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Dedication

To Annie and Scotty: my inspiration

“Reality leaves a lot to the imagination.” —John Lennon

Prologue

New York Sentinel, November 9, 1968
“We Must Never Forget”
by Mark Schwartz
Dear Readers:
In honor of the thirtieth anniversary of Kristallnacht—the
night of broken glass—I thought it appropriate to share with
you a story I recently heard about a prominent resident of our
city. To me his experiences illustrate the continued impact of the
Holocaust on many of our lives.
His story begins on the afternoon of November 9, 1938, when
this young man, Fritz, and his girlfriend, Rebecca, were taking
a walk in their hometown of Berlin. They stopped at a corner to
share a private moment and a kiss. It was a kiss that only two
innocent, fearless, and trusting teenagers, drunk with passion
and with an unrelenting belief in the all-encompassing power
of their love, could experience. As they strolled through the city
on this beautiful autumn day, they spoke about rumors that the
Nazis planned to retaliate for the death of Ernst vom Rath, third
secretary in the German Embassy in Paris. Hershel Grynszpan,
a seventeen-year-old Jewish boy, had been distraught over the
deportation of his family, and he shot Rath. Fearful that Hitler’s
anti-Jewish campaign might soon turn violent, for the past few
weeks Rebecca and Fritz had been talking about the possibility
of leaving Germany.
Just that morning Fritz’s parents had suggested that he stop
seeing Rebecca—at least for the time being. Fritz knew that
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his parents didn’t question his love for her; the problem was
that Rebecca was a Jew, and his mother and father had begun
to question her suitability as his future wife. Although Rebecca
was from a wealthy, cultured, and intellectual family, since
Hitler gained complete control of Germany in 1934 and began
a systematic campaign against the Jews, their status and social
standing in the community had been destroyed. While neither
of his parents openly supported the Nazi platform, they had
been aware of increasing restrictions on members of the Jewish
community, and Fritz knew that his parents were beginning to
feel social pressure to distance themselves from “their kind.”
Fritz’s father, Karl, a professor of sociology at the University
of Berlin, frequently mentioned that since the enactment of
the Nuremberg Laws, Jews had been excluded from public
education and had their businesses and property confiscated;
Karl was worried that Rebecca’s family might soon become
destitute. Fritz’s mother, Elkie, was a regular reader of the Nazi
newspaper Der Stürmer, and she recently had admitted that the
paper’s arguments about the superiority of Aryan people over
Semitic ones were beginning to make sense to her. She also had
questioned how it might look to others in the community if they
were to remain friendly with their Jewish neighbors.
While Fritz was sure that his parents were overreacting,
and he had no intention of breaking up with Rebecca, as they
walked through the neighborhood the talk on the street seemed
increasingly urgent. He suggested to Rebecca that they meet with
his parents that evening to discuss their plans. Although Fritz
wished he could solve this problem on his own, in his heart he
knew that he was still very young and he needed his family’s
support and financial assistance if he and Rebecca were to leave
the country. Rebecca agreed to have dinner with Fritz and his
family, and she suggested that since his house was only a few
blocks from hers, that she walk over and meet him there at 6:30
that evening. They parted on the street corner, close to Rebecca’s
house, and Fritz went home to broach the subject with his parents.
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I know that some of my readers, particularly those with
teenagers, will relate to Karl and Elkie’s response. They felt their
son’s lust had overtaken his good senses and were not moved by
his passionate pleas for help. However, they agreed to discuss
the situation over dinner that evening. Fritz was hopeful that he
and Rebecca would be able to convince his parents to help them
leave Germany, but as the afternoon passed he felt increasingly
uncomfortable and anxious, and he could not shake the feeling
that something terrible was about to happen.
Fritz began to panic as 6:30 came and went without Rebecca’s
arrival. Elkie assured him that Rebecca was just running late,
that she was probably making a special effort to look nice for
dinner that evening. Karl turned up the radio and suggested that
if Rebecca had not arrived by 7:00 that Fritz should walk over
and meet her. Shortly before 7:00 the family heard loud noises
outside their home. They peered out their windows and saw large
numbers of Nazis with sticks and guns savagely herding men,
women, and children into waiting trucks. Those who appeared to
resist were being beaten to the ground, and in just a few minutes
the area seemed littered with bodies.
Fritz, who was by now half insane with worry, ran out
of his house and went to find his girlfriend. The streets were
filled with people attempting to escape, and he quickly noticed
a blockade set up at the corner. Fritz doubled back and took
another route to Rebecca’s through his neighbor’s property.
Although he moved quickly, it was dark and his journey took
him several minutes.
He arrived at Rebecca’s street in time to witness a truckload
of people heading down the road. Fritz ran up to her house and
was told by a neighbor that Rebecca, along with her mother and
sister, had been captured by Nazis and were now on their way to
a work camp. The neighbor pointed to a body near the entrance
of Rebecca’s home and told Fritz that when her father tried to
stop the soldiers, he was killed. In shock, Fritz stumbled home.
Over the course of the next few days, Karl made polite inquiries
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and discovered that Rebecca and her family had been sent to
Dachau.
During the next few years, Fritz tried everything imaginable
to contact Rebecca, but he was unsuccessful. Years later, after
the Dachau concentration camp was liberated in April 1945,
Fritz learned that Rebecca died of starvation on November 9,
1941, three years to the day that she was first captured. The years
passed; Fritz immigrated to the United States and created a new
life without Rebecca. Yet he has never forgotten her, and to this
very day he wonders if there was something he could have done
to save her life. He told me that sometimes, in his solitude, he
can still feel the taste of their one perfect kiss on his lips.

x

Chapter One

The response is so subtle that a less observant person might miss
it entirely, but Rachel knows she will remember it for a very
long time.
Wishing for a change from their usual university watering
hole, on this mild October evening in 1980, Rachel Cohen and
Eric Johnsohn venture into an upscale bar two blocks south of
campus. Kitos is decorated with classic rock memorabilia and
caters to the musical memories of its predominantly yuppie
clientele. Warmed by two wood-burning stoves, Rachel feels
right at home and begins to sing along to the Beatles’ song
“Eleanor Rigby.” They have just ordered drinks—a screwdriver
for her, a black and tan for him—when “Lay Lady Lay” by Bob
Dylan begins to play on the sound system. Rachel looks into
Eric’s bright blue eyes, which are usually shrouded in mystery,
and sees them twinkle mischievously. A faint leer creeps across
Eric’s lips, and for a moment Rachel sees raw desire cross his
face. The shock of recognition hits her as she realizes that Eric
sees her as more than a promising junior colleague. For the first
time, Eric has betrayed his polished academic demeanor and is
responding solely like a man attracted to a woman.
While none of Rachel’s outward movements suggest that
she notices Eric’s change of attitude, inwardly she is thinking to
herself: Well, it’s about time you notice me. I was beginning to
believe that I would have to do something really obvious to wake
you up, like lock you in your office and jump you. So the words
of Dylan, our counterculture prophet, stir your loins. Are you
envisioning me lying across your big brass bed right now, or do
1
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you have something else in mind? I know that you are brilliant,
and I find your mind amazing, but apart from all of that you are
really quite delicious looking, and at this moment I know that I
want you. Ah, but don’t think that now that you’ve finally noticed
me I have any intention of making this easy for you . . .
Rachel and Eric are discussing the culture industry and the
creation and perpetuation of uniform, homogeneous tastes—a
favorite topic for them. Their talk is forceful and at times seems
urgent and more than a little heated, for both are passionate
about this issue.
At a particular point of impasse, Rachel begins to slowly
and lovingly caress her glass, stroking it as she would a lover,
and says, “Eric, I don’t quite understand the current emphasis
on multiple readings and the notion that audience members have
individual interpretations of popular culture based on their own
experiences. What does it really matter that we can see different
things in a film like Being There?”
Far from possessing his usual degree of concentration, Eric
now appears somewhat preoccupied as he watches Rachel play
with her glass. Rachel outwardly seems unaware that Eric is not
following her question and, without waiting for him to respond,
she pushes her long blonde hair off of her shoulders and continues:
“Is it really anything more than a marketing ploy, a manipulation
technique, for the film to target different aspects of the population
by creating a hook for each demographic and interest group?”
Rachel’s last comment rouses Eric from his private thoughts,
and as he looks directly at her he launches into a well-scripted
and somewhat condescending response: “That’s correct—
the culture industry manipulates us. It helps to create unreal
expectations, false needs and desires. But, on the margins, there
may still be room for us to resist. Of course, we don’t need to buy
into the manipulative propaganda. We can reject these messages,
and this is where the notion of multiple interpretations relates.
People can be taught to think about what they see and hear and
to critically consider the meaning of these messages.
2
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“So while on one level, the film Being There offers us a critique
of the media, it also questions the basis of our relationships in
contemporary society and suggests that we often lead superficial
and meaningless lives and yearn for enlightenment. Some
people, particularly those with strong religious backgrounds,
may consider the film to represent the second coming of Christ,
while some feminists might question the contradictory messages
regarding sexuality as well as the patriarchal overtones that are
apparent in the film.
“Perhaps in some cases, the emphasis is shifting too much
to individual interpretations, but I think that the underlying
insistence on resisting and reinterpreting cultural products
remains important.”
Rachel pauses a minute to absorb what Eric is saying, and
then indignantly responds, “Wow—could you sound any more
rehearsed?”
“Excuse me?” says Eric.
“It’s just that I’m not sure I appreciate being lectured to like
an ignorant undergraduate.”
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to lecture you. I guess that I sometimes
come off sounding more professorial than I mean to.”
“Yeah, you might want to watch that. Well, I personally
believe that all of these multiple readings must lead to some type
of collective action if they are to sustain any meaning. How does
economics factor into this equation? What about the fact that we
are all paying money to see this film?”
Eric smiles and begins to thoughtfully answer Rachel’s
questions, yet instead of concentrating on what he is saying,
Rachel’s mind once again wanders and she thinks to herself,
While you’re talking about the culture industry, I see you
watching me caress my glass, and I know that you think this
is how I would like to touch you too. Clearly there’s nothing
wrong with your ego, Dr. Johnsohn—yet, I wonder if you would
categorize what you’re feeling as a false desire. From where I’m
sitting, it feels pretty real . . .
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Rocked back to the conversation once “Stairway to Heaven”
begins to play, Rachel interrupts Eric’s academic discourse and
changes the subject entirely as she asks, “Did you see the article in
Time magazine about the Mariel boatlift? The American media are
really painting the Cuban people’s exodus as a ‘freedom flotilla.’”
If Eric is annoyed by the interruption, he doesn’t show it, and
he cheerfully replies, “Yes, I’ve been following the coverage for
a while now, and it certainly differs from Castro’s claim that
what is really happening is a ‘discharge of scum.’ I believe that
Castro’s expulsion of undesirables is beginning to challenge our
immigration policy.”
“I think you’re right. It seems to me that once all of the
political posturing and rhetoric is discarded, President Carter
will have trouble greeting the Cuban outcasts with open arms,”
adds Rachel.
“Speaking of Carter, I’ll be interested in seeing the upcoming
debate in Cleveland between the president and Ronald Reagan.
That actor always comes across well, and Carter seems to be
having his share of problems these days,” says Eric.
“Yes. My understanding is that it’s important for President
Carter to make a strong showing at the debate if he wants to be
reelected.”
Rachel and Eric continue to discuss the upcoming election,
and later Eric mentions that Martin Scorsese’s new film Raging
Bull is playing at the Byrd Theater this weekend, so they make
plans to see it Saturday evening. Eric walks Rachel the few
blocks to her apartment, gives her a friendly goodnight kiss on
the cheek, and says goodnight.
***
Rachel and Eric are colleagues at a well-respected East Coast
research university. Just twenty-seven years old, Rachel is
a newly minted PhD who specializes in twentieth-century
American history and takes more than a passing interest in
4
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contemporary politics. Born and raised in Southern California,
she is a second-wave feminist who expects equal opportunity
but has no intention of acting like one of the guys.
Firmly believing in the truth of the motto, “If you’ve got it,
flaunt it,” Rachel often wears short, tightly fitted skirts, which
highlight her shapely legs. She has no problem being the first
woman hired on the tenure track in the good old boy’s club
otherwise known as the history department, and she knows
that at least a few of the faculty are more impressed with her
appearance than with her hard-earned academic credentials.
For years Rachel struggled with the seeming dichotomy
between intelligence and beauty. Maturing early, she soon
realized that both men and women responded strongly to her
physical attributes. People loved to fondle her long blond hair,
and rarely a day went by when someone didn’t compliment her
perfect bone structure or her petite yet sexy build.
Popular with both boys and girls in her high school, Rachel had
once overheard her best childhood friend Ellen confide to another
girl: “I love to hang out with Rachel because she attracts boys like
flies. And with so many guys around, there are always at least a
few who notice me—particularly after they realize that they don’t
stand a chance with Rachel. Besides, I don’t think of them as her
leftovers—they’re some of the coolest guys in school.”
Initially shocked by Ellen’s remarks, Rachel soon realized
that most of the kids she knew looked to improve their social
status by hanging out with the right people, and that just about
everyone wanted to be part of the “in crowd.” While Ellen’s
attitude had hurt her, in time she began to accept it as part of life,
and she ultimately felt pleased that Ellen liked some of the guys
who hung around her. After all, Ellen was large (“big-boned,”
she had called it), and much too tall and rather plain looking—of
course she had needed Rachel’s help attracting boys. Besides,
Ellen had confided so much to her during their teenage years that
she had come to believe their friendship was based on more than
her easy access to boys.
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In high school Rachel had her pick of dates, yet she found
that even the smartest boys had little interest in her intellectual
abilities; instead they took her to dances and local hangouts
hoping to be noticed by other popular kids. On more than one
occasion, when she had brought up the work of the Freedom
Riders, or had tried to discuss the Vietnam War, her dates had
responded by complimenting her appearance and asking her
questions about her dress or shoes.
Rachel had even tried to talk with her mother, Ruth, about
this problem, but she had responded as if Rachel were merely a
whiny, spoiled teenager. Each time Rachel broached the subject,
Ruth’s stock answer was, “Every girl should have such problems,
Rachel. Count your blessings.”
Of course her mother also reminded her on a regular basis
that it wasn’t only important to be popular but that she should
also date boys with potential. During these talks her mother
would invariably tell her, “Rachel, it’s just as easy to fall in love
with a rich boy as a poor one. Remember that once you make
your bed, you’ll have to lie in it.”
After these conversations, Rachel often became distressed
and uneasy. She invariably felt like an object, or more precisely,
a commodity that might fetch a good price if she acted
appropriately. She wondered if all women felt this way, and if
so, why they didn’t do something about it.
Fortunately, times were changing, and most significantly
for Rachel, the women’s movement was coming into its
own. Opportunities were opening up for women, and by the
mid-1970s Rachel found that universities were interested
in her academic achievements and intellectual curiosity.
A PhD at a liberal California university helped her to build
confidence in her own abilities and achievements, and as she
matured she learned how to use her beauty and her significant
intellectual strengths to her own advantage. These days, she’s
using them to entice distinguished research professor Eric
Johnsohn.
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Eric is an internationally renowned professor who holds an
endowed research chair in the sociology department and has a
joint academic appointment in the history department. An expert
on the sociology of knowledge, Eric is also a gifted teacher who
is beloved by his undergraduate and graduate students alike. As
pre-registration approaches each semester, students routinely
camp out in front of the sociology department office, hoping
to get a seat in one of his courses. If word of mouth did not
made him popular enough, for the past five years, the student
newspaper, the Daily Bugle, has ranked Eric’s “Sociology of the
Enlightenment” seminar as the best course on campus.
After thirty years at the university, Eric is adept at campus
politics and he knows where more than a few of the skeletons
are buried. Initially frustrated by entrenched policies and
conventions that made it extremely difficult to make progressive
changes at the university, over the years Eric has learned how to
work the system to get things done effectively and efficiently.
Aware of the politics surrounding Rachel’s hire and a lack of
commitment to diversifying the faculty by some members of the
old guard, Eric, who embraced feminism at mid-life, has taken
it upon himself to serve as Rachel’s unofficial mentor. Even
though this is only her first semester on campus, he has already
introduced her to academic leaders in a variety of disciplines;
they in turn are helping Rachel to establish her rightful place in
this intellectual community. Eric feels it is important for him to
oversee Rachel’s research agenda, and he subtly tries to guide
her on aspects of her research and encourages her to take on
particularly noteworthy and high-profile research projects.
While Eric finds Rachel beautiful and sexually alluring, it is
her passion for knowledge and her joy for life that initially interests
him. He finds that she responds like a young undergraduate
whose imagination has just caught fire, burning with a desire
to change the world. Rachel’s excitement is arousing, and her
boundless energy is infectious, and Eric notices that she, in turn,
is reinvigorating his own passion for research.
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But there is also something about her eyes that intrigues
Eric. When he looks into her dark blue eyes, he is sure that he
not only sees her soul but that he also catches a brief glimpse of
his own. He finds it difficult to shake the feeling that somehow
they are connected, but he has no idea how or why. While such
thoughts greatly unnerve Eric, they also draw him to her.
Although they first met when Rachel visited campus last
spring for a series of search-related interviews and presentations,
it is at the University Theatre’s production of Chekhov’s Three
Sisters, held a few days after she moved to the area in August,
where Eric initially caught her attention. Rachel was having
dessert in the upstairs cafe with her new neighbor Jane Williams,
who was also just beginning her academic career at the university.
Shortly before the production began, Rachel felt compelled to
look down into the foyer, and she saw Eric enter the theater.
His appearance was striking. The black turtleneck he wore
accentuated the powerful lines of his chiseled facial features and
set off his thick, wavy brown hair that was highlighted with just a
touch of silver. A tall, well-built, and extremely masculine man,
Eric exuded confidence and class, and much to the chagrin of
feminists everywhere, Rachel was unable to take her eyes off of
him. She quickly felt her body respond with pure pleasure. It was
neither Eric’s brilliance nor his academic accomplishments that
Rachel responded to, but instead it was his raw male sexuality.
She hurried downstairs in time to catch Eric before he entered
the theater, reintroduced herself to him, and they made plans to
get together the following afternoon.
***
“How the fuck can you presume to know what makes me respond
to Eric or to anyone else for that matter? Just because you think
you are the all-knowing narrator, where do you get off telling the
reader what I’m feeling and thinking? It’s a pretty male thing to
do, if you ask me, and by the way I don’t appreciate that crack
8
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about feminists. No woman would assume to know the intimate
feelings of another without first getting to know that person.”
“Slow down, Rachel. That’s a low blow—even for you.”
“Who the hell do you think you are anyway? And who gives
you the power to create a novel about my life without my explicit
approval?”
“First of all, I don’t need your approval to craft a story
that broadly approximates the experiences of you and your
family. Over the years, you have told me plenty, and now,
since I’m telling this story, I’ll take it from here. I do think it is
my responsibility to help the reader get to know you, and that
means I must discuss what I see as your feelings, motivations,
and actions. But, of course, if you don’t agree with something
that I write, please feel free to jump in and enlighten me.”
“A bit condescending, aren’t we? You think if you humor me,
I’ll shut up and go away. No chance. You’d better be careful,
because I’m watching you.”
“Watching me? Oh no, that makes me quiver with fear.”
“By the way, it wasn’t only Eric’s sexuality that initially
attracted me to him. He has a wonderful mind and is probably
one of the smartest people I’ve ever met. It was actually his
manly presence that initially caught my attention. That night
when I looked down and saw him enter the theater, I couldn’t
take my eyes off of him, and I sensed he would have a strong
influence on my life.”
“How could you know such a thing? You had barely met
him. Get real.”
“Seriously, asshole? Don’t you understand that life is
complex and that we merely touch the surface in our quest for
an objective reality? You might try not to reject alternative ideas
and concepts just because you don’t understand them.”
“Yeah, right. Perhaps you should read my Tarot cards or
do a reading of my past lives. Now, unless you have something
earth-shattering to add, it’s time for me to continue with my
story.”
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“Whatever—just try to get the facts right.”
“What about creative license? Don’t I have the right to
mix things up when I think it’s necessary?”
“No. Not when you’re describing my life. You’d better be
factually accurate.”
“Facts mean nothing without interpretation.”
“Interpretation is irrelevant if isn’t based on accurate
information.”
“Okay. Whatever. I don’t want to get into a fight with
you about this. Why don’t you let me do my work now?”
“The more I think about it, I’m not sure that you are the best
person to tell my story.”
“So why have you told me so many things about your
life? Loose lips?”
“Very funny . . .”
“Then why the hesitation now?”
“I’m not sure that you can do justice to female characters.”
“Why? Because I’m a man?”
“Well . . .”
“That’s sexist crap. Are you saying that you don’t think
a man can write a female character?”
“No, I’m not saying that, but you seem somewhat unbending.
I think you may be too rigid.”
“That’s harsh. Is this all because of my comment about
feminists?”
“Perhaps.”
“Well, I’ll do my best to consider your feminist
sensibilities. Okay?”
“Maybe. I’m not convinced yet, but I guess you can continue
and I’ll see how it goes.”
***
It’s still early when Eric drops Rachel off at her apartment door.
Although she has not completed the lecture for her morning
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class, after a few drinks Rachel is not in the mood to work
just yet, and she decides to call her neighbor Jane to see if she
would like some company. Jane is a new assistant professor of
economics, and at twenty-eight she looks young enough to pass
as an undergraduate student. Like Rachel, this is also her first
academic position, and she is the only full-time female faculty
member in her department. Jane answers the phone on the first
ring and immediately suggests that Rachel come on over and
talk. Rachel grabs her keys and walks up the two flights of stairs
to Jane’s apartment.
“I’m so glad you called,” Jane says as she greets Rachel
at the door. “Come on in and make yourself comfortable. I’ve
been home all evening stressing over a grant proposal that’s due
Friday. I’m also way behind on my class lectures, and I haven’t
made much progress on a journal article based on my dissertation
research that I’m supposed to be writing.”
Observing stacks of still-unpacked boxes and the huge piles
of books and papers, Rachel maneuvers through the mess, sits
down on Jane’s well-worn brown couch, and says, “I know
how you feel, Jane. I still haven’t completed my lecture for
tomorrow morning’s class. There’s so much to do—much more
than I ever realized when I was in grad school. I can’t believe
all the meetings and service that we’re expected to do on top
of teaching and research and working with undergraduate and
graduate students.”
“Right now, I’m feeling overwhelmed and lonely,” admits
Jane. “I actually called you earlier tonight but you didn’t answer.
Were you working late at school?”
“Actually, I was having a drink with Eric Johnsohn. He’s
been helping me with some of my research.”
“You’re lucky he’s interested in mentoring you. Dr.
Johnsohn’s a really well-known and well-respected researcher.”
“He has some great suggestions about potential research
projects, and I also like that he’s really well connected—he
seems to know everyone on campus,” says Rachel.
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“From what I hear he’s also somewhat of a ladies’ man.”
“Really? How so?”
“Some of the economics doctoral students have been plotting
about how to get into his spring graduate seminar, and they were
going on about how hot he is. Sure, he’s good-looking, but don’t
you think he’s really old? He must be in his mid-fifties at the
very least,” says Jane.
“That’s not so old . . . ”
“Maybe not, but our department secretary said that she’s
heard he’s dating a woman in her twenties. What could she
possibly see in a man who’s old enough to be her father?”
Rachel hates gossip (especially when it’s about her), and she
quickly decides not to share too many details about her private
life with Jane. “Well, he’s good company and is knowledgeable
about many things, so maybe that’s what appeals to his girlfriend.
But more important, you said that you were feeling lonely.
What’s up?”
“Sometimes I get sad about breaking up with my boyfriend,
Daniel, right before graduation. I always thought that we’d stay
together and one day we would get married. I still can’t believe
he decided to stay in Boston and become an investment banker.”
“What’s wrong with being an investment banker?”
“Nothing, but when we were in graduate school, I just
assumed Daniel would become a professor—everyone did. He
was at the top of the class, and his research was really cutting
edge. He loved to teach, and he was great at it. I know that he
could have gone anywhere—last year he had offers from several
top universities. You know, I would have moved with him
anywhere he had wanted.”
“So what happened?”
“I really don’t know. We were both stressed out, finishing our
dissertations, and interviewing for faculty positions. We weren’t
communicating very well, but I just thought it was the pressure
and that everything would be fine once we were done. And
then he met Vicki—she was an undergraduate at M.I.T. and the
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younger sister of one of his friends—and of course everything
fell apart. He moved out and quickly decided to stay in Boston
to be with her. She’s only twenty and still has two more years of
school before she graduates.”
“Wow, she’s really young,” says Rachel. “Listen, Jane,
break-ups are always difficult, and I’m sorry things didn’t work
out with you and Daniel. Hopefully you’ll meet someone else
soon who appreciates all you have to offer.”
“Meet someone? I don’t know about you, but I think it’s
really hard to get to know anyone here. People seem so cold—
they’re much more distant at this university. I hate to sound
pathetic, but other than you, I haven’t really made any friends
yet.”
“You don’t sound pathetic, and it can take time, especially
after a break-up, to meet new people.”
“The men in my department are all married, and when I
see their wives at social events they do their best to keep their
distance from me. It’s not like I’m interested in any of their
husbands—why, they’re all practically senior citizens,” says
Jane.
“Yeah, none of my colleagues have made any effort to get to
know me either.” I haven’t been invited to dinner at any of their
homes, and no one has asked me to join them for lunch—even
though they all go out to eat every day.”
“My graduate school adviser at Harvard warned me about
this, Rachel. She suggested that I consider teaching at a liberal
arts college or even working in banking—like Daniel’s doing.
Apparently most economics departments at research universities
remain hostile to the idea of having too many full-time women
on their faculty.”
“To be honest, it’s not much different in the history
department. My guess is that it’s probably difficult for all new
female faculty members here. I can’t imagine the hard sciences
being any more welcoming than our departments. Maybe we
should start a support group for new faculty at the university—
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we can even include the men, and that way we can help each
other learn how things really work here.”
“Great idea, Rachel. And if we include men, it may also
help us to widen our social circle. What if we all got together
and met for lunch or drinks every month or so? It’s too bad the
university administrators don’t have an orientation program for
new faculty members. How are we going to find out how many
of us started this year?”
“I’ll ask Marianne, our office manager, if she knows how we
can get a list of new faculty members. Once I get a list we’ll be
able to send everyone an invitation to get together.”
“When you get the names, let me know, and I’ll help you
with the invitations.”
Rachel stifles a yawn and realizes that she is getting tired.
“Sounds good, Jane. Please feel free to call me any time if you
get lonely. I know it will take us some time to get adjusted to the
university, but it will be easier if we try to do it together.”
“Thanks, Rachel. It’s great that you live so close.”
“Just two floors down. Well, it’s getting late, and I think I’d
better get going now so that I can finish my lecture before dawn.”
“Thanks for stopping by, Rachel. See you soon.”
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