Melissa tried to tell herself it was just what happened to mature
couples. But as she thought about Kimberlee and Frog Farming, she
wondered if she had anything to do with Scott’s lack of romantic ini-
tiative. Heck, lack of initiative period, she thought—except where his
accounting practice was concerned. It seemed like she had to nag him
to do anything around the house—whether it was in the kitchen, in the
backyard, or in the bedroom didn’t seem to make a difference.

Melissa hated to acknowledge how much she resented the way
things had become between them. Scott was her children’s father and
her fellow parent, but for a while now it had seemed like that was all
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he was. She sadly admitted that she sorely missed her best friend and
her lover. He had definitely changed. 

But she hadn’t changed him, had she? Thinking again of women
who turn Princes into Frogs, she wondered aloud, “But if I have
changed him…maybe I could change him back!”

Impulsively, Melissa picked up the phone and speed-dialed
Kimberlee’s number. She got the answering machine. Trying to sound
casual, and knowing she could never fool her friend, she said, “Hey,
Kim, let me know what happens with your Grandmother, okay,
sweetie? I’ll be home with the kids Monday night. It’s Scott’s pool
night. And I’ll tell Barry to call you real soon. ’Bye.”

K

Driving from Santa Monica out to the San Gabriel foothills on that
clear Sunday afternoon, Kimberlee rehearsed the conversation with
her grandmother. It appeared difficult to ask a seventy-seven-year-old
woman for her advice about men, and manage to seem cool and con-
fident at the same time. She finally decided to tell her about being a
Frog Farmer and see how it went from there. 

Pulling up to her grandparents’ familiar white-trimmed gray house
with its stone columns and wraparound porch, Kimberlee felt nervous
and excited. She hoped her grandmother actually knew something
about men that Kimberlee could be taught. What if her grandmother
was just born different? What if it was just the Grace Kelly gene at
work again?
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Claudia could tell by her fidgeting, and the way Kimberlee picked
at her lunch, that her granddaughter wanted to talk about something
important. After eating with Burt in the dining room, the two of them
moved their iced tea to the carved mahogany table in her garden.
Claudia observed that Kimberlee was so nervous she didn’t even notice
her favorite flowers were in bloom, or that her grandfather had clum-
sily excused himself to his workshop. After a long silence, which
Claudia pretended was normal, Kimberlee began telling her about the
seminar, Linda’s challenge, and the speaker’s response. Claudia kept an
open expression on her face, silently encouraging the younger woman
to continue. With each word, Claudia became more hopeful.

Concluding her story, Kimberlee said cautiously, “I’ve thought
about it a lot and I’m certain that I am a Frog Farmer. I am also pretty
certain that you are not.” 

Claudia gave her a small smile, further crinkling the wrinkled cor-
ners of eyes the same bright, clear blue as Kimberlee’s. She said simply,
“You are right, my dear, I am not a Frog Farmer.” 

Then she added, lowering her voice to control the emotion it
would reveal, “And I am glad you noticed.”

Kimberlee leaned toward her eagerly, “What makes you different?
Were you born this way? Do you know something the rest of us don’t?”

Claudia spoke slowly, choosing her words with care. She replied,
“No, I wasn’t born this way…Yes, I do know many things about men
that most women do not know. I also have a very different point of view
about men. All of this was taught to me by my mother.”

Kimberlee seemed even more eager. She asked, “How did your
mother know?”

Claudia studied her beloved granddaughter’s face for a long
moment, seeing both her real interest and barely hidden anxiety. She
said, “For more than five hundred years, the women in our family
have been studying men very carefully. Each generation validates and
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adds to the entire body of knowledge. Then it is passed on from
mother to daughter.”

As Claudia expected, her granddaughter was shocked. Kimberlee
exclaimed, “But if that’s true, how come Myra never taught me any-
thing special about men?” 

Claudia’s expression turned sad. “Because,” she said, “your mother
doesn’t know… She didn’t want to know.” 

“But how could she not want to know?” Kimberlee asked. 
Claudia explained patiently, “You already know by the spelling of

your name, by having your mother’s last name, and by your mother’s
insistence that you call her by her first name, instead of “Mom” or
“Mother,” that Myra is anything but traditional. What you don’t realize
is that your mother came of age at a time when women were angry and
resentful toward men.” 

Kimberlee frowned in dismay. Claudia continued, “Men were
blamed, as they are today, for just about everything women no longer
accepted. Men were considered the enemy. It was unfashionable to
want to understand them. And many women were busy proving they
didn’t need men. Your mother was, and still is, one of them.”

Claudia could sense Kimberlee making connections to how her
single mother had behaved all the young woman’s life. 

Claudia watched Kimberlee keenly as she continued, “No matter
what I said, your mother was threatened by the way I think about and
approach men. She could not imagine that it is possible for men and
women to be powerful at the same time. She always thought it had to
be one or the other.”

The last statement seemed to both confuse and intrigue Kimberlee. 
Finally, tilting her head to one side, Kimberlee asked, “How come

you didn’t tell Myra what you know anyway?”
Claudia pressed her lips together ruefully and replied solemnly, “It

doesn’t work that way. You cannot force this kind of knowledge on
anyone. At the very least, they have to be open to a new point of view,
and interested in a deeper understanding of both men and women.
Ideally, they want it so much they would do anything for it.” 
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Then Claudia added, her face brightening with affection and a
mischievous twinkle in her eyes, “Like risking the terrible awkward-
ness of talking about romance with an old woman.” 

K

Burt watched his wife and granddaughter from the window of his
workshop. He was tickled by the resemblance between these two lovely
women. He could tell by their body language that it was going well. 

When she received Kimberlee’s strange phone call, his wife had
hoped that their granddaughter was finally coming to ask about men.
Claudia had been waiting for years—sometimes patiently, sometimes
with tearful self-restraint—for the opportunity to pass on to Kimberlee
her family’s extraordinary knowledge. Their daughter Myra’s failed
relationships—and her final disdain of men altogether—had nearly
broken Claudia’s heart. When Kimberlee’s marriage ended, Claudia
regretted not having saved her granddaughter that pain; but, in truth,
she knew she could not have. 

Beyond what Claudia had taught him last year, Burt did not under-
stand exactly what his wife’s special knowledge was. He did know that
he had always felt completely loved, appreciated, and truly under-
stood. This had inspired him for over fifty years to do everything he
could to give his wife what she needed and make her happy. He felt
privileged to be married to her and was still more deeply in love with
her than he had thought possible.

Having little experience before meeting Claudia, for the first few
years of their courtship, Burt didn’t notice that Claudia was different
from other women. He first suspected something when, while playing
bridge, one of the other women sharply criticized her husband. Burt’s
friend had been having a grand time but seem to shrink under the
attack. Burt noticed that while the other women looked pleased,
Claudia looked pained. 

He became sure his wife was unusual when he returned from the
War to Claudia and little Max. Like other young women during that
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time, Claudia had been working in a munitions factory while her own
mother watched the children. Enjoying the independence of earning
their own paychecks, many women resented their husband’s insistence
that they give up their jobs after the War. 

In contrast, Claudia happily returned to nurturing him, raising
their son, and keeping their home. When asked why she did not object
like the others, Claudia told him, “Darling, working in the war effort
was exciting in a way that housework and cooking and child-rearing
could never be. It was hard and repetitive, but each day I accom-
plished something tangible—that wasn’t instantly eaten or dirtied!”
She laughed, and then said seriously, “Honestly, it was fun and even
exhilarating. And I think that always happens when you get to do some-
thing important.” She smiled with satisfaction. “But my presence here
for you boys is priceless. And I know the difference.”

Burt smiled at the memory and decided now would be a good time
to get those dowels he needed from the lumberyard. He stopped by
their spot in Claudia’s garden on his way out. “Sweetheart,” he said,
“I’m making a quick trip to the lumberyard. Do you ladies need any-
thing while I’m out?”

His wife smiled up at him. “No, thank you, honey,” she said. “We
have everything we need.” Then she added, looking up at him wide-
eyed, “Kimberlee has just come over to see about her inheritance.” 

Burt was delighted for both of them. 
Tilting his head forward, he looked Kimberlee right in the eye and

said, emphatically, “Good for you!” Then he walked away, a fresh
bounce in his step, whistling I’m Popeye the Sailor Man.

K

For several long moments, Kimberlee sat speechless and stared at
her hands gripping each other in her lap. Her grandparents’ behavior,
although not completely unprecedented, shocked and amazed her. She
was shaken by the sense that both of them had been waiting for this
moment. For how long? she wondered. 
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She suspected she had stumbled upon a treasure whose value she
could only guess. The hope she felt when she realized she was a Frog
Farmer expanded further. At the same time, she felt fear—the deep-
in-the-gut kind of fear a person experiences when they know the next
step could change their life forever.

She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Gradually, she raised
her head and looked at her grandmother steadily and with a renewed
sense of awe. After a moment, she asked, “Where do we begin?”
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RReeaaddyy  ffoorr  mmoorree??
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“Every moment in our relationships with 

men is an opportunity to be understood 

or to be upset. To create freedom, better 

choices and more satisfaction in your 

relationships with men—and yourself—

I invite you to participate in the 

Celebrating Men, Satisfying Women®

weekend workshop for women.” 
—ALISON ARMSTRONG



CCeelleebbrraattiinngg  MMeenn,,  SSaattiissffyyiinngg  WWoommeenn®®

A weekend workshop for single and 
married women of all ages.

K

TTRRAANNSSFFOORRMM  YYOOUURR  RREELLAATTIIOONNSSHHIIPPSS  WWIITTHH  MMEENN  FFOORREEVVEERR
From wherever you are starting in your relationships with men,
discover a fascinating new way to interpret, think about, and relate
to men so you can make smarter choices and get better results.

x See how, as women, we often turn princes into frogs and 
bring out the worst in men, usually without meaning to

x Discover the source of our frustration with men and adopt a
whole new way to relate to men—a way that naturally brings
out the best in both of us, and sets the Frog Farmer free

x See the men in your life in a whole new light—including
fathers, sons, husbands, men at work, and romantic interests

x Demystify men. Understand why men do what they do

x Learn how to get what you need from them with less effort

x Learn how to have the men around you be more 
communicative with you

x Honor yourself. Feel special about being a woman 

For schedules, locations and registration information, 
visit www.celebratingmen.com or call 800-418-9924.

SSPPEECCIIAALL  OOFFFFEERR
Register online for the Celebrating Men, Satisfying Women®

weekend workshop, and receive a free Amazing Development 
of Men tape—a $12 value. To receive the free tape, choose 
“Keys to the Kingdom” in the How Did You Hear About 
Us field.

http://www.celebratingmen.com
http://www.celebratingmen.com/More%20About%20Celebrating%20Men%20Satisfying%20Women.htm


WWhhaatt  GGrraadduuaatteess  ooff  CCeelleebbrraattiinngg  MMeenn,,
SSaattiissffyyiinngg  WWoommeenn®® SSaayy
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“I learned that I can have everything by having them be who they
are. Ahh! I can relax!”

—GABRIELLE GALVARRO, 32, Mom and Personal Coach, CA

“I feel closer to women, closer to men. My fear of men is gone 
and so is my anger toward them. I feel more powerful in my 
relationships with men.”

—JENNIFER SANDOVAL, 37, Software Manager, CA

“I learned how sensitive and deep men are—way more than I knew
before today. I learned that men love and enjoy women more than
I ever imagined. If you want the truth about men—this is the
place to experience it for yourself.”

—KAREN BALES, 53, Small Business Owner, CA

“It is like men have been a foreign language for me, and now I’ve
learned the vocabulary, the grammar and the syntax. I wish every
woman I know would do this.”

—SUSAN SHAFER, 56, Business Woman in Health and Wellness, NY

“Freedom is all I can say! This has been the most profound 
conversation about men I have ever engaged in. I’ve learned 
to listen to a man so I can learn how to show him the world
through my eyes.”

—STACEE KAUFMAN, 37, Interior Designer, LA

“I see how much wasted energy and life force has been squandered
on the battle of the sexes! This workshop is the “real thing”.”

—JUDY BELLE, 59, Sculptor, NY

“I feel that I can be “Me” and I’ll be loved and appreciated for it.
Wow!”

—CHRISTINE HOWARD, 41, Life Coach, CA



MMeenn  PPrraaiissee  GGrraadduuaatteess  ooff  
CCeelleebbrraattiinngg  MMeenn,,  SSaattiissffyyiinngg  WWoommeenn®®
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“You are making the lives of the men who know the women in
your courses sparkle. Every graduate I know is a pleasure to be
with. They all seem to love men and have an ease about them
which is wonderful to experience.” 

—STEVE ALEXANDER, 56, Investor, CA

“Since doing the workshop, my wife has developed a sixth sense
about when and how it’s safe to interrupt, how to listen intently
and effectively, and how to be the best friend I’ve ever had. She
also asks me for what she wants, tells me what she needs, and is
ecstatic and grateful when I deliver.”

—MICHAEL FRIEDLANDER, 55, Software Sales Executive, NJ

“I’ve had the pleasure of having my wife, co-workers and friends 
all do the PAX programs. I’ve never felt so appreciated and 
understood, which in turn allows me to provide much more 
to all of them. I don’t know what you do there—but please 
continue the good work! All of us men are very grateful.”

—DAVID GRAF, 40, President & CEO, NJ

“Since my wife took the workshop I don’t feel like I have to 
prove myself anymore. She stopped trying to fix or change me.
Interestingly enough, my career has been flourishing since then.
I’m also glad to see that she feels like she’s getting what she 
needs. She’s happier than ever.”

—TODD BENTON, 38, Director of Corporate Communications, CA

“Being with women who have done the “Celebrating Men,
Satisfying Workshop” is to be deeply understood, lovingly 
cherished and completely listened to.”

—BILL ECAY, 36, Business Owner / Advertising and Design, NY



MMaakkee  PPeeaaccee  wwiitthh  MMeenn
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PAX, our company name, is Latin for peace. And that’s exactly
what you receive from participating in our workshops: peace in
your relationships with men. Peace through: 

PPAARRTTNNEERRSSHHIIPP being on the same side or team.

AADDOORRAATTIIOONN giving and receiving love, devotion, and respect.

XXTTAASSYY experiencing joy and delight. 

PAX is passionate about altering our society’s culture by 
transforming how women relate to men. 

Our company co-founder, Alison Armstrong, has studied men
since 1991. Celebrating Men, Satisfying Women® and our 
graduate workshops are the result of her insights. With a blend 
of humor, surprise and delight, PAX workshops lead you from 
confusion, frustration and resentment to understanding, 
appreciation and intimacy.

Our in-depth method allows you to see men from a completely 
different perspective. The success of our approach is based on
understanding men and eliminating the need to manipulate them.

Since 1995 we’ve taught thousands of women how to communi-
cate and partner successfully with husbands, boyfriends, fathers,
brothers, sons, coworkers, friends and lovers.

http://www.celebratingmen.com/Are%20You%20A%20Frog%20Farmer.htm
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TTHHEE  AAMMAAZZIINNGG  DDEEVVEELLOOPPMMEENNTT  OOFF  MMEENN  AAUUDDIIOOTTAAPPEE
If you would like a concise description of the Stages of
Development, plus the most common mistakes to avoid—
all in less than an hour—order the Amazing Development 
of Men on audiotape!

Available at www.celebratingmen.com

PPAAXX  EE--NNEEWWSSLLEETTTTEERR  AANNDD  UUPPDDAATTEESS
Keeping the Peace is a free electronic newsletter and update 
available to everyone. Once each month, fascinating articles 
about men and women are written by Alison Armstrong, creator 
of the Celebrating Men, Satisfying Women® workshop. Periodically,
updates are sent to subscribers about new programs and new 
products available to PAX graduates and their friends. This is also 
the best way to be the first to find out about future books offered
by PAX. 

Subscribe free at www.celebratingmen.com/
Keeping_The_Peace.htm

You can also download back issues covering a wide range of topics,
such as:

x Before You Buy the Bikini, Understand What the Bikini 
Will Buy You

x Never Be Ignored By A Man Again

x Learning to Handle Your Own Fire Is Better Than Putting 
It Out 

And many more...

http://www.celebratingmen.com/Keeping_The_Peace.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/The%20Amazing%20Development%20of%20Men.htm


SSppeecciiaall  EEvveennttss
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Understand Men 101 offers a fun and enlightening sampling
from each of our workshops. This 3-hour event includes how to
study men, the effects of attraction, femininity and how men
respond to it, plus how to listen to men to create intimacy and
connection. Expect to feel better about yourself and more 
confident with men.

Transforming the Frog Farmer is the first three hours of
Celebrating Men, Satisfying Women® and teaches a fascinating
new way to interpret, think about and relate to men. Uncover the
root cause of our frustration and disappointment with men. Make
sense of some of their most annoying behaviors. Stop turning
Princes into Frogs!

LLIIMMIITTEEDD  AAVVAAIILLAABBIILLIITTYY  
To view the schedule and purchase tickets for these events, go to
www.celebratingmen.com/specialevents.htm.

GGRRAADDUUAATTEE  WWOORRKKSSHHOOPPSS
Our curriculum for graduates of the Celebrating Men, Satisfying
Women® workshop includes: 

x Celebrating Women: Regarding Ecstasy & Power 

x Celebrating Men & Marriage 

x Celebrating Men & Sex 

x Group and Private Coaching Programs

These workshops and programs build on the foundation of 
Celebrating Men, Satisfying Women® to create freedom, better 
choices and more satisfaction in your relationships with men—
and yourself. 

To learn more, go to www.celebratingmen.com/graduate.htm

http://www.celebratingmen.com/specialevents.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/graduate.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/celebratingwomen.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/menandmarriage.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/menandsex.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/coaching.htm


IIss  iitt  ttiimmee  ttoo  ttrraannssffoorrmm  
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Visit our web site at www.celebratingmen.com for more 
information, articles about men, workshop schedules, and to 
register online.

OR call us today at 1-800-418-9924

PAX Programs Incorporated
P.O. Box 56373
Sherman Oaks, CA 91413
Phone: (818) 385-0655
(800) 418-9924
www.celebratingmen.com

NNOO  CCHHAARRGGEE  FFOORR  RREEPPOORRTTIINNGG  MMIIRRAACCLLEESS!!
If the information in this book changed your life, we’d love 
to know. Email miracles@celebratingmen.com

http://www.celebratingmen.com
http://www.celebratingmen.com
mailto:miracles@celebratingmen.com
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Quick Links
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How can I know if Celebrating Men, Satisfying Women is for me?
Click above for more information on the Celebrating Men, Satisfying

Women Workshop, including our “Is this for me?” Quiz.

K

Click here to view our scheduled Special Events.

K

Click here to purchase bound copies of Keys to Kingdom.

K

Click here to subscribe to our Free E-Newsletter, 
Keeping the Peace, and download back issues.

K

Are you a Frog Farmer? We can help! 
Click here to read the original Frog Farmer Story.

K

Click here to visit our Home Page.

K

Click here for more information 
about PAX Programs Incorporated.

K

Click here to Contact Us.

http://www.celebratingmen.com/More%20About%20Celebrating%20Men%20Satisfying%20Women.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/specialevents.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/keys.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/Keeping_The_Peace.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/Keeping_The_Peace.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/Are%20You%20A%20Frog%20Farmer.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com
http://www.celebratingmen.com/aboutus.htm
http://www.celebratingmen.com/contactus.htm
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Keys to the Kingdom“The principles woven throughout Keys to the Kingdom
have the power to transform your relationships with 
men — ALL men! Read, reflect, reframe…and be 
prepared for miracles with men!”

— BJ Gallagher, Author of Everything I Need 
To Know I Learned From Other Women

Claudia Lambert is an elderly woman with an 
unusual history: her family has been studying men
and their behavior for five hundred years. Karen
Trevini is a school teacher struggling in her nineteen
year marriage. A chance encounter between these
two women leads to an extraordinary exchange of 
information that transforms Karen's relationship 
to all men, and changes her husband‘s life forever.

Alison Armstrong is the creator of the 
nationally recognized Celebrating Men,
Satisfying Women® workshop. Thousands 
of women, single and married, have 
benefited from her exceptional 
understanding of men and their behavior.

www.celebratingmen.com 

http://www.celebratingmen.com
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