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None ol us would consciously know it then, but what we were sccing, that
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I've thought about this for some time, because I've written some loving things
about men, and some nasty things too, and I meant them all. And I've always
been a feminist, and I've been one of the boys as well, and I've given both sides a
pretty good shot. I've spent a lot of time telling myself that men and women are
fundamentally alike, mainly in the service of arguing that women should not
only be permitted but be welcomed into a variety of positions and roles that
only men occupied.

And then something happens, a little thing usually, and all I can see is that
great shiny space in the middle of the dance floor where no one ever meets. ‘I
swear to God we are a different species,” one of my friends said on the tele-
phone recently. I can't remember whether the occasion was a fight with her
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QUESTIONS
1. Note the places in this essay where Anna Quindlen, after describing “the first

boy-girl party we attended” (paragraph 1), returns to it. How does she turn this
moment into an observation about the differences between men and women?

2. Quindlen writes about two genders—male and female—but some recent theo-
rists describe multiple genders. Read Gwendolyn Ann Smith’s “We're All Someone's

Freak” (pp. 184-87) and compare Quindlen’s classification to hers. What changes
when new categories are added? What problems persist? ‘

3. As Quindlen does with the “boy-girl party” in this essay, describe a memorable
event and turn it into a greater observation about an issue important to you.



