Advice to the other woman — Tammy Swofford
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Over 20,000 acorns/emails have fallen from an American general’s tree. Each one will be examined for impropriety and lack of judgment

Long before Benjamin Franklin was embroiled in affairs of state, he meddled with affairs of the heart. His 1745 letter, “Advice to a Young Man on the Choice of a Mistress”, is both a wicked satire and a homespun tale. I have a great sense of humour, and therefore, I am able to cordon Franklin’s ‘advice’ outside the greater issues of immorality and adultery.

During the past few days, my nation has been quite shaken by the fall from grace of a powerful and respected man. To my own detriment, I have descended into the world of conspiracy theory with each additional tidbit of news. I engage in this shoddy dialogue with an equally humorous friend. But at the end of the day and after each exploitive headline, we are discussing both information and intentional disinformation with no real access to facts. We lack eyewitness first-person accounts. We do not know whether a man had to be publicly dirtied to tarnish his stellar reputation prior to the full Benghazi investigation. We do not have access to a female military reservist’s laptop to determine what appears to be an extensive breach of chain of custody for sensitive documents. As the story of General Petraeus and Paula Broadwell implodes, two family trees, and another mighty military oak is shaken. Falling from the branches is a beautiful Lebanese socialite with high ties within the US military. She is also beginning to leave a noticeable whiff of possible foreign agency and influence pandering. Over 20,000 acorns/emails have fallen from an American general’s tree. Each one will be examined for impropriety and lack of judgment.

The Petraeus affair has taken a revolting turn. There are digital discussions regarding the physical appearance of Mrs Petraeus with comparisons to the mistress, Mrs Broadwell. Having steered clear of writing about this topic, the subtle assignation of guilt toward the victim causes me to move forward now in my own pithy manner. Let me give a bit of advice to the ‘other woman’. I am not a witty Benjamin Franklin entertaining his male colleagues, but I do have a decent brain inside my skull.

November 23, 2012.

Dear ‘Other Woman’,

As you embark on a clear path to bed the husband of another woman, it seems good to offer a bit of advice. There is no need to leap wholeheartedly off the emotional cliff. These things must be calculated properly. Success is never guaranteed. And as in all things in life, disaster can come shortly on the heels of any given success. Life is a drama! Your own life will now be more dramatic in that shadow-laden moonscape of an illicit affair.

First of all, it is important to gain an unfair advantage when scouting the terrain. Seek out a man who is old enough to be your biological father. Naturally, he must also have a wife who is his chronological equal. Who the hell knows what you will look like in 20 years? You might already be in the throes of considering your own fading youth. The fairy godmother of beauty is replaced by an evil elf with a dirty bag of aging tricks. A decade can make a difference for any of us. But at this moment in time you can offer a drink from the fountain of youth. Your hair is not yet streaked with grey. Your face will not sport the laugh lines that crinkle around your eyes at about the age of 50. You retain confidence in your allure and you will be an ornamental beauty in the eyes of your lover.

After launching into the maiden voyage of the affair, it is good to speak kindly and in vague terms regarding the wife of your lover. She is the mother of his children. She is capable, steady, and hardworking. These are neutral values — they do not evoke passion. It must never be mentioned that the wife was beautiful in her own way when she was younger; that she remains beautiful in some regard today. The wife of his youth may remain the faithful companion for his later years. But for now, he remains in your grip.

Be careful not to mention the words “our future” to the man with whom you are entangled. There is no future, really. There is only now. The minutes tick away. There is wine and roses. There might be romantic dinners and sex on the beach. A weekend trip to an exotic archeological marvel may await. But then, the telephone rings. His wife calls. You hear her voice, exasperation in the background. The toilet is backed up. His son just wrecked the car. Or perhaps his sister has decided to fly in for a visit. You only have this moment in time. Rare are the opportunities for a future. Live only for the present. Make the memories while you can. They will be the embers with which you will warm your own hands in 20 years.

Keep your eyes open and be a good scout. Deep down in your heart the truth is there. If he cheated with you, he will cheat with someone else. Look in the mirror. Are you pretty...today? Have you gained an unsightly 10 pounds? Does he seem disinterested in what you are saying? And what was that perfume the other lady was wearing? Did his gaze turn ever so slightly away from you as the woman at the adjacent table bent to pick up her napkin? Too much cleavage? Did their eyes make an emotional connection? You remember the day you saw the flicker of the wolf to match the bleating of the available lamb. These are the thoughts that can torment as the affair moves along. Brush them to the back of your mind.

But most of all, you must be strong. Do not allow yourself to entertain thoughts of the wife nor the children should the affair be exposed. They will shed many tears. But shouldn’t they understand? You will also shed many tears. In silence, alone, utterly bereft.
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