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This flyer is aimed partly at women, so that they understand why 

masculists are so angry at fluffie parasites and fluffie feminist 

hypocrites. It relates my negative experiences with women 

(femaliens) so that women reading this can begin to understand 

where this particular masculist learned his masculist anger and 

hatred from. 

There are millions, probably billions of similar stories, as men 

have been shafted/screwed/robbed/abused/enslaved etc by 

women. Now that men have the internet, they are talking to each 

other, swapping war stories of their horrible experiences with 

women, leading to the realization, that “It’s not just me. The 

type of things that happened to me are structural, built into our 



current gender roles, and even worse, due to the very evolved 

nature of women, so a political men’s movement is needed to 

change the gender role expectations of women regarding men, 

and to menfair the gender laws, because in today’s world, men 

are getting royally screwed, which is generating such hatred in 

men, that if things don’t change, there will be a sex war, in 

which gender politicians will be assassinated, 1000s of feminazi 

divorce lawyers and judges will be murdered, and masculist 

soldiers will go out into the streets and simply shoot feminazi 

vermin, who indirectly are wiping out whole populations, due to 

fluffie feminist hypocrite takeover of the divorce courts, making 

them so toxic for males, that in many countries, 2/3 of young 

men now refuse to marry, reject paternity (the huge issue) and 

spend their money on themselves, freeing themselves from man 

slavery to the hated fluffie parasites. 

You can hear the anger in the above words. This is typical of 

millions of masculists and MGTOWs (men going their own 

way) who are rebelling against the traditional role of being a 

manslave to women, against being seen by fluffie parasites as 

cash machines, who exist on this earth to pay for women to have 

babies. 

This flyer recounts my own story, of how I ended up an angry 

hateful masculist, lashing out at fluffie parasites and learning to 

hate the fluffie feminist hypocrites who are now indirectly, 

genociders, who have to be stopped, with bullets if necessary. 



I’ll start with the first woman in my life, i.e. my mother, my 

shitty, shrewish mother. When I was 18, I had such a bad 

relationship with my mother, that my father, who had good 

judgement and was fair, had to speak with me. I told him I had 

no respect for my own mother, whom I saw as utterly hysterical, 

irrational, illogical, and a lot dumber than me. I just couldn’t 

take the silly woman seriously. She was too dumb for my father, 

and extremely hypergamous. She latched on to the then rather 

famous name of “de Garis” made famous by my father’s uncle, 

who was daily in the news for his business and publicity 

exploits. 

When he died, the newspapers had a headline, that was inches 

high - “C.J. Dead.”  All Australians knew who C.J. was, so no 

surname was needed. My mother latched on to the name of my 

father, and my father being utterly sexually naïve, married the 

first woman to wiggle her twot at him. It was a very unhappy 

marriage. My mother thought my father was not ambitious 

enough and nagged him to death, always fighting about money. 

I grew up with this fluffie parasite injustice, i.e. women 

expecting men to earn the money, and not bothering to get off 

their own parasitic arses and become FIPs, to test their own 

adequacies or inadequacies in the market place. My mother had 

3 kids, so could have had a career, but instead ,as was the norm 

in the 50s and 60s, was a housewife, living her own career 

vicariously through her husband, who in time, due to his innate 

ability, did rise and rise in his career and status over the years. 



This very negative experience burned into me an utter hatred 

towards manslavery by fluffie parasites. I will not look twice at 

a woman who is not a FIP now. Fluffies are vermin to me, 

immoral, parasitic, manslaving vermin, to be wiped out, by 

being punished by not getting a man, being forced to rot on the 

shelf, by men totally ignoring them, not even pumping and 

dumping them. 

I escaped from my mother a few months later by going to 

university. Since then, I have used my own mother as an anti-

model, i.e. as the type of woman I would NEVER get involved 

with. 

The next main woman in my life was my first wife. We met on 

the boat sailing from Australia, my first of seven countries, to 

the UK, where I lived long enough to take out UK citizenship. 

The first five years there, before the kids came, were happy. My 

4 years living in Cambridge, UK, were probably the happiest of 

my life. She was nurturative, sexy and a good companion, but 

she was still largely a fluffie. She didn’t study math at high 

school, and so was eliminated from studying most of the topics 

she wanted to study at London University. 

I remember being with her at the career councilor’s office, with 

him telling her, “No, you cant study this, you cant study that, 

because you didn’t study math at high school. She ended up 

studying philosophy, which was economically useless in the real 

world economy, so when the kids came, I was virtually forced 

into the breadwinner role, because I had real computer skills that 



I had taught myself. That was before the days of formal 

computer science courses at universities. 

In the mid-70s,  when we had 2 kids, it did not occur to me to 

question the father role. It was unconscious, unquestioned. It 

was just something one did, as part of one’s life path. It did not 

really start to impact hard on me, that this coming baby was 

going to sharply change my life. I felt resentful that society did 

not warn young men about the hazards of fatherhood, and being 

the sole breadwinner, while the mother sat on her fat parasitic 

arse, raising HER kids in a house that HE paid for. 

I hated being in the sole breadwinner role, doing a job I largely 

hated, just to get good money to keep the whole family afloat. 

I would do the same damn thing every day, commute to work, 

do a boring day’s work, in a field I had no real heart nor 

inclination for, come home, play with the kids, bath them, read 

them stories, chat with my adult conversation starved wife, fuck 

her, then go to sleep, and the whole thing started all over again 

the next day. 

I felt my soul dying. I had no time for me, my own development. 

I felt I was locked into a financial cage, so that this female, this 

woman I married, could have the kids she wanted paid for. The 

marriage soured, and eventually we returned to Oz, under an 

ultimatum that she set upon me. I hated Australia as a young 

man, for its anti-intellectualism (i.e. sageism) and did not want 

to return there, after having become quadrilingual (English, 



French, Dutch, German) in Europe. After 3 days back in Oz, I 

realized that my decision to return with her to keep the family 

intact, had been one of the biggest mistakes of my life, so after 

saving up a bit, I left her and her kids after 6 months and 

returned alone to my beloved Europe. 

I then met a Belgian woman, who was 10 years older than I was, 

who was quite happy to have a man again in her life. She 

already had grown kids, so did not want any more. I certainly 

didn’t want kids again, so that marriage wasn’t too bad. For 

most of the relationship, we just lived together, and really only 

married for visa reasons, because after I got a PhD at Brussels 

University, I then got a postdoc in Japan, so we married so that 

she could follow me to Japan. 

Although that marriage wasn’t too bad, she aged badly, because 

she smoked heavily when she was a young woman, and paid the 

price. Her body aged prematurely, and she died young for a 

woman, at age 62, of lung cancer. 

My third wife, Chinese, where I was working as a researcher, 

was very happy to be married to a western professor, who gave 

her prestige, but she was intellectually lazy, and I think, lied to 

me from the start about her plans to get a PhD. Eventually that 

relationship fizzled out due largely to my growing lack of 

respect for her. She was no match for me intellectually, so I got 

bored, and cynical. She invested half my savings into shares that 

she put under her own name, that when we divorced I could not 



get back, due to the bias of the Chinese court system, favoring 

their own nationals. So this chink bitch stole half my savings. 

That experience, that theft of my money by a chink, thieving, 

gender criminal, parasite, made me hate her, as well as the 

attitude that millions of women have, that men exist on this earth 

to pay for women. That experience, that very negative 

experience, turned me into a real misandrist masculist, hating 

fluffies and fluffie feminist hypocrites who want equal rights for 

women in the parliaments, but reject the masculist demand on 

women to FIP up, become career competent, and pull their own 

financial weight. 

I wanted to stay in China, because it was cheap. So I married for 

a fourth time, largely to get a marriage visa, from the wife, this 

time a real FIP professor, whom I was living with. 

But, her true female hypergamous nature kicked in after a few 

years as the realization dawned on her that my third wife had 

made me rather poor, so she began to see me as inferior to her, 

which financially I was, but superior to her in just about 

anything else, salary, degrees, publications, books, movies, etc. 

After 4 years working in China, I was eventually politically fired 

for telling the president of my Chinese university, whom I was 

trying to persuade  to make the city we were living in (Xiamen, 

near Hong Kong) to become the Chinese center for brain 

building. I told him that it would be difficult to persuade western 



professors to live in Xiamen, i.e. China, because they knew that 

Mao Zedong had killed 80 million of his own citizens. 

The president emailed me saying I had broken Chinese law and 

a few months later my contract was not renewed, so I was then 

poor. In the eyes of my 4th wife, I was now beneath her. Her 

hypergamy switched on hard, and she turned into a nagging 

bitch. At one stage, she even came at me with a meat cleaver in 

her hand. If I had not been a strong male, who overpowered her, 

she could have done me serious damage, which would have 

landed her in jail, the hysterical, irrational bitch. 

So, after the very negative experiences of these four wives, you 

can see why I will never accept a live in “wifey” again. Probably 

now, having moved to Oz, and getting an Oz pension, due to the 

fact that I was born and grew up here, I will spend the rest of my 

life as a MGTOW monk, i.e. having nothing to do with women.  

I can’t take women seriously intellectually, because they are 

incapable of sharing my passions for pure math and math 

physics. So the intellectual side of me is misogynist. I see 

women largely as immoral, parasitic, halfwits, who contribute 

almost nothing to world culture, being basically baby factories 

and child raisers, who see men as cash machines, to be abused, 

and exploited, e.g. the daily massacre of fathers in the divorce 

courts. 

The massive gender injustice towards men screams out for a 

masculist movement, comparable to the feminist movement, but 



for me, to liberate men from the injustices of the traditional male 

role. Masculists piss on fluffies (traditional women who expect 

to be able to parasite off the money of a man) and shit on fluffie 

feminists, in all their hypocrisy in the divorce courts, who want 

equal rights with men, but reject equal obligations with men in 

not bothering to get a career competent education at high school 

and college, expecting to be able to parasite off the money and 

labor of men in their 30s when their biological clocks are ticking 

hard. 

So I’m a masculist, an angry, politically active, verbally violent, 

masculist who lashes out at fluffie parasites, fluffie feminist 

hypocrites, gender politicians, etc who oppress men. As a 

masculist I want to see the creation of a “FIP Society” in which 

all adults are FIPs, socialized by parents, and taught by teachers 

to be FIPs, so that women don’t expect to parasite off men, as so 

many millions of women still do.  

There is a lot of work to be done, to teach the millions, the 

billions, about the main ideas of masculism, that women must 

FIP up or be punished by men by not getting one, being forced 

to rot on the shelf, manless, loveless, sexless, babyless and 

increasingly spat at, as society becomes better informed about 

masculist ideas, which is an education that the masculists 

themselves need to push.  

The masculist torch has been lit. It only needs to be carried to all 

parts of the world, to shed light on the gender injustices 

committed daily against men. Masculists tell men “Rather a FIP 



than a fluffie!” and tell women “Be FIP or be manless!” “No 

calculus, no baby!” Masculists tell society, that if the gender 

laws are not made menfair (e.g. divorce reform, bringing in the 

Parer (paternity rejection right) equivalent to women’s Marer 

(aka abortion right)) then there will be a sex war, in which 

masculist soldiers will assassinate the gender politicians, murder 

1000s of feminazi divorce court lawyers and judges, and go into 

the streets and simply shoot the feminazi vermin.  

There is too much masculist hatred against gender criminal 

women, for the current gender norms to last much longer. If 

things don’t change, there will be a sex war. A lot of people will 

be killed. 

Cheers, 

Prof. Dr. Hugo de Garis 

profhugodegaris@yahoo.com 

https://profhugodegaris.wordpress.com   (contains links to 300+ 

YouTube, Minds, BitChute, masculist essays/videos and to the 

book “MASCULISM, Men’s Rebellion Against Being 

Manslaves to Women, An e-Textbook of 300+ Masculist Fliers 

for Men’s Studies Courses”) 


