
Hey there, guys!  Welcome to another pulse-pounding edition of the weekly Youth lesson.  It’s 
almost Valentine’s Day, do you guys have any plans for it?  Maybe a Zoom date, eating an entire 
box of chocolates by yourself, watching a romantic movie, etc.?  Valentine’s Day is actually Jarrod’s 
birthday, so we actually just celebrate that instead.  Plus, I view Valentine’s Day as a capitalist ploy 
to leverage our romantic feelings against us in order to rake in billions, so it’s not something I really 
celebrate, anyway.  Wow, that got heavy fast, sorry about that.  Speaking of Jarrod, I’m actually 
going to turn today’s lesson over to him.  The reason I’m going to do that is because today’s lesson 
is dealing with something he has first-hand knowledge of and is, overall, more familiar with the 
workings of it that I am, and that topic is Toxic Masculinity.  It’s a word that you’ve probably heard 
before in the last number of years, and you may even have an understanding of it, but I wanted 
Jarrod to give his account of it.  So, without further ado, here’s Jarrod. 
 
When I was growing up, my dad was my hero.  He was strong, he was manly, he was a hard worker, 
he knew a lot about fixing everything, he could talk to anyone, he always had a hundred jokes to tell, 
he liked to wrestle with me and my brothers, he would take us hunting and fishing, and he worked at 
the local TV stations and knew all of the people on the news broadcasts.  He even had his own 
shows on TV for a while, a small segment at noon and, later, a 30 minute show on Sunday evenings 
on one of the channels, KLBK if I remember correctly.  Point is, he was a larger than life figure to me 
and I thought he was the coolest.  Sure, he and my mom would argue, but I didn’t really pay much 
attention to that, nor did I pay much attention to the things he said to others, all that mattered was 
that he was my cool dad.  As I got older, though, pieces of the facade started to flake away.  I 
noticed more and more how he would mock my mother for being “so emotional” and call her crazy. 
How he saw “good” women as ones who could keep their emotions “under control” and wasn’t just 
some “damn crazy woman”.  How he would attempt to insult another man (including me and my 
brothers) by telling them that they were acting “just like a ******* woman”.  I still didn’t fully 
comprehend what was going on and, since it was my dad saying these things, they must be right 
and proper, it must be a normal, correct view of the world.  Things only got worse from there. 
 
I started to notice how my dad actively dissuaded us from “being emotional”, aka displaying any 
emotion other than happy or angry.  Crying was what women did.  If we cried, he did little to nothing 
to comfort us and would relegate that to mom, and if he cried, he would profusely apologize for 
acting like a “wuss”, even if it was due to a death in the family.  I remember one time, I broke my arm 
at a water park and was crying because, well, it really hurt, and dad held me close while my mom 
called the hospital and talked to the water park people.  Instead of comforting me, however, he kept 
telling me to “Stop crying” or he would “give me something to cry about”.  I was about 10 or 11, and 
he was worried about how embarrassing it would be to have people see his son crying!  So it was 
pretty well ingrained in us that men do NOT show emotion, that we are supposed to be Spock-level 
“logic and reason” machines, and that shows of emotion were for women, and we wouldn’t want to 
be anything like THEM, right?  Especially when he warped our view of women with statements like 
“Women are just crazy” or “The smartest woman in the world is only half as smart as the dumbest 
man in the world” and other hateful things.  Also being told that we shouldn’t come to him for 
emotional issues because he wasn’t a “Babysitter for someone’s emotions”, that he wasn’t a 
shoulder to cry on, and if someone wasn’t interested in having their problems “fixed”, that they just 
needed someone to listen and provide some empathy, they needed to go look elsewhere.  Probably 
to a woman, because their main functions, according to him, were to nurture children (without turning 
them into feminine pansies), make food, and have babies.  



 
My dad had a lot more problematic words, views, and actions I could get into (I could probably write 
a book about it, turns out he was and probably still is a terrible person), but he’s thankfully not a part 
of my life anymore.  Instead, I wanted to focus on the parts of his personality that personified the 
concept of Toxic Masculinity.  It’s the idea that men are superior to women in all ways (and women 
just need to accept that, to not do so makes you crazy, uppity, and all sorts of other unsavory 
words), men don’t show any emotions other than happy, hungry, angry, and attracted to women 
(who need to be grateful for the male attention), that empathy is worthless and that all problems just 
need to be “fixed”, and that a male not acting in a “manly” (aka hyper masculine) way is shameful 
and worthy of ridicule.  It’s something I once believed in whole-heartedly and have spent at least the 
last decade trying to rid myself of, and I still struggle with it, though Kristin is an awesome partner 
and has really helped me with it.  I still have trouble expressing emotion, opting instead to just 
“shove it down”, not acknowledge pain, and basically act like a robot through all manner of 
situations.  Heck, when I go to funerals for people I love, I still have to fight the urge to hide my tears 
and find a private place to cry later out of fear that letting other people see me cry makes me look 
like a fool.  Empathy is something I have to work hard to achieve.  I still sometimes, for a brief 
moment, look down on women displaying any sort of emotion.  I have to remind myself that having 
emotions and displaying them is a healthy part of the human experience for EVERY human, not just 
for one specific gender.  I have to give myself permission to be sad or excited, and I have to 
convince myself that it doesn’t make me weak if I cry pretty much every time I feel the need to.  It’s 
an upbringing that has caused a lot of lasting damage, and is something that I’ll probably be fighting 
with for many more years to come.  
 
Worst part is, I’m not alone in this.  My brothers, for example, turned to drugs and have been in and 
out of jail because they have no real idea of how to deal with their inner pain.  Millions of boys in 
America and across the world have been raised this way, and it’s an attitude that keeps being 
renewed and passed down to future generations.  Millions of boys are being raised to actively not 
deal with their emotions, leading to unhealthy individuals who lash out in violent, dangerous ways 
because they weren’t taught how to do it otherwise.  Millions of boys who look down on women, see 
them as “lesser than”, as sub-human, and can therefore justify violence and cruelty toward them. 
Millions of boys who are taught to actively not behave like a normal human because they AREN’T 
just human.  They are men, and they’d better act like it if they know what’s good for them.  And it’s 
an insidious thing, because most boys don’t realize that this is all wrong, that they’re being 
indoctrinated into something unhealthy.  They see it as “normal”, just like I did, because it’s their 
male role models telling them that it’s the “right” way to live.  Society is shifting SLOWLY away from 
this mentality, kicking and screaming the whole way, and we all have to do our part to help stem this 
tide.  At your age, you can help by stopping bullying toward boys who are seen as “girly” and 
encouraging them that being “girly” is a perfectly acceptable way to live.  As you get older, especially 
if you end up with children of their own, teach them to embrace ALL aspects of their humanity, not 
just the “man approved” aspects, and don’t allow your partner to say anything different.  Leave them 
if you have to.  This whole thing isn’t just harmful to boys, it’s also very harmful to girls, or really any 
“non-male” group who ends up being seen as sub-human due to not displaying “man approved” 
traits and is then opened up to verbal and/or physical abuse.  It is our duty to spread the idea of 
respecting all life, and it starts with showing people that it’s okay to respect yourself and every bit of 
what makes you human.  Thank you for your time, I hope this wasn’t too much of a bummer, and I 
hope you guys have an awesome week. 


