
[image: ]


[image: ]


To Paul and Elizabeth


Acknowledgments

I HAVE always been drawn to Native American storyteller dolls, perhaps because I am a gatherer and teller of stories. This book would not have been possible without the generosity of all the women who shared their stories with me. Many thanks to everyone who spoke to, wrote, and e-mailed me.

My husband, Paul, has been a deep well of support while I wrote this book. He read every page to offer his valuable feedback. When I was deciding whether, in fact, to write a book, my daughter, Elizabeth, inspired me by saying if I did, I’d be setting a good example for her. I hope so. She’s a great example for me, too, in more ways than she knows.

My agent, Leslie Breed, has been a partner and greatly appreciated cheerleader throughout this whole process, which can be lonely at times. Thanks to Stephanie Tade at Rodale for her passion for this book. My skilled and enthusiastic editor, Jennifer Kushnier, helped hone these pages. She is a writer’s dream.

Judy Jordan was always willing to carve out time to share her wisdom about women’s friendships and offer encouragement. Her insights have been so important over the years. Linda Hartling was tremendously helpful in locating experts and research. Judi Geake shared her experience in working with hundreds of women’s groups. Harriet Mosatche generously assisted my research. Jim Coates kindly and patiently rescued me from every computer fix.

I’d also like to thank Donette Jensen at the Winnetka-Northfield library for her unflagging and unfailingly cheerful efforts to help me track down obscure books and her willingness to renew them, probably more times than she should have. I appreciate the assistance of Tom Smith, who directs the General Social Survey at the University of Chicago’s National Opinion Research Center.

Thanks to the past and present editors of the WomanNews section of the Chicago Tribune—Jean Rudolph Scott, Wendy Navratil, and Cassandra West—for supporting my column on women’s friendship. Bonnie Miller-Rubin offered sharp feedback on a tricky chapter.

I am so grateful to my close friends. My life is much richer because of all of you. My parents, Jan and Al Paul, have always been great supporters as has been my sister, Lisa Paul.

And a special thanks to Rubin Naiman, Jean-Pierre Marques, Karma Kientzler, and Mel Zuckerman.


[image: ]
     

Contents

PART ONE: THE THIEVES OF FRIENDSHIP

1The Hunger for Friends

Why Everybody Feels a Pang

2Friendship Bandits

3Too Busy for Friends

Not Enough Hours in the Day

4Pint-Sized Wrecking Balls

Can Friendships Survive Kids?

5“First I Lost My Husband, Then I Lost My Friends”

How to Jump-Start Your Social Life after Being Divorced or Widowed

6“I Can Work in My PJ’s, but the Quiet Is Killing Me”

Combating Isolation and Creating a Work Community from Your Home

7Good-Bye Power Lunches, Hello Sesame Street

Breaking into the Mommy Circuit

8Ripping Up Your Roots and Sinking New Ones

Finding Friends after a Move

9Roadblocks to Friendship

PART TWO: THE TANGO OF FRIENDSHIP

10Why You Need Pals

11Learning the Delicate Dance

12Friendship Busters and Boosters

13A Gang of Your Own

Why You Need Community

14Sage Life-Guides

Friendships between Older and Younger Women

15Just Your Type

The Burgeoning World of Internet Pals

Afterword

Notes


PART ONE

The Thieves of Friendship


1

The Hunger for Friends
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Why Everybody Feels a Pang

MAYBE there are some women who have never felt lonely for friends, but I doubt it. I believe virtually every woman has moments, or months, or years when she feels her dance card is empty, or at least not completely filled. No one is immune, not even the person who has spent her whole life in the same town and still hangs out with her old high school gang.

Losing companions may happen abruptly. Women yank up roots to relocate for a new job or to trail a spouse. The recently divorced may slip into social isolation.

But often the loss tiptoes up, the unexpected fallout of a hurried life. You race home from the office to ferry your kids to soccer practice and piano, sling dinner on their plates, and wedge in a hurried chat with your husband before you nod off in front of your favorite TV show. Who has time for friends? They’re barely a blip on your screen, until your mother is diagnosed with Alzheimer’s and suddenly there’s no one to call.

Or perhaps now that you’ve quit your job, you feel like a stranger in your own town. You’re pushing your toddler on the swings when you realize you don’t know a single mother at the park—though they all seem to know each other. You never really got to know anyone in the neighborhood because your close pals were all at work. “I felt like I had two heads,” lamented one of my neighbors when no one talked to her at the playground.

Sometimes you don’t even realize what’s missing. The only symptom of a friend shortage may be low-level doldrums, a shadowy malaise that you can’t quite identify. The full measure of my own isolation smacked me in the head like a beanball when I filled out an emergency card for my daughter’s school after I moved to a Chicago suburb. There were spaces for three neighborhood contacts. I didn’t have a single name to write in.

Unlike many of our mothers, who sank roots into neighborhoods like ancient oaks—raising children, playing bridge, and drinking coffee with the same women for decades—our paths in the 21st century no longer follow neat parallel tracks. Our lives shift, veer off onto new paths, and old companions fall away. We have babies at wildly different ages or not at all. Our work lives often ricochet from a communal office to a home-based business and back again. We dip in and out of retirement.

Virtually every new life chapter has the potential to disrupt friendships: moving; leaving an office to stay home; divorce; the death of a spouse; retirement; illness. These seismic shifts can topple the walls of community.

But it’s not necessarily a cataclysmic event that frays connections. Life chips away at your circle. You may thrive for years in a tight group of buddies, then several take jobs out of state. Interests change. If all your friends are having babies and you’re not, you may no longer have much in common with them, or feel they don’t have time for you. Shy women may have always been short on companions; for them the frustration is not losing friends, but pushing past their reserve to make them.

Whatever the reason pals are scarce, the impact is the same. It’s like missing an essential nutrient. Without friends, problems weigh more and pleasures yield less joy. It’s a palpable void.

Nobody expects to come up empty of friends. Men, yes; friends, no. When I was young, I used to creep out of bed and spy on my mother’s weekly bridge game, hoots of laughter and gossipy whispers floating up the stairs like a promise. I thought I was witnessing a glimpse of my future. Instead it was the ghost of a fleeting past.

A Cold Bath instead of a Warm Welcome

The problem is not just that friends ineluctably disappear from our lives, but that making new ones is so arduous. We search in a climate that often seems icy and inhospitable. Our skills are as rusty as the old can opener in the back of the drawer. Making friends as children and teens was as effortless as breathing. As midlife women, though, it’s suddenly a complicated dance whose steps we try to retrace but can’t quite remember.

I resettled in Chicago with my husband and young daughter in 1993, following a five-year stint in Dallas. Every afternoon at dismissal time, I stared enviously at knots of moms clustered around each other’s minivans, chatting outside the grammar school door. Once or twice I mustered my courage and plunged into their circle. But I sensed only politeness, not the easy welcome granted to others. After that, I brought magazines to read in the car and pretended it didn’t hurt.

Trying to hatch new relationships, I invited women out to lunch, enrolled in a yoga class, became a classroom mom, but my efforts were mostly one-way. When my daughter’s first new friend came over to play, I was prepared to warmly greet her mother. I never got the chance. “Hi, when should I pick her up?” she asked breathlessly before zooming off. When another woman dropped off her child, she suggested we meet at the park sometime. But whenever I called she was unavailable.

What was the secret code these other women seemed to instinctively know, and why couldn’t I crack it? Was it my faded jeans? Did I laugh too loud? Did I seem too needy?

To prop up my sagging self-confidence and reassure myself that I wasn’t a total loser, at school functions I silently recited the mantra, “I’m okay, I’m okay.” Corny, but it helped a bit.

The nadir was our grammar school’s holiday sing. In the bright, overheated auditorium, women in Christmas sweaters shouted hello and greeted each other like long-lost sisters. Groups clustered up and down the aisles. The cheerful din buzzed in my ears as I perched solo on a metal folding chair.

“We moved to the wrong town!” I wailed to my husband later that night and many others. I was sure the perfect friends, and acceptance, were several miles away in a university community. I was so busy feeling sorry for myself that I failed to notice I wasn’t the only woman not partaking in the gabfest.

This was unfamiliar territory for me. Before relocating, I’d always had ready-made companions in an office. But now I worked at home and didn’t see a soul all day save the UPS man. While a few close buddies from my earlier days in Chicago were still around, they were ensconced in downtown offices during the week and didn’t live nearby. Any get-togethers had to be inscribed in black leather planners (theirs, not mine) weeks or even months in advance. I yearned for women to meet for coffee so we could lament the dearth of Saturday night babysitters and the volatility of young girls’ friendships.

Because writers have this strange habit of exposing their foibles, I wrote about my wallflower status in an essay in the Chicago Tribune. While I wanted to shine some light on my conundrum, I was mortified when the piece appeared. It’s perfectly acceptable to be on the prowl for a man or a partner, but don’t go announcing to the world that you’re looking for a friend. Women fear we have some glaring personal flaw if we’re not flanked by companions. It’s like being the only person who doesn’t hold an invitation to the party. Surely no one else was in this pickle.

Boy, was I wrong. The essay appeared on a Sunday. By Monday morning my phone was ringing, and by Tuesday the letters began to arrive. People had tracked down my home address and phone number. One woman pulled me aside at a wedding; another grabbed me in the hallway of my daughter’s grammar school. Their response and relief were universal: “Thank God, it’s not just me!” they said. When I wrote a similar story for Ladies’ Home Journal, I was also flooded with letters—this time from around the country.

I’d yanked the curtain off a shameful secret, only there is nothing shameful about it. A lot of women are lonely. And it’s damn hard to make new friends in our culture of busyness. As we frantically juggle a constellation of demands many of us are unwilling, or unable, to fold a new pal into our lives.

How hard is it? When a Chicago-area therapist recognized the isolation of her female clients, she launched a service that fixed women up with friends instead of romantic partners. After she placed an ad in the newspaper, she was swamped by people wanting to sign up—some of whom, amazingly, lived in the same high-rise building or on the same block. One of the reasons it’s so difficult to find new companions, she surmised, is because nobody realizes other people are looking, too. “If you’re not wearing a sign, nobody knows,” she says.

In another sign of friendship hunger, several alternative newspapers now run ads in a “friends wanted” section, a move sparked by reader demand. And at a popular New York singles club called Social Circles, 90 percent of the people who join say it’s to make friends, a hike from 60 percent five years ago.

Loneliness Is Not Your Destiny

Much has already been written about the glories of women’s friendships. Yet a lot of us feel like we’re standing outside in the rain, hungrily peering in through the window at the buffet. The truth is, that party might not be as big as you think. In fact, the idealized fantasy we weave about other people’s companionship may be just that.

So I began writing a column on women’s friendship for the Tribune to explore this dilemma and chronicle women’s efforts to find new companions. Over the years, hundreds of women have generously shared their stories with me. I listened to their frustration, anger, and hurt. But as we kept in touch, I also cheered their successes because they eventually forged rich, new relationships. I did, too. These pages tell what we’ve learned.

It turns out bouts of loneliness are universal but not incurable. Friends are a renewable resource, thank heavens. It may not feel that way when you’re perched by yourself in the bleachers at your daughter’s soccer game or sitting home on a Saturday night when your married friends are going out to dinner. But even the most isolated women I interviewed ultimately found satisfying companionship. It took perseverance and creative strategies, but it did happen. This book offers their blueprint for success. Loneliness is not a life sentence, just a natural, temporary interlude.
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Friendship Bandits
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WHEN my cousin’s family tossed her a surprise 40th birthday party, only her closest girlfriends were invited. As a swarm of women clustered in the darkened living room waiting for my unsuspecting cousin, I was shocked at the depth of my envy. The invitation list for any party of mine would be sparse. Throughout the night, a constellation of adoring pals swirled around her, nibbling smoked salmon canapés as they hooted over past adventures and plotted future trips to antique stores and flea markets. “I’ll call you!” they promised each other. My own calendar had never seemed emptier.

As I drove home from the celebration in the chilly night, I brooded over how I could have reached 44 and not have enough friends. Weren’t they supposed to have accrued over the years? What had gone wrong? Logically, of course, I knew. My circle of pals had fractured when I moved back to Chicago from Dallas, and working at home had quashed the chance of meeting new people in an office. But understanding was small consolation.

We are raised believing friendship is a birthright of our sex. Most of us still remember the names of our mothers’ closest friends when we were kids because these women were such fixtures in their lives. We glimpse the snug orbit of women and their pals on TV shows and in movies. An avalanche of recent books trumpets the pleasures of female friends. When we don’t have them, or they’re in short supply, we feel we’ve failed in an essential life skill or that the universe has egregiously shortchanged us.

The numerous women I’ve interviewed and heard from in letters and e-mails reveal that social ties are frayed in many lives. Our precarious lives are raided by friendship thieves. For many women in midlife, the biggest felon is the squeeze of time. We can barely stretch a day to contain a job, our kids, our spouse, and maybe a 2-mile run, let alone a relaxing dinner with a buddy at the new tapas restaurant in town. So we cancel the dinner date with her for the second time in 2 months, perhaps cracking a tiny fissure in the relationship, one that could widen if we don’t pay attention.

Moving, children, divorce, leaving work, widowhood, and retirement also shear us from companions. We brace for the loss when we’re geographically separated from friends. But it’s a rude slap when the cause is simply life twisting in a new direction. Can’t a divorced woman stay close to her married buddies? Can’t a single woman retain her pals who have children? Yes, but it’s a challenge. We want companions who understand our experiences, who know what it’s like to sit up five bleary nights in a row with a feverish kid or face a blind date—palms damp, stomach cartwheeling—for the first time in 20 years. The women who preserve their shifting friendships work hard at it.

It’s an ongoing struggle because life skitters like a leaf in the wind. If you’re divorced this year and find single friends, they may drift off if you or they remarry. Three of my friends just announced that they are moving to far-flung vacation houses in other states once they retire; I’ll be lucky to see them a few times a year.

Those whose pals slip away are left flailing in a society with fewer life rafts. More of us are living without a partner as the number of the never-married and divorced climbs. Many people also live far from their families, which is another loss of support. And social surveys show we’ve become increasingly alienated from our community, as membership plunges in women’s civic organizations, religious groups, and clubs.

On soft summer nights, instead of loitering on our lawns and grousing to neighbors about the mosquitoes, we’re sealed in our air-conditioned houses staring at the computer monitor or a giant TV screen, its icy-blue glow illuminating the window like a postmodern Edward Hopper painting. As we spend less time with our neighbors, we’re cheated of effortless socializing, the kind that doesn’t require jumping in the car or pulling out a day planner. One woman, who juggles a demanding career and care of her two daughters, yearns for women to hang out with on her block. “We could see each other in the evening and have the casual conversations that don’t require a lot of planning,” she says wistfully, recalling the chats she witnessed between her mother and neighbors in New York City.

In a vestige of a friendlier, more connected past, the older couples in my neighborhood, who have lived in their modest ranch homes for 40 years, pull up webbed lawn chairs on each other’s driveways after dinner. They talk quietly as the last evening light ebbs and clusters of fireflies flash their private code of chartreuse lights. When the couples finally fold up their chairs, the crickets are trilling. The people who moved here more recently are invisible on these evenings save for a few dog walkers. I rock on my front porch swing after dinner, hoping to trip a few neighbors. But all I see of them are their minivans disappearing into the yawn of electric garage doors. We wave.

The Symptoms of a Friend Shortage

Regardless of why we’re short on pals at a particular time, the emotional fallout is the same. And it feels lousy. Not surprisingly, research has shown that loneliness affects our personality, making us more anxious, angry, pessimistic, and stressed.

“Loneliness is visceral,” says Leslie Levine, the author of Will This Place Ever Feel Like Home?, who moved from Rochester, New York, to a Chicago suburb. “I can feel it in my bones. It’s an empty, hollow, faraway feeling, like my feet aren’t on the ground. You don’t feel tethered, you don’t have your anchors.”

Sandy, a 51-year-old social worker with two young sons, describes herself as withering after she relocated to a new state. “It was as if I was a plant that had been yanked out of the soil and transplanted someplace where I couldn’t thrive.”

Isolation painted my life sepia and trailed me like a shadow. After feeling rebuffed in my efforts to forge new friendships, my heart snapped shut. When I bumped into a woman I knew slightly at a plant sale, she said pleasantly, “It’s nice to see you.” “Liar!” I thought to myself. And when someone said she’d missed me after I’d been absent for a few months from my book club, I was stunned. I didn’t think anyone noticed whether I showed up.

A lot of women have these experiences in our frenetically mobile society. The cousin that roused my jealousy has, thus far, led the rare stable existence. She’s lived with her family in the same suburb for 20 years, just a few miles from her childhood home. She’s retained her high school friends, sorority sisters from a state university, and folded in a layer of her neighbors for a rich parfait of pals. But most of us aren’t this fortunate. Our college friends may live in distant states. Our neighborhoods may change every five years. Our hometowns may be places we visit only once a year. We’ve got to work harder to have friends.

But we absolutely can have them. Yes, there are stages in our lives—from moving to quitting a job to getting divorced—that may threaten and even topple our friendships. But with awareness of the flashing red danger zones, sometimes we can prevent the loss. If not, we can find new friends. Numerous women have rebuilt their circles from the ground up with hard work, a bit of plotting, and a large dose of patience. You can, too.


3

Too Busy for Friends
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Not Enough Hours in the Day

BEFORE Sharon sinks into an exhausted sleep at night, she sometimes tallies the number of people who would attend her funeral. She doesn’t suffer from any health problems that inspire her dark bedtime fantasy. She’s just bereft about the lack of intimates that would bid her farewell. “I think, what I if I died right now? There would be three people at my funeral: my husband and my kids. Isn’t that sad?”

Most of us don’t worry about our “final guest list,” but Sharon’s lament about her barren social life is echoed by many women who work outside the home. Employed, married women with children are the most free-time-deprived people in the country. A February 2002 Child magazine survey found that before having children, women spend 14 hours per week with friends, but they spend only five hours after having kids. “Visits with friends are now on the social capital endangered species list,” writes Robert D. Putnam in his book Bowling Alone.

Indeed, many women shove friendship to the stone-cold back burner. As Sharon, 44, a newspaper columnist in Seattle, explains, “I am truly overwhelmed. There are so many things pressing on me just to meet the basics, just to go to bed at night and feel like an adequate mother—not even good, just adequate. I have a hierarchy of human imperatives: the first is financial survival, the next is being a decent parent. There aren’t any hours in the day after that.”

But Sharon realizes her hierarchy exacts a steep price. She mournfully recalls a potential friendship that slipped away because she was too busy. “The most wonderful woman reached out to me in the kindest way. I loved this woman right away. She’d call me up in one of the endless rains and say, ‘How are you doing?’ She invited me to join a support group with four other women; she invited us over to her house. I didn’t feel I had the time, even though I needed it. It was a lost opportunity. I was so busy getting things done—sign your kids up for this, meet this deadline, go for that raise—that I wasn’t thinking of the subtler but more profound joys of life, like friendship.”

Unfortunately, Sharon is not alone in her unwillingness to embrace a new friend. Yankelovich Partners report that in 2001, 32 percent of women surveyed said they have “very little room in my life for new friends.”

Most women, like Brenda, 44, a communications specialist in Milwaukee, crave more girlfriends but can’t figure out when to make them. “I keep planning to have a night out with some women I’ve just met, but I never do it. I get home from the office and I’m tired. I just want to go to sleep,” she admits with a sigh. “On the weekends, I am loath to take away any time with my kids.” She, too, feels cheated by the shortage of companions. “There is a really huge loss when you don’t have enough friends. It’s not supposed to be like that. Friendship is one of life’s delights. As much as you love your spouse and your family, you need friends, too. I agonize over what to do about it.”

Some women cope by pruning second-string pals. “There are friends I’ve chosen not to see because I can’t fit any more in,” confesses Amy, 45, who has two young children and works part time in Denver. “There are friends I see twice a year, if I’m lucky, because my life is so full.” She tries for a weekly call to her best friend, a single woman, but only manages to see her once a month. “We have these conversations where she says, ‘Have I done something wrong?’ [because we haven’t spoken in a while]. I say, ‘No, no, no. It’s nothing you’ve done!’” Amy can’t imagine finding space in her life for new people. “It’s as if you’ve reached the fill mark on the gauge.” But Amy was on the flip side of that sad equation when she briefly lived in Washington, D.C. “I had women tell me they thought I was really nice but they didn’t have time for any more friends. It really broke my heart.”

It doesn’t have to be like this.
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SOLUTIONS

Women Who Find the Time

What separates busy women who have time for friends from those who don’t? Attitude. These women value themselves enough to put their girlfriends ahead of their family and work a few times a week. They know their offspring and mates will not suffer irreparable damage if they toss them the phone number of the local pizza place before waltzing out the door for a weekly yoga class with a pal. (Hell, let ’em look up the pizza phone number themselves.) While these women also have limited time to devote to pals, they spackle them into the cracks of their lives. They realize friends are essential to a solid foundation, a necessity, not a luxury. Here’s how and why they do it.

HOLLY: CLEAR PRIORITIES

It’s hard to imagine a more hourly challenged woman than Holly, 51, an executive for a national nonprofit company in New York City. After a full day in the office, she often races to a night meeting, speaks to parent groups, consults with private clients, or hunkers down to write one of her string of books. She also has a husband, a teenage son and daughter, and an ailing mother-in-law, whom she visits on weekends. It would seem that a seven-day week could barely contain all her responsibilities, let alone dates with girlfriends. Yet, it does. And not only for longtime pals, but for new ones who appear. “Friendships are a very important part of my life. I make the time for them,” says Holly, a warm woman with a quick laugh, who credits her buddies as her stress relievers.

How does Holly fit them in? By including them in her gym workouts and fitness walks during lunch and on weekends. One Saturday morning at the health club, Holly vented about a work crisis to her friend, Debbie, as they pedaled on the bikes. Hopping on the stair-step machines, Debbie, whose mother had died a few months earlier, described how awful it was to clean out the apartment. “If we hadn’t gone to the gym it would have been difficult to fit that in,“ Holly says.

Holly recently met Rachel, with whom she felt an instant rapport. The challenge was capturing a mote of space in her life for a new person. The solution—frequent e-mails and dinner every couple months—wasn’t ideal for Rachel, who desired more contact, but she accepted Holly’s limitations. “She knows I’m much busier than she is,” says Holly. They always schedule their next date before they pay the check. E-mails keep them linked to the daily events in each other’s lives, which is essential, Holly believes, for a satisfying relationship.


No Excuses Strategy List

A jammed schedule is no reason to ditch your pals. Just try these multitasking ways to keep up and keep in touch.

1.Work out together—meet at the gym or hoof it on the walking path.

2.Meet for early morning coffee or breakfast before work.

3.Take a class together. It guarantees you’ll meet once a week.

4.Swoop in for quick, impromptu visits when you’re in the neighborhood. (It doesn’t hurt to call a few minutes ahead.)

5.Walk your dogs together. Or tag along while she walks her dog.

6.Invite her over for dessert after dinner. Or meet for an ice-cream cone.

7.Strap on a headset so you can chat while you sort laundry or rinse the romaine.

8.If she’s committed to her kid’s twice weekly soccer game, hang out in the stands together. Or tool along on an errand. One woman accompanied her friend on nighttime car rides to lull her new baby to sleep.

9.Schedule your manicures, pedicures, or highlights together.

10.Scoop out the hamper and hit the Laundromat or your apartment building’s laundry room. Washing your clothes isn’t nearly as tedious as a duo.

11.If you can’t physically be together, watch your favorite TV show, say Sex in the City or Friends, while you’re on the phone together. It’s almost like sitting in her den.



BETH: APPLYING THE GLUE

Beth’s house is a mess, and dinner isn’t looking too good, either. It’ll be either macaroni out of a box—if there’s any in the pantry—or carryout pizza, if there isn’t. “My floor will suck up the soles of your shoes,” Beth cheerfully acknowledges, but she doesn’t apologize for any domestic shortcomings. After a grinding day as a graphic designer, freelancing at night, and tending to her husband and teenage daughter, she has only one “hobby.” “I nurture relationships,” says Beth, 51, who lives outside Phoenix. “I can only do a couple things well. This is one of the things I’ve chosen. The quality of your relationships is everything. It gives a sense of richness to my life.”

At 9 P.M. Beth sweeps everything else aside to catch up with friends by phone. She calls it the glue of her relationships and applies it generously. But face time is vital, too. After work, Beth often cruises by her neighbor, Cheryl’s, house for a microburst of conversation or gossip, usually on the excuse of an errand. Likewise, Cheryl often rings Beth’s bell with a sample of her latest home-baked treat—say, a slice of still-warm pineapple cake. And whenever Beth works in her company’s downtown office instead of her suburban-based branch, she always schedules lunch with a colleague. “Sometimes I’d just like to shop, but I try to see people to cultivate and strengthen those bonds,” she says.

“If somebody said about me, ‘She kept every friend she ever made,’ it would be like giving me the Oscar and the Tony all rolled into one,” muses Beth.

LIZ: THE MASTER MULTITASKER

“You can’t squeeze any more hours in the day, so you have to make use of the hours you have,” says Liz, 43, who has three kids and runs her own career counseling firm in Boston. Enter
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