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About the Book

She felt some part of herself relax when she was with him. She could shut off the part of her brain that was always monitoring whether she was talking too much, being ‘selfish.’


A few years before the start of The Love Affairs of Nathaniel P., twentysomething writer Nathaniel Piven admires a piece of published work by a young woman named Aurit Arazi, and writes her an email expressing his appreciation. After this introduction, they meet for a drink. At the time, Nate is dating gorgeous, moody Elisa, and Aurit has an older, successful novelist boyfriend named Carter, but Nate and Aurit become friends. In the months, even years, that pass, Nate’s and Aurit’s romantic partners change, but their friendship carries on. And then, one New Year’s eve, it seems that the nature of their relationship may change. Like many readers who got to know Nathaniel Piven in The Love Affairs of Nathaniel P., Aurit is pretty sure that, when it comes to relationships with women, he can be an asshole, but is there more to him than that? In New Year’s, author Adelle Waldman exposes the mating psyche of one brilliant young female writer, with the same shockingly accurate eye that brought the world Nathaniel P.


About the Author

Adelle Waldman is the author of The Love Affairs of Nathaniel P.. She is a graduate of Brown University and Columbia University’s journalism school. She worked as a reporter at the New Haven Register and the Cleveland Plain Dealer, and wrote a column for the Wall Street Journal’s website. Her articles have also appeared in the New York Times Book Review, Slate, the Wall Street Journal, and other national publications. She lives in Brooklyn, New York, with her husband.


New Year’s

A Prequel to The Love Affairs of Nathaniel P.

ADELLE WALDMAN


“Do you want to get another round?”

Aurit did, but she didn’t like that she did. It was late, and though the next day was a holiday, or almost a holiday, she wanted to get some work done. Besides, since when had she become such a big drinker?

“One more,” she said. “But only one.”

Nate’s smile was instantaneous. “Great.”

His obvious pleasure in her company killed her—as if nothing could make him happier than the favor she was granting him of another half hour of her conversation. It was fucking endearing.

He stood up. “Stay,” he said. “I’ll go.”

They were at a new place, a wine bar that had recently opened in Aurit’s neighborhood. It wasn’t that crowded, probably because it was December 30 and people were still out of town for the holidays, but it was pleasantly cellar-like with subdued amber lighting. Aurit decided that she liked the place.

Nate stood at the bar with his back to her, his hands in his back pockets. From her seat at the table, Aurit noticed that he’d missed one of his rear belt loops when he’d dressed. He looked schlumpy in his jeans and sweater.

It must be a good sign that she thought so.

She simply could not bear the idea that she might be developing a crush on Nate. The thought was too awful, too humiliating to contemplate. For one thing, crushes are doomed. If feelings are reciprocated, they don’t play out like crushes. Each person senses the other’s interest, and it becomes attraction. Pre-dating. If it feels like a crush, it necessarily means—doesn’t it?—that it isn’t mutual, that someone’s feelings are growing in isolation, disproportionately. Like a cancer.

Moreover, crushes are for teenagers, not women in their late twenties. Nor was Aurit Arazi some maladjusted eccentric, an anxious virginal creature who enjoyed reenacting the rites of adolescence. Her adolescence had been less than stellar the first time, thank you very much, and besides, she was a sophisticated and worldly young woman, with a string of ex-boyfriends and a number of torrid affairs to her name (well, at least one truly torrid one).

And yet … she couldn’t deny that lately she had felt a secret something or other for Nate, goddamned Nate, her friend. It had sprung up without her consent. For the past couple of weeks, when she was with him, she had found herself unconsciously tracking his expression and tone and words to determine if they indicated romantic interest. Perhaps worse, she was covering her tracks, concealing this development at all costs. She felt on guard against betraying herself, as though, if she ceased to pay attention, she would do something embarrassing, like sit too close to him or lay her hand flirtatiously on his arm.

Why had she even agreed to come out with him tonight? She’d see him tomorrow—they were going to her friend Iris’s New Year’s party. And yet she’d missed him over Christmas, when she’d been in Boston and he’d been in Maryland, and especially during the past few days, since she’d been back. Her neighborhood had had a slightly dystopian, half-empty feel—a consequence of being the kind of preternaturally youthful place that hardly any of its residents are actually from.

Nate had gotten back to town only that afternoon. She had been pleased that he texted as soon as he’d arrived, glad that he suggested meeting for dinner.

She’d even worn a new sweater, one she’d bought in Boston.

Nate returned. The table teetered when he set their drinks down. “That’s disgusting, you know,” he said, nodding at her Jack and Diet Coke.

God. The irony—one of many ironies—of this “crush” was that half the time she wasn’t even sure she liked him.

“No one’s making you drink it,” she said.

“Mercifully,” Nate said. He was smiling.

Aurit narrowed her eyes. “I don’t understand why men feel the need to opine on everything, as if the supreme right of judging has been given to them.”

Nate cocked his head. “You’re not serious, are you?” he said, still smiling. “Please tell me you’re not. Opining on everything? Do they not have the expression about the pot calling the kettle black in Israel?”

Another thing he did that annoyed her was act like she’d just gotten off the boat two days before. She’d moved to the United States when she was eleven.

“Whatever,” she said.

She pushed a five across the table for her drink, taking satisfaction in the knowledge that it had cost six dollars. Nate, cheap fuck though he was, wouldn’t want to sound cheap by saying anything.

Then she remembered something from earlier in the evening. They’d run into an acquaintance over dinner, a slightly chilly, intimidating woman, an editor who wielded a certain amount of power, relative to the two of them anyway. The woman had mispronounced Aurit’s name. “Aw-REET,” Nate had corrected, smiling with just the right hint of flirtation to dispel any suggestion of a reprimand. “Don’t worry, it took me almost a year to get it right.”

It was nice of him, to take that on for her, to save her from having to do it herself or forever cringe when the woman said “OR-it.”

No, he wasn’t all bad.

“Hey,” he said now. “You still haven’t told me how things went with Carter the other day.”

Carter was Aurit’s ex. Thoughtful of Nate to remember that she and Carter were having coffee. Wasn’t it? Taking an interest. That was another one of Nate’s good qualities.

“It was okay,” she said. “Bittersweet.”

She tucked some hair behind her ear and glanced at the surrounding tables, double-checking that no one she knew was within earshot. “We talked mostly about general stuff—books, the news—and when he did talk about himself, he sounded mature and self-aware. I actually started to wonder if I’d been wrong about him. Then I realized it’s part of the act he puts on with people he feels he needs to impress. It’s how he was when we first started dating. When he lets down his guard, you see his true colors—the whininess and self-pity. That’s the real him, or at least too big a part of it to ignore.”

“Ouch,” Nate said.

“I know. It’s sad. He’s a nice guy, in his way. He just doesn’t realize that not everyone is so, I don’t know, externally focused, so in need of validation.”

Nate nodded. He knew the backstory well.

They continued to talk about Carter for a while, long after Aurit had finished her drink. Finally, Nate said he should get going.

As they stood up to go, he asked her who was likely to be at Iris’s the following night.

“It’s the first time in a while I’ll be single on New Year’s,” he remarked as he put on his coat.

Nate had broken up with his long-term girlfriend Elisa just a couple months before.

“I wouldn’t expect too much,” Aurit said. “As a holiday, it’s overrated.”

Nate zipped up his jacket to the top and grinned. “We’ll see.”

* * *

When Aurit and Nate had first become friends, Nate was already dating Elisa, and Aurit had just started seeing Carter.

Their friendship had begun in a charming and somewhat old-fashioned way, Aurit thought. She had written a piece, later to become the basis for the book she was now working on, about her family, and about Israel and Israelis, the political and the personal, and how ideology and gender and personality had intersected in her household when she was growing up, as her father, a committed socialist, tyrannized her mother, who managed somehow to be both self-effacing, in terms of her marriage, and peculiarly egocentric in other respects. Nate, whom Aurit knew only casually from parties, wrote her an e-mail about how much he liked the essay.

He said he was working on a novel about his family, and that made him especially appreciative of how she’d rendered deeply rooted, multilayered dynamics. He was very generous, the opposite of arrogant. Though she didn’t know him well, she’d expected arrogance from him—he had a cocky vibe. But he wrote, with a humility that was all the more touching in a guy, that he’d learned a lot from reading her piece.

After such an e-mail, it was only natural that they met up for a drink. The evening had turned into one of those great friend dates. They talked about writing and about their families. They drank a lot. From the beginning, Aurit had felt some part of herself relax when she was with him. She
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