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Imagine me, a young woman of twenty years going to the office of the prodigiously talented and extremely handsome French professor, Antoine Bernard. He was no older than 40, already an esteemed professor and a respected public intellectual. We had watched him on YouTube channels and late-night TV chat shows explicating in his charming Gallic accent the latest cultural perceptions of power with both verve and wit. We were so excited that he was coming to our university for a semester and even more thrilled to learn we were to be in his seminar group.

Of course, we adored him more when we saw him in person. All the girls did. Most of the boys wanted to be like him, but we girls, well, you can imagine what we wanted. We loved attending his lectures. We would rush to get seats on the front row of the amphitheatre to be as close to him as we could. 

He was an amazing performer with all that exuberant gesturing, and the cute way he would lean his elbow on the lectern, ruffle his hair and peer at the audience hanging off his every remark. However complicated the subject was, he would carefully scatter his comments with cultural references we all knew and comic anecdotes that both made us laugh and helped us understand. 

His seminars were even better because they were more intimate. He was closer to us. We sat around in a circle listening to him, enchanted by him, wanting his eyes to fix their attention on us.

We had been in a seminar with him that morning. I was trying to focus on his analysis of shifts in cultural power in the twentieth century. I was interested in the theme - Antoine made everything interesting - but I was more focused on his wavy-brown hair brushed back at the crown and flecked lightly with silver-grey around the temples, and those luminous, blue eyes. Then there was the lovely jut of his manly jaw and that most delicious of ironic smiles that played around his full-lipped mouth. I was happy just to gaze at his beauty imagining him kissing me or touching me where I most yearned to be touched.

Unfortunately, I had to concentrate on what he was actually saying in case he quizzed me about the text we were supposed to have read in preparation for class. I would have been devastated if he asked me a question and I could not give an adequate response. He was usually gentle in his appraisal of students comments, even of the dumbest. He would be so tactful even as he methodically demolished your argument. It had happened to me early in the semester and I did not wish to repeat the experience.

“Well, Emily, that is an interesting supposition, and I can see why you might think it but ...” Then came not four or five but six points that dismantled my naïve hypothesis and left me absolutely crushed.
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