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DEDICATION

FOR MY MOM AND DAD,

you will always be my bedrock.

FOR MY HUSBAND,

you will always be my hearth.

FOR MY SON,

you will always be my sky.





PRELUDE

Everything comes to you in dust and waves. The light, the sand blowing in from the crack in the car door, just enough to pass in front of my mother. A two-dimensional face with my father beside her. Halfway across the world. He’s saying something about getting ready—Hey, honey, get ready, we’re almost there. Something about a checkpoint. I hear my voice coming through the screen: What are you doing there, Mom, what are you even doing there?

She tries to be kind, tries to be understanding. Now, the words are all nothing to worry about—please don’t be upset, we’ll be home soon.

My voice says, What could be so important, what could be so goddamn important to force you out of Istanbul, and farther up the road to God knows where?

Damascus, she says. And it’s safe and there’s a mission there and the nuns won’t leave, in spite of the danger. And this is what we do, honey, this is what we do.

Then my father says something about Here we are, here we are at the checkpoint. The driver is speaking to my father, in Arabic, my father answers, and for a moment everything is routine, just papers and IDs a few questions and even a little joke about the ID picture—I was younger then, boy, was I.

I’m about to speak, but my words never get to come out again because then there is gunfire.

Gunfire in bursts and Arabic and dust clouding the air and orders rapid-fire coming from somewhere outside the car and the screen isn’t showing my mom anymore, or my dad. The screen is showing the bottom of the backseat of the car while the sound keeps going rat-a-tat-tat, rat-a-tat-tat.

No good-bye words, no kind assurances, not even enough time for I love you.

Only bullets.

“Mom? What’s happening? Where are you, tell me now, where are you?!”

But the screen has nothing to say now, and the car has nothing to say, and there are no more words coming from the car because the car is now empty.

The car is empty.

“Mom? . . . Dad?”

And now there is only silence.





I
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It’s okay for me to tell my story now, isn’t it? I mean, there’s a couple of things I should probably leave out. Just to make everybody feel better. So as not to shatter our illusions that the world is a wonderful place or whatever.

But maybe there’s no point to that. You know, whitewashing. Maybe it’s better to just put it all on the table so you can just look at it and decide if you want to see it for what it is, or just unsee it and walk away. I mean, really, it’s your choice.

A lot of people unsee a lot of things, every day. Think about it. Every day you go around, stepping over some guy out on the street, outside the Starbucks, or at the park, or on the sidewalk, you just unsee it. Or those cops pulling over that black guy or that brown guy or that anything-but-white guy. You just kind of unsee it, right?

And then, one day, you just kind of forget you’re even unseeing anything at all. It’s just subconscious. It’s just white noise. It’s just normal.

But then, sometimes, a person comes along, or a thing comes along, and it jars you. It snaps you out of it. And all of a sudden you can see again.

That’s when you have to make the choice.

Am I gonna go back? Or am I gonna keep seeing that?

Because if I keep seeing that, that thing right in front of me that is so unjust, eventually I might have to do something about it.

Look, I’m not here to change anyone’s life or anything. I’m just trying to tell a story. But I’m asking . . . what I’m asking is . . . Can I just tell it? Can I just tell it how it happened?

If I tell it to you, you have to keep it safe, okay?

Just keep it safe.
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All right, well, obviously there’s some details we have to go over. You’re probably gonna want to know who this right here is. You know, yours truly. The one invading your life right now.

I’m an expat. Well, I’m not really an expat. I’m more the child of two expats. So, therefore, my expat status was forced on me.

Don’t worry. I’m not mad at them about it. I couldn’t be mad at them even if I wanted to be.

They’re dead.

Or probably dead.

No one knows.

We’re going to get to that later. And don’t feel sorry for me. I can’t stand it when I tell people because the look of concern alone is enough to make me want to run out of the room to the nearest bar. Seriously.

Also, just, do me a favor. When I tell you what happened . . . don’t freak out.

The whole thing started with something stupid. I mean, really banal.

It’s always something stupid. Something you never thought would amount to anything. Something you didn’t even think about. In movies you always know when the big thing is happening. The music swells. The camera swoops in. The star looks up in wonder. And you know. This is the big thing. The life-changing thing.

But not in life. In life it’s just a shrug and I did this thing, and then that thing happened, and then this happened. And you never know what the big thing is until you look back and think, OMG, that was it. How did I not know it?

It’s maddening in a way. How random it is.

Like this thing. This life-changing thing.

Wanna know what it is?

Applebee’s.

Yup, Applebee’s.

More specifically, the Applebee’s off Interstate 99 just outside of Altoona. That is Pennsylvania, just in case for some reason you didn’t know where ALTOONA is. This is the place that fate set me down one happy, unknowing spring day in April 2015. I was driving back from Pittsburgh, listening to Majical Cloudz, minding my own business, when, quite simply, nature called. Nature called and I had to make a stop in this godforsaken place, which, let’s be honest, is in the middle of the Appalachian Mountains. That’s right. Deliverance city. And the only place open that looked like I would not get kidnapped and put in a cellar, the entrance to which is disguised by an icebox, was the Altoona Applebee’s of Logan Valley Mall. (Proudly serving a happy hour special of Sweet Chili Brisket Sliders!) Normal, right? But make no mistake, if I hadn’t gone to the Applebee’s off Interstate 99, two hours outside of Pittsburgh, none of this would have ever happened.

Now, what was I doing in Pittsburgh? Well, my parents raised me to be kind of a knee-jerk liberal—you know, one of those people who annoys everybody at the dinner table by talking about polar bears dying off or #blacklivesmatter and actually caring about sea slaves off the coast of Asia? Yup. I’m one of those. An agitator.

My folks didn’t do this because they wanted to annoy everyone around me for the rest of their lives. They didn’t even do it on purpose. I could have become a red-faced Tea Party hysteric for all they cared, because the decision was left to me because they are/were namby-pamby liberals who believe this crazy thing that everyone gets to be whatever they want.

But they are/were journalists. And good ones. They had a little flirty competition between them about who had the most Robert F. Kennedy awards, and who got in the New York Times and who could possibly get the National Book Award. (My mom did, four years ago, and I think she wore it as a hat for two months straight.)

But let’s not talk about them right now, because I don’t want to start crying yet. I just want to tell you why I was in Pittsburgh in the first place.

There’s a place in Pittsburgh called Carnegie Mellon University where they have an award-winning program in robotics. Without getting into what they are designing there and scaring the bejesus out of you, I will just say, I wanted to see it myself, take notes, talk to the designers, and write about it for my senior thesis on artificial intelligence. So far, the working title is: “Artificial Intelligence: Human Immortality or Frankenstein’s Monster?” Look, we can talk about it later.

The problem is, I am still a human with human functions, and that means I had to visit a human bathroom in a human restaurant called Applebee’s.

It was supposed to be easy. It was supposed to be a quick stop. Simple.

The thing is . . . there were a lot of families there. Cute families. Families with little kids drawing with crayons on those little paper place mats they give to make kids stay at the table and not run around all over the place tripping waitresses. There were babies, and toddlers, and five-year-old boys in Batman shirts. There was even a little girl dressed as Elsa. For no reason. It’s not Halloween. But go ahead, cutie pie, you dress up as Elsa all you want. You do you.

And that would have been great, the families.

Except that when you came out of the bathroom, if you looked at the faces of the mommies, you would see something was wrong. Something was really wrong. The moms were worried. The moms were freaking out but trying not to freak out because they were in front of their kids, and all moms know you have to keep it together in front of your kids or they will be terrified.

So I look. I go to see why they are worried. I can’t help but feel bad for them. Moms have it hard enough. You try taking care of kids. I babysat once and had to take a nap for a week.

And then I see it. Or more aptly, I see them.

These guys.

Two of them.

We’ll call them Hot Dog and Hamburger. Why will we call them Hot Dog and Hamburger? Because one is tall and weighs three pounds and the other is short and weighs about three hundred. But that’s not what’s wrong with them. Don’t be a jerk.

What’s wrong with them is this:

These guys are both just standing there. One in a Confederate flag jean jacket. One in a Slayer shirt. They seem to have matching mullets. They seem to have cut them themselves. But, again, that’s not what’s wrong with them. Don’t be superficial.

What’s wrong with them is that they are both carrying what appear to be assault rifles, AK-47s, strapped to their backs, just flung over their backs, like they are in the Applebee’s in Iraq. (Which doesn’t exist.) They both have extra, just-in-case guns in their holsters as well. Handguns.

If you spoke to them, I bet they would tell you that they are very proud of their guns. They are in LOVE with their guns! They want to marry their guns! But you won’t have time to speak with them.

Right now they are harassing the poor manager of the Applebee’s, who kind of looks like a much younger Ned Flanders from The Simpsons. Here’s the conversation:

“Sir, I’m going to have to ask you to leave; there are families here, and you are disturbing their meals.”

The moms look worried. Everyone is leaning in. One mom is leaving, huddled over her kids on the way out. I don’t blame her. Most of the other moms are anxiously looking for their waiters, wanting to leave. There don’t seem to be any dads here today. Maybe they are all at work. It is eleven a.m. on a Tuesday, after all.

Hot Dog and Hamburger reply with a card. It looks to be some laminated thing. I peer over their shoulders. Oh, a copy of the Constitution. Of course!

Hamburger takes the lead: “It is my God-given right to be here. It is my right to be armed. This is a free country the last time I checked.”

Hot Dog chimes in: “Yeah, our forefathers got it for us!”

I’m sure Thomas Jefferson would be thrilled.

More moms leave, panicked.

And I can’t help it.

This is something I shouldn’t do but I do anyway.

(I’ve never been very good at social norms.)

I step in.

“Good afternoon, Hot Dog and Hamburger! I believe it’s time you leave this establishment!”
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I think I forgot to tell you that I’m five foot two and have mouse-brown hair and skin the color halfway between paper and the inside of a potato. Also, I’m a bit underweight because I have what the doctor’s have informed us is called “dissociative disorder,” which makes me not realize that I actually have a body and that I’m actually supposed to feed said body.

So I’m not exactly big. And I’m not exactly tough-looking. And I’m in the middle of the Appalachian Mountains.

So you can imagine the look they give me.

It’s not quite laughter.

It’s more incredulousness.

It’s more . . . What the eff does this little elf think she’s doing here?

It’s more . . . Are you kidding me, tiny?

And they’re all staring now. The mothers. The waiters. Even the little ones. Those little baby faces, rapt. And I have to protect them. I don’t know why I feel like it’s my job. But for some reason, it is.

And somehow it seems this is not really happening. That the moment I spoke up I stepped into an alternate universe.

“Are you fucking kidding?” It’s Hamburger. He’s the leader.

“Gentlemen, and I use the term loosely, I would like you to refrain from using profanity in front of the children. Many of them are not yet five and should not be submitted to hearing such vulgarity. However, the more pressing issue is that I would like you to leave this establishment.”

“You high or something?” That was Hot Dog. He’s obviously the brains of the operation.

“I will give you to the count of three.”

Now Hamburger.

“I will give YOU til the count of three, sweet cheeks. How ’bout that?”

He pulls out his handgun. Aims it at me.

Welp, that escalated quickly.

I turn to Ned, the manager. “You see this, right? Assault with a deadly weapon?”

Ned just gulps. I turn back to the barbecue twins.

“The sweetness of my cheeks is of no concern to you. Also, the problem is that I have a dissociative disorder. So when you are pointing that gun at me? It’s as if you are pointing it at a stranger. Do you understand?”

They don’t really know what to make of this.

Who would know what to make of it? Imagine if you see yourself from outside of yourself. Like you are a fly on the ceiling watching yourself. And right now, with a gun pointed at me in the hospitality area of the Applebee’s in Altoona, I most definitely feel like I am watching myself.

“I’m going to give you one last chance to leave this establishment.”

They stand there.

“Are you sure? I really don’t want to humiliate you in front of all these people. Although, truthfully, you have already humiliated yourselves by bringing a semiautomatic weapon to the Applebee’s.”

“Shut the hell up, stupid bitch.”

The gun, still pointed, not two feet away.

“I see. So you insist upon the swearing. Again, I’m a pacifist at heart, so—”

“Yeah, suck it, hippie.”

“Let’s count it down, shall we? ONE . . .”

The manager and the waitresses look at each other and sink down behind the host’s stand.

“TWO . . .”

The moms shelter their kids, moving them back toward the tables.

“TWO AND A HALF.”

The guys chuckle now. They think it’s ridiculous. They think I’m stalling.

We don’t get to three.

If Hamburger knew what he was doing, he would not be pointing his gun that close. Because that is just close enough for me to reach out, grab his gun, twist his hand back, and point the gun right back at him. Using the ancient Filipino marshall art of Eskrima. Which he doesn’t know. And obviously he doesn’t know that I know.

And, let’s face it, you didn’t know I knew it either. It’s not something I go around bragging about. That would just be lame. But, suffice to say, my mom became kind of obsessed with Muay Thai, Eskrima, jujitsu, and good old-fashioned karate while I was growing up. So that meant we all had to be obsessed, too.

It’s not their fault. Hot Dog and Hamburger.

I don’t exactly look like a black belt.

Hot Dog tries to grab me from behind, but that is actually the perfect positioning for me to flip him over my back and send him crashing to the floor. I mean, like, that’s literally where they have your sparring partner stand to practice that move on the mat.

THUD.

And there goes his AK-47. Which now falls to the floor and, praise the Lord, doesn’t discharge. I grab that particular health hazard just in time to see Hamburger charge me with the full weight of his flame-grilled burger body. Which would be daunting. Absolutely. Except if you use the force of his endless life of funnel cakes against him and simply wait until the very last moment before stepping aside in a lightning-quick manner, then he ends up using all of his own weight to run barreling into the bubblegum machine.

Kind of humiliating.

If these guys weren’t such dicks I’d feel sorry for them. But let’s remember who brought the AK-47s to the Applebee’s, now, shall we?

Hamburger’s face is bleeding, lacerated by the gum-ball dispenser. Also, his nose looks pretty bad. Not that it looked that good before. This is a great time to grab his AK, which, let’s be honest, is not going to go well with his oncoming blind rage. I notice Hot Dog get up from the ground because his reflection is actually visible in the glass of the gum-ball machine. He is currently coming up behind me.

See? If I wasn’t seeing this from the ceiling, I might actually be terrified right now.

The thing about guns is that you can always use the butt of them. Which I do. And now he’s smacked to the ground bleeding, too. Hamburger seems to still be in a state of shock. Hot Dog is cursing to himself. Both of them are kind of just flailing around there on the floor of the Applebee’s welcome area.

So that happened.

The waitstaff, the manager, the moms look at me. Like I am from Pluto.

They did not see it coming.

It’s a five-year-old who breaks the silence, the one in the Batman shirt.

“Did you see that, Mommy?! That was awesome!”

And his mom allows herself a kind of relieved laugh.

I remove the ammunition from both guns, then hand the guns and ammo, separately, to Ned Flanders.

“Okay, well, thank you for the facilities,” I say. “By the way, you may want to install a hand air dryer, as it will prove to be an effective cost-cutting measure, as well as reducing paper towel consumption. Something to think about.”

I step over Hot Dog and Hamburger. Flick their laminated Constitution, which I’ve picked up from the ground, into their faces. “I’m sure you’ve made George Washington very proud today.”

And that’s all she wrote. I walk out, leaving the Applebee’s of Altoona, Pennsylvania, behind me.

I’m sure it feels like a bit of a daydream to those people in there. But that’s okay, too, because, as you know, it all feels like a daydream to me. That’s my problem. Or my “crisis/opportunity” as my mom would say.

But, regardless of that, I had to do something.

You see, I hate guns.

And the only thing I hate more than guns is guns around little kids.

I feel passionately about this subject for probably the same reason I have this dissociative disorder. It all goes back to the same part of the brain, which is apparently highly invested in daydreaming, obsession, and, of course, worst-case-scenario plotting, otherwise known as worrying. It’s the same part. You see, there’s no such thing as a free lunch.

But the important thing here, right now? Well, the important thing is I didn’t know there was video being shot of the entire incident. I had no idea. And I certainly didn’t know that this video would alter the course of the rest of my life.
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Everyone thinks they’re dead.

My parents.

I mean, they try to be nice about it and offer kind words and support. They tell me to have hope. They tell me miracles can happen. Stuff like that. Nothing about rainbows and buttercups just yet. But I’m pretty sure it’s coming. I mean, it’s been over a year. So the keep-hope-alive speeches are becoming less and less convincing. Particularly to the ones saying them.

If they just would’ve stopped caring about people, none of this would have happened. If they just would’ve become like the rest of everybody and never seen the bad stuff, never looked at the bad stuff, just gotten back to the TV and the internet and the infinite distraction, well . . . then they’d probably be safe and sound. Ensconced in a cocoon of their own making.

But no. Not them.

They happened to be in Istanbul for their publisher. Yep, they both had the same publisher in Turkey. It turns out, Turkish people read a lot! There was a big hullabaloo book fair in Istanbul, and their publisher flew them out to sign their respective books and make appearances on local talk shows and the like.

Yep, I know. They’re sort of famous. Well, renowned. Intellectuals are never really famous. My mom is renowned for a book she wrote on multinational corporations, where she actually went undercover and worked at a factory in Bangladesh for ten cents a day. That’s the one that got her that National Book Award she’s so proud of. Or used to be proud of. Right now she’s probably not proud so much because she’s probably dead.

Ouch.

I know.

But let’s just face facts, shall we?

And my dad. His book, River to Sea, taught on campuses from Princeton to Berkeley, has somehow ended up being the seminal book on Israel/Palestine. That got him a National Book Critics Circle nomination. (But not a win. That year the nonfiction went to The Warmth of Other Suns by Isabel Wilkerson. Stiff competition.)

But, in Istanbul? At the Istanbul Book Fair? My parents were rock stars.

That would’ve been fine. Perfect. All well and good.

Except.

My mom met a woman who was worried about her sister. In Syria. Her sister was a nun at the Catholic Mission northeast of Damascus, halfway to Aleppo. Instead of fleeing the inevitable advance of ISIS, the priest and the nuns decided to stay there, with their flock. Even though most of the people in the town were Muslims. The idea was that it was wrong to abandon the people. That it was their moral duty, their God-given duty, to stay.

So of course my mother wanted to interview them. This noble cause. This nun, this priest, this flock.

She assured my father she’d be safe, but he insisted on joining her. They wouldn’t go farther than Damascus.

Damascus, no surprise, is the last place they were seen.

I go over this again and again, each night, tossing and turning, trying to find a clue, somewhere in the plan. A missing piece. Maybe the woman she met at the book fair was a plant. Maybe it was a trap. Where was this Catholic Mission? Who were these nuns? Are they still alive? Is anyone still alive? Where are my parents?

Are they ever coming home?

Will I ever see my dad’s rugged skin? His khaki green epaulet button-down shirts, always with a little notepad in the pocket. His hair all over the place, a mad scientist in chestnut. Will he ever tell me his dumb jokes again? Will he ever call me a sack of potatoes and throw me over this shoulder even though I tell him I’m too old and oh God, Dad, seriously, stop?

What about my mom?

There are a million things I think about my mom, and her decision to tell this story in the middle of a war zone. I have processed up to five hundred and thirty-one thoughts on the subject thus far. Only nine hundred ninety-nine thousand, four hundred sixty-nine to go!

But will I ever see her again? Her long dishwater-blond hair, her bizarre mismatched outfits, her Bohemian chic, patterns from Mojave to Mumbai? My mom, with her razor-sharp wit and pithy insights. That’s the thing about my mom: she was always the smartest and, yes, the weirdest, one in the room.

At first, people would think she was a dummy. They would. They’d see my dad, a little bit older, and looking it from spending years and years from Gaza to the Golan Heights. They’d see my mom, younger than my dad, and young-looking. (She was vain.) Then they’d just assume he was some sort of sugar daddy and she was in it for the free ride. But then . . . then . . . she’d say one or two things in conversation that would inevitably identify her as 1) not stupid and 2) kind of a genius. And she’d do it humbly. Then, at some point someone would refer to her superfamous National Book Award–winning book.

Game, set, and match.

Trust me. I’ve seen it happen over fifteen times. You can practically tell time by it.

The other thing you can tell time by is my mom’s ability to lose anything. And I do mean anything. Has she ever asked where her keys are when they’re in her hand? Check. Has she ever asked you to help her find her phone, when you are talking to her over the phone? Check. What about asking you where her glasses are when she is wearing them? And check.

I have never in my life met anyone more forgetful or absentminded then my mom. She’s like beyond the absentminded professor. She’s like the loopy, blind, absentminded professor. Here’s an example: she cannot, for the life of her, make toast. Toast. She has tried it ten times and every time, every time . . . the toast ends up black. Oh, she’ll cut it into pieces. She’ll even cut it into little triangles BEFORE she realizes it’s black. Then she’ll serve it in front of whoever is the unfortunate receiver of the toast, usually Dad or me. And that’s when it happens: She’ll see it for the first time. Through your eyes. In reality. “Oh no!” She will declare. “How did that happen?” And she will mean it. She will truly be baffled.

It got so my dad and I had to hide the toaster.

“Please,” my dad would insist. “Stop trying. It’s okay. You don’t have to prove anything. It’s just toast.”

She’d reply, “Are you sure it’s not a metaphor for my love and my ability to create a happy and loving home?”

“Yes. It is not a metaphor for your love and your ability to create a happy and loving home. You’re an incredible journalist, mother, and wife. But, let’s face it, toast is not your thing.”

“It’s not my thing?”

“Nope. You are antitoast.”

And he’d smile, and she’d smile back.

That moment.

Little moments like that.

I miss them.

So that was it. He was the chef. And Mom would put together whatever ridiculous fun decorations were in fitting with the theme. Chicken kiev for dinner? Let me show you these Russian dolls! Or a Cinco de Mayo night? I’ll find a piñata! Let’s make paper flowers! My mom had this goofy yet adorable way of going all in. She’d hang Turkish lanterns. She’d rent a popcorn machine. She’d find a way to project a movie onto a big screen in the backyard. She even once, I’m not kidding, hired a quick-change artist. I know. It was so doofy, but it was, undeniably, hilarious.

That’s what I think my dad loved about her.

She was like a light.

He was more kind, more serious, more measured. But she was actually a goofball. Imagine Ruth Gordon in Harold and Maude. Oh, you haven’t seen it? Go see it right now. Seriously.

. . .

I’m waiting . . .

. . .

Okay, you back? Good. Nice to see you again. So, now that you’ve seen Ruth Gordon in Harold and Maude . . .

That’s my mom.

It was like all the terrible things in the world manifested in her into a rebellion against darkness. A defiant exuberance.

And this is what makes me think she’s alive. That she has to be alive. That there is no way on earth, no God so cruel, no fate so callous, that it would let this particular spirit perish.

I just can’t believe it.

But maybe I am just kidding myself.

Maybe they are both dead.

And maybe I am a fool.
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All three of my boyfriends are shocked LexCorp is recruiting on campus.

Okay, maybe they’re not really my boyfriends. More like guys who I see a lot but can’t commit to. I know, it’s weird to have three.

One day they will each of them marry a sweet girl who says the right things and is liked by their respective parents and they’ll move into houses with white picket fences and dogs named Spot.

But that ain’t me, babe.

I’m not sure why I’m doing this, this having-three-not-boyfriends thing, other than the fact that while I do not want to deal with ONE person in a RELATIONSHIP, I’m deathly afraid of being alone. When I’m alone, the thoughts come rushing in. When I’m alone, all of the too-horrible things that could have happened, or are happening, to my mom and dad threaten to invade my conscience. That’s the first problem.

And the second problem? Remember how we were talking about that little dissociative issue I have? Like, I see myself not from inside myself but from somewhere else? Usually from up above or the corner or something? Well, that kinda takes a toll on the old relationship issue. You know how in movies girls are always superexcited when a guy comes close to them and says something sweet or gives them a hug or gives them flowers? Like every girl out there is just dying to bloom into a beautiful butterfly at the touch, the look, the approval of the nearest cute guy? Well, I sort of ended up being the opposite of that girl. So for instance, if a guy goes to kiss me really fast, I shrink away. It scares me. Or if a guy looks into my eyes and says, “I want to be closer to you.” It’s like a horror show. Terrifying.

And I didn’t want to be this way. I didn’t ask to be.

It’s just something that ended up happening for a lot of different reasons that maybe we can explore later and then make a PowerPoint presentation about.

(Also, then we can make a PowerPoint presentation about why PowerPoint presentations are boring.)

In any case, there’s nothing wrong with any of these three guys. I’m serious. It’s me. I’ve investigated the problem, and the problem is me.

Do you want to meet them?

Okay, fine. But before you do, I have to explain a little bit about the situation around these parts.

Ready?

I go to an all-women’s college named Bryn Mawr. It’s one of the “Seven Sisters,” and the thing everyone always says about it is that Katharine Hepburn went here. The other Seven Sisters are, in no particular order, Wellesley, Mount Holyoke, Vassar (the debutante one), Radcliffe (the Harvard one), Smith (girls in pearls), and Barnard (the one in New York). Bryn Mawr is generally considered the one with the freaks. Also, the most academically challenging. And lesbo central.

Now, there are four colleges associated with Bryn Mawr: Princeton, Swarthmore, UPenn, and Haverford.

Princeton is the official brother school of Bryn Mawr, but it’s WAY too square and there is zero interaction. Those are guys who strive to be bankers. Gross. You can practically feel them itching to crash the economy.

UPenn is also considered part of the community. We can take classes there, but it’s in Philadelphia, which is a twenty-five-minute train ride, so it might as well be in Tibet. Also, those guys are kind of jocky. Again, ew.

Swarthmore is closer, and cooler. We can take classes there, and they can take classes here. In fact, last year, five guys took a class with me in English House called “Poetics and Politics of the Sublime.” I know. No one had any idea what that class was about. But those guys could talk a blue streak. One of them even had patches on the elbows of his blazer. Patches!

And, finally, there is Haverford. Very much more involved. There’s a blue bus that runs between the two schools and we can live there, they can live here, etc. Except no one really does this because those are all guys who listen to Phish, wear flannel, and play lacrosse, and we are all a bunch of black-clad lesbos who chant, “Death to the Patriarchy!” and spell woman with a y. Womyn. Get it? Because the idea is you don’t need a man to spell woman. Don’t laugh.

I don’t really care about the spelling thing, but I have no desire to listen to Phish.

However, every once in a while there is a phenomenon called a “Bryn Man.” That is a Haverford guy who doesn’t really fit over there and will just decide to live and major at Bryn Mawr. They have to have a pretty thick skin and a very studied self-deprecating way about them to get away with it. But these are the smartest guys. Because these guys still get a lot of action. Pretty clever, huh?

So, now that we’ve laid the groundwork . . . let’s meet our bachelors, shall we?

Okay, here we.

Bachelor number one!

Well, folks, bachelor number one hails from Allentown, Pennsylvania! The only son of a Jewish doctor and a doting mother, he was raised as if he is God’s gift to the earth and has a habit of being hilarious, pithy, and biting. Olive-skinned with giant dark eyes, bachelor number one is five foot eleven, skinny, and hoping to be a great filmmaker one day. His hobbies include watching obscure movies and watching obscure movies. Ladies and gentlemen, meet Aaron!

Are you ready for bachelor number two? Okay, then, bachelor number two is from sunny Southern California. Having lost his father at a young age, bachelor number two was raised by his German-American mother. However, his grandfather on his father’s side was African-American. The combination of this, with his German blood, somehow made him the most attractive person ever to walk the face of the earth and possibly the universe. Dishwater-blond, short hair; beige, sun-kissed skin; and a truly hunky body have turned this guy into, basically, a living Ken doll. But with brains. Yes, folks, bachelor number two is an international relations major who will probably one day be the ambassador to China. Say hello to Teddy!

And finally, bachelor number three is an international student from (sigh) Paris, France. He is filled with disdain for everything American except for his Levi’s and Marlboro cigarettes. He wears vaguely Middle Eastern scarves and is a philosophy major whose personal philosophy is look good, hate everything. He has the same five-o’clock shadow at all times, although I don’t quite know how that’s physically possible. His name is . . . Patrice!

So there, now you’ve met all three of them.

I can’t tell if you are impressed or concerned.

Don’t worry, they all know about one another. Scout’s honor. Or, at least, they each know they are not my one and only. And I’m pretty sure they don’t care.

(For the record, I’m sure I’m not their one and only either, although I haven’t really bothered to ask.)

There is one thing they do all have in common. At one point or another, all three of them mentioned how baffled, annoyed, or irate they were that LexCorp is coming to our bicollege community to recruit.

Who is LexCorp? Funny you should ask.

LexCorp is probably the least understood and most diabolical company known to man. They make Halliburton look like Bambi. Rumor has it, the company profited by over eighty billion dollars from the Iraq War. Basically, on oil. And retrieving the oil. And overcharging the government to hire its own special workers to drill the oil. And selling the oil. Originally, they were strictly an oil company. Then they decided to branch out into coal, natural gas, and every fossil fuel known to man. But that’s not all.

Fun fact: You know those guys who always go on the news to represent the “doubt” over climate change? The ones who say things like “The science isn’t in” and “Global warming is a hoax”? Well, those are actually just a small handful of guys. They’re called “experts.” They always have something under their name implying they are from some obscure “foundation” or “institute.”

But, if you actually take the time to look into these so-called foundations and institutes, they are usually shells for the fossil fuel industry. Like, say, LexCorp. So, basically, LexCorp has paid millions and millions of dollars to get these guys on all the news shows, since the 1970s, to make everyone doubt the reality of climate change, thereby dooming us all. Fun fact number two: Many of these guys are the exact same guys who
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