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For Terry David Castleman and Bonnie Lee Castleman,
my most successful start-ups (and joint ventures)

In loving memory of

PAULA M. SIEGEL

This would be a better book,
and a better world, if Paula were still here.



INTRODUCTION


MY MOTHER HATES THE WORD “NAKED” IN THIS BOOK’S title. One of my first business partners said, “Naked in the boardroom? Well, you have always disarmed and then dismantled any man you were near, not the other way around.”

I don’t mean it literally, Mom. And I’m glad my partner thought I was always in control. But what I mean is this: Getting naked is another term for getting real.

Naked in the Boardroom began as a letter to my daughter, Bonnie, when she was four. I was thinking about what her working life would be like as a woman, and how much had (and hadn’t) changed since I began my career in the 1970s. But by the time I actually started writing this book, I realized that maybe my ambitions were for a larger audience: women like those I’ve met all through my career, who hunger for other women’s hard-earned wisdom.

While today you enter the workforce believing that you can have any position to which you aspire, you are still told to put on a business face, to make decisions based on analysis instead of personal beliefs and gut instincts, and, especially, to leave your emotions behind when you enter the office. Let’s face it: The message is that to succeed, you should be more like men.

That’s wrong.

Perhaps I’m comfortable with “naked” because my first job was at Penthouse. I am happy to report that the editorial and publishing employees were clothed, but getting naked is one reason why I succeeded in business. I showed my feelings and even vulnerability in the workplace. I was sensitive to the people with whom I worked. The lessons I learned in business all point to one broad truth: Success follows when you use what you’ve got. You will succeed because of, not in spite of, your personal traits. The trick is to make your aptitude and flair work for you in a style that is uniquely yours. Maybe I’m a cockeyed optimist, but I think the last decade of changes in business tilted the balance in our favor. Business moves faster, and that means that developing your gut instincts really pays off. Which gender is known for intuition? The biggest growth companies are in the information business: Who’s better at getting, and sharing, information—men or women?

Men can be good at these.

Women are better.

Although much comes naturally, this book is intended to help you realize your particular strengths, to develop your ability to hear messages from your gut, and to shape your skills in listening, decision making, and negotiating—all essential to your career regardless of your seniority or industry. Each chapter is devoted to a specific business theme, accompanied by “take-away” sections filled with easily digested tips on specific career topics.

Kamala Harris, California’s first African-American female district attorney, was told by her mother (a noted doctor), “It’s great to be the first, you’ll be the first at a lot of things, just make a path for others so you’re not the last.”

As part of a generation of women who were firsts, I think of Dr. Harris’s words a lot. I was the youngest publisher of a national magazine in 1982, then the first entrepreneur that Time Inc. funded in a joint-venture start-up. In 1993, I was Time Warner’s first divisional CEO to get pregnant. Then, I became a top executive at CNET, one of the first Internet companies to go public. There I suddenly found myself an elder stateswoman to young people who would ask me to be their mentor, to help them form a plan to succeed in work, in timing their families, in balance. In the hundreds of conversations I’ve had with women on the cusp of greatness—whether over late-night pizza or waiting at crowded airport gates—I’ve always ended up saying the same thing in different ways: Business is personal. Every necessary decision-making tool is already inside you—your experience, brain, and gut will tell you what to do, if you can access their messages. This is a skill that can be honed, and this book—and taking on the challenges presented to you—will show you how to do just that.

Most of the women I interviewed for this book, women who became CEOs and who were willing to get down and dirty, share my desire to help our female successors have it easier than we did. We hope that the next generation of businesswomen can learn from how we’ve grappled with real-life issues: hiring, firing (and getting hired and, er, fired), sexuality in the office, overt and covert discrimination, negotiating, recovering from a mistake. Few of these lessons come easily; indeed, I’ve learned as much, if not more, from mistakes and scoundrels over time as I have from easy decisions and heroes. My best mentors were the antimentors, whose examples I vowed to avoid.

Women in business today will far exceed the successes of the previous generation’s women if they can just be themselves—be real—at work. This book will tell you how to be who you are and make it work for you. And you can keep your clothes on.


ONE

Hey Carly,
It’s Different Being a Woman

WHEN CARLY FIORINA WAS NAMED CEO OF HEWLETT-Packard, her insistence that being female was not part of her success story struck every woman I know as either delusional or a lie. Maybe now that Carly’s been fired she feels differently.

NAKED TRUTH # 1


Sometimes it’s better to be female in business,
sometimes it’s worse, but it’s rarely the same.



If you believe business is the same for men and women, you either believe that:

• men and women are the same and gender differences are random, or



• psychological and biological influences are irrelevant in the workplace.

If the former, you and I have grown up in a different world. If the latter, perhaps you are male?

I began my career in the quintessentially female job of the seventies: as a secretary. I was lucky enough to be at a growing magazine company, where I was made a copywriter, then editor. I later moved to a job as editor of a trade magazine for people in the newsstand industry—the most male segment of magazine publishing. I wrote about a new magazine called Runner’s World, and the founder offered to move me to California to launch it on newsstands nationally. My knowledge of magazine circulation, burnished during a stint working for a publishing consultant, led me to a position as general manager of Mother Jones, a nonprofit magazine that depended heavily on circulation (as opposed to advertising) revenue. I became publisher and stayed at Mother Jones for five years, then my longest tenure by a factor of four. To supplement my meager salary at Mother Jones I began teaching at the Radcliffe Publishing Course, which focused on magazine start-ups. In 1986 I had my own idea for a start-up, and raised $5 million from Time Inc. for a joint venture that launched Parenting magazine, one of the most successful new magazines of the last twenty years. After selling my interest to Time, I spent five years as an executive there, responsible for magazine development and their West Coast lifestyle publishing company, Sunset. After departing there in 1996 I became an executive at CNET, one of the first Internet companies to go public, and remained there through the tech-stock bubble and beyond, until leaving to write this book.



Sounds pretty businesslike and gender neutral, doesn’t it? Yet being female affected almost every aspect of my career, for better (mostly) and worse. The founder of Runner’s World hired me despite my lack of experience, largely because he thought a cute twenty-three-year-old would get outsize attention in the newsstand distribution world (and I did). The publishing consultant who taught me magazine economics also taught me never again to sleep with my boss. My motivation for leaving Mother Jones was to earn enough money to support my bankrupt new husband; the idea for Parenting occurred to me largely because I was considering getting pregnant.

NAKED TRUTH #2


Business is personal.



To write this book I interviewed dozens of women who’d reached CEO positions and two at the “C” level (chief, reporting to the CEO) in major companies. All achieved success in the business world almost unknown to previous generations. Each one cited romance, family, and relationship milestones alongside education, achievement, and finances. Read Jack Welch’s first autobiography, Straight from the Gut, if you harbor the illusion that men see the world similarly. His marriages get a few nonreflective lines each and his philandering none at all. The women I interviewed eagerly recounted mistakes along with triumphs. I’ve tried to do the same.

There are two types of business books for women. (Reminds me of a friend’s comment: “There are two types of people in the world: those who believe there are two types of people and those who don’t.”) The first type of book advises you to try to be like a man to succeed, which includes keeping your emotions out of the workplace. This book is the second type, which avers that a healthy leader recognizes, and responds to, the emotions involved in decision making and business relationships. Pretending to see logic in your boss’s petulant behavior when you pay attention to his business rival doesn’t make it go away. Realizing that he is behaving like your high school boyfriend—and treating him accordingly—just might.

NAKED TRUTH #3


Don’t meet with a male colleague in a hotel room or private residence. Intentions may be innocent, but shit happens.



I’d had almost no social life in my first year postcollege, so attending business conventions was exciting instead of the chore it later became. However, the flirtatious atmosphere at conventions led to one encounter that was emotionally searing.

A man well respected and extremely powerful in his industry, who happened to be a seemingly proper married friend of my aunt and uncle, left the pool in Hilton Head at the same time as I did one afternoon. We walked back toward the villas that the conference attendees were all staying in together. I was chatting with him about my job, and he invited me into his villa for a soda. All was quite innocent as we sat in the living room and talked for a half hour about business. When I needed to leave to go prepare for the dinner, he walked me to the door and said, “I am surprised that you would trust me enough to come to my hotel room.” I said, breezily, “Oh, as long as you’re walking me to the door and not the bedroom, I know it’s okay.” At which point he threw me over his shoulder and carried me into a small room nearby. I was laughing, figuring it was a joke, when I realized he was serious. Despite my tearful protests, only the Danskin leotard I was wearing instead of a bikini prevented him from raping me. Finally, he gave up and I fled.

Although my feminism makes me hesitate to take any blame for this tawdry episode, even at the time I knew I wasn’t blameless. I had found him attractive, and probably would have been receptive if he’d been less of a lunatic. A man of his generation could probably be forgiven for misreading a woman’s intent in visiting his villa in a bathing suit (and cover-up). Even after this terrifying event I sought him out at the dance that evening to demonstrate my lack of hard feelings, as I was afraid that if he wanted revenge he could keep me from getting ahead in the publishing industry. I was twenty-three.

At the next convention, he had stationed himself alone at a table in the bar, facing the corridor I needed to walk through to get to my room. I walked slowly until out of his sight, and then ran down the hall. I told several of my male friends about this; I was not sure they believed me until I learned that this same executive spent an evening bragging about his success with a model. He told his dinner guests that “when women say no they usually want it.” Nat Lehrman, then the publisher of Playboy, told him, “Robin is our friend, and you keep your distance.” With that comment, Nat made it clear that not all men need to force themselves, and he earned my undying gratitude. (A less chivalrous friend suggested I do a commercial for Danskin.)

NAKED TRUTH #4


Terrible things can happen to a woman in business; the victims let it ruin their careers, the victors move on.



The Hilton Head incident caused me to question my judgment and fear for my future. Now that I can be less emotional about it, I realize that the biggest negative consequence was that I had put myself in a situation that eliminated a potentially valuable industry contact. At the time, however, I thought I was incapable of working safely with men. If I had given in to that questioning and fear, you wouldn’t be reading this book. Putting a continent between me and this man felt like a good decision, and an opportunity quickly came along.

I flew to San Francisco in July 1977 to interview with Bob Anderson, who’d founded Runner’s World. I had written about the magazine’s national launch in Impact, the trade magazine I edited, but had not met Bob in person before. He had asked me if I was overweight before confirming my trip: We had already established that I wasn’t a runner; he explained that he couldn’t have someone out of shape representing a magazine about fitness, which made sense to me. (The argument that an executive should represent the magazine’s audience has been used repeatedly to keep women from the top posts at sports and male special-interest magazines. I am unaware of it ever keeping men from leading women’s magazines.)

Bob’s frugality matched my own: I took a flight over a Saturday night and stayed with my friend Amy in San Francisco, my only expense on the ground being a compact rental car. I had never seen runners en masse at that point, and was dumbfounded when I met Bob at a “fun run” at Canada College in Los Altos that Sunday. Hundreds of people had gathered in what looked to me like their underwear.

Bob was wiry and intense, just six years older than my twenty-three years and a few inches taller than my five feet three. He was passionate—almost messianic—about running, vehement in his distaste for smokers and the out-of-shape (I had not yet met his chubby wife), and convincing when he declared that he would build World Publications—also the home of Bike World, Soccer World, etc.—into a publishing enterprise as grandiose as its name.

After the run, we spent the day talking about the magazine’s prospects and what I would do as newsstand manager: go to lots of newsstand industry functions, something I knew how to do well from my year at Impact, and try to convince wholesalers to properly care for our distribution. I probably won the job when I moved some copies of the magazine to the front display in Mac’s Cigar Store in Palo Alto; company founders warm to the sight of someone else showing concern about their baby. After six hours of driving around looking at newsstands, I was beginning to be able to visualize myself living in California.

You would think that I had learned to restrict my business meetings with men to public places.

You would be wrong.



Although I was slightly nervous being alone with Bob when not in public, the earlier episode had been frightening because I was physically overpowered; since Bob and I probably weighed about the same, I felt safe. It turns out that power doesn’t have to be physical.

Rather than continue talking in the car, we drove back to Bob’s house in Los Altos: It was large and, I am sure, expensive, but once you were inside you couldn’t tell you were in California; it could be Nouveau Riche, USA, Anywhere. We had already stopped by earlier in the day, when Bob had to shower and change after the fun run so that we could go out to brunch; his wife and children were back in Kansas for a visit. The grandfather clock’s ticking echoed in the empty living room.

“Robin, this has been a great day. I really think this is going to work out.” I expressed my excitement about the job and my conviction that I could handle its challenges. Bob added, “It would be good if we could go on talking; do you have dinner plans?”

“None that I can’t change. I came to San Francisco to interview with you for this job, so that is more important.”

“We had such a big brunch, how about if I just throw together a salad?” I was actually starving, as Bob’s disdain for overweight people had made me careful to pick at my brunch of fruit salad and yogurt. I sat at the butcher-block counter in the large Los Altos kitchen as Bob made a salad. Iceberg lettuce; mealy tomatoes; and scentless, soft-crusted, imitation French bread. I listened to all his ideas for using Runner’s World’s success to further expand his publishing empire. Mail-order sporting goods and book publishing were areas of immediate interest, and he was about to hire someone from the book publishing world whose name would surely be known to me. He talked as quickly as he chopped. The knife’s thuds on the cutting board punctuated his rapid-fire sentences.

My mind wandered. Bob was the typical entrepreneur, full of ideas, liked to hear himself talk. The amount of time he was spending with me was flattering: clearly, filling the newsstand manager position was important. I knew enough of the industry jargon to feel as though I could carry my side of the conversation, and impress him with my name dropping. I would need to call one of my friends who actually worked in newsstand sales to find out what to do on my first day, if there was going to be one. I felt like the job was going to be mine. But after five hours of listening, I was more interested in planning my move: Where would I live? Would I need to buy a car? How would my parents react?

After the salad Bob made weak decaf and we sat on the velour couch in the family room. There was no sign of the children who lived there; not a toy or a crayon drawing. Outside on the deck, the wind chimes sounded as the evening Bay Area breeze came over the hills. “I want you to meet Doug Latimer, the general manager, in the morning. He can answer any of your questions about the company’s finances.” I nodded agreement. What time? “We start early; Doug’s always in by eight; how about then?” This was going to be different from New York, where no one rolled in before nine and most editors start at ten.

“Robin, you should just stay here tonight. Save you the trouble of driving back to San Francisco, you can get an early start meeting Doug.” He moved his hand to my knee.

“I’m not dressed for an office meeting.”

“California is casual.” The hand hasn’t moved.

Perhaps I am losing my mind. His hand is on my knee and he is proposing I spend the night in his home, with his wife and two kids visiting family in Kansas. Yet his manner is professional. I haven’t noticed any sexual tension or chemistry during the entire day. This must be a test. Yes, that’s it. We’d spent so much time talking about how I, a twenty-three-year-old, could fend off the lecherous men in the newsstand industry and still be effective in convincing them to display and sell Runner’s World. Now Bob is testing me to see if I could charmingly fend off a pass from a prospective boss and still get the job. That must be it.

“That makes sense, but I really need to be at my best when meeting Doug and other employees. The impression I make on them is important.”

“No, Robin, actually the only opinion that matters is mine, and I think it would work better if you stayed here. San Francisco is almost an hour away, you’ll be fresher for the meetings if you stay.” His beady dark eyes are fastened on mine, but there is nothing flirtatious in his tone. I still can’t figure him out.

“Thanks, Bob, I appreciate it, but driving to the city is no big deal. I’ll have to get used to it if I move here like we’re talking about! In fact, I think I’ll leave now, if that’s okay with you. Can you give me directions to the office for tomorrow?”

Thank God, he has to move his hand to write down the directions. I stand up slowly, forcing myself not to leap to my feet and run to the door. Bob never made another inappropriate gesture toward me. I got the job. And, Dear Reader, I took it.

There are plenty of opportunities to get outraged as a feminist or as a woman; do not let that outrage keep you from a job or an assignment when you would be doing more for yourself—and, arguably, for women generally—by getting the job or assignment. (See the Baring It section “Clueless” and note that the women telling these stories did not let even the most outrageous behavior throw them for long.) Don’t compromise your values to advance. But nor should you carry a chip on your shoulder. It will slow you down.

Once I was out of Bob’s house driving back to San Francisco, I put the incident behind me. I wish I could tell you that I did a carefully reasoned analysis of the pros and cons of going to work for this man, but I didn’t. I wanted the job. To this day, I don’t know if Bob was making a pass or testing me. The more important fact is, I didn’t sleep with him, and I got the job anyway.

Give men the benefit of the doubt. They need it, and sometimes you need them.

NAKED TRUTH #5


Viva la difference. When being female is an advantage, use it.



When I pulled off the most important meeting of my career, gender was a key factor.

I’d been in discussions with Time Inc. about whether they would fund the launch of Parenting, the magazine I wanted to start from scratch. I was out of money—and other funding options. Executive vice president Chris Meigher at Time Inc. was the decision maker, and he was famous for not taking risky positions. Parenting was riskier than the usual start-up: It would be based in San Francisco and led by someone unknown to Time Inc. (me) whose résumé wouldn’t have gotten her a publisher’s post at any magazine in the Time empire. What’s more, Parenting would be Time’s first women’s magazine. There had not yet been a female publisher at a Time Inc. magazine. Chris decided we would need two more approvals to do the deal: Both Kelso Sutton, the CEO, and Henry Grunwald, the editor-in-chief of all Time Inc. magazines, had to bless the partnership.

The “church and state” sides of Time Inc. in 1986 were separate but shared a mutual distrust and intransigence about any changes that might shift the power balance. That did not augur well for Henry Grunwald, a man nearing retirement, to change the decades-old traditions of the leading publishing company in the world. He had every reason to say “no” to Parenting; it was my job to give him a reason to say “yes.”

Chris Meigher and three other top executives joined us in Henry Grunwald’s thirty-fourth-floor corner office. The views were sweeping, and we sat on gray couches under the bright winter sun. The office wasn’t lavish other than in its size and a profusion of palm trees, which, coupled with the heat of the sun through the glass, added to a “jungle” feeling. One man lit a cigar. We were soon all perspiring from the heat, but I was conscious of being the only woman in an executive suite—for the first time in my career—and was determined not to be the one to get up and draw the curtains like some hotel’s housekeeper. Finally, someone else moved to close them, to my immeasurable relief.

After walking Henry through my ideas about why the magazine would make Time Inc. proud, he asked me in his deep Austrian accent how I proposed to work with the editor, and specifically, what I would do if the editor and I did not see eye to eye. I responded, “I would explain where I think he is going wrong, and use my understanding of the readers’ responses to back up my position. I trust my instincts, but I also listen to the audience.” Henry asked, “And what if you and the editor still don’t agree?” I replied, “Depending on the issue, if it was trivial I’d let it go, if it were important I would insist.”

“What if it’s important and if you still don’t agree?”

“I’d fire the editor.”

My words were direct, but my demeanor toward Henry was deferential—friendly and open, without challenging his authority, but without giving mine up. I sat on the edge of my couch, catty-cornered to him in his chair, facing him and making clear that his opinion was the reason I was now there. Although my words were saying that I would assert my authority over anyone else’s in the areas of Henry’s domain, my demeanor was conveying that I would listen to him.

Henry’s mild smiles seemed to signal satisfaction with my responses, and they soon ushered in Owen Edwards (the editor I’d chosen); the meeting became much less direct until Kelso turned to Chris and asked him, “So, Chris, do you want to do this or not?” I forget the words Chris used (I think it was a sports analogy), but I couldn’t understand if he was saying yes or no. Later Don Spurdle, vice president of magazine development, told me that I had really won over Henry, perhaps because I reminded Henry of his daughter, Lisa. I didn’t know what a compliment that was until I read one of Lisa’s novels a year later. If Henry felt fatherly toward me, and that made him amenable to an unprecedented power structure, I have no qualms about being daughterly.

It was unprecedented for Time Inc. to do a joint venture start-up—they ceded a lot of power to me—and a businessperson with editorial control was also unique.

The lesson here is that when you have to take a strong position with someone whose approval you need, you can take advantage of men’s responses to you as a woman. Whether it’s a fatherly reaction as in this example, or a sexually charged one, those dynamics can help. They soften the edges of your viewpoint, and makes compromising with you—even giving in to you—more palatable to your opponent.

Truth be told, I think the fact that I am five feet three has been a large advantage in dealing with short men (Henry and Chris both being in this category). Short men tend to want to keep others in their places, and are more comfortable when they can dominate physically. Of course there are exceptions: Probably my favorite boss of all time, Mel Ziegler, isn’t tall, but it didn’t even occur to me that one might characterize him as short until I imagined him reading this manuscript. And my least favorite boss, Jim Nelson, isn’t small physically. At least, not in any visible way.

NAKED TRUTH #6


Women are mortified by evidence of their own frailties. Don’t be.
No one else notices nearly as much as you do.
Memories are short, and besides,
most men are shameless about their own failings.



Are women CEOs more likely to be single or divorced than male CEOs? I’ve seen numbers that support and disprove the idea. However, women execs are acutely aware of the perception, which made me feel embarrassed about my need for a divorce early in Parenting’s life. (Of course, that embarrassment paled compared to how I felt when my then-husband had tantrums at business functions.)



My 1988 divorce was particularly complicated, as well as visible, because under community property law in California my husband was entitled to half my interest in Parenting. The divorce would surely affect Time Inc.—they could even be sued. I was chagrined that Time’s partnership with a woman would drag it into a divorce—this seemed a setback not just to me, but also to women.

Women’s failure to promote themselves is one reason why men advance further, according to a recent Wall Street Journal article quoting Terri Dial, former vice chair of Wells Fargo: “Good girls don’t advertise; only prostitutes advertise. We feel dirty promoting ourselves.” So rather than give in to the embarrassment I felt over my very public divorce, I continued to be (in my best friend’s loving words) “a whore who loves the spotlight.”

My divorce undoubtedly brought more, unwelcome, attention because I am female. But in most instances, I have benefited from a higher profile than I am otherwise entitled to. Most dramatic was in the spring of 1990, after I had sold my interest in the magazine and was in New York. Deirdre Carmody of the New York Times contacted Time Inc. PR about interviewing me for a profile for the Business section; the section was being redesigned and would feature a big profile on the front page. They were eager to kick it off with a woman.

Your comfort, or discomfort, with the spotlight probably dates from childhood. (My daughter wants to be a “diva,” so I probably am behaving similarly to my parents in this respect.) Whatever your inner feelings about attention and publicity, it comes with the territory, and if you shrink from it your career will be limited. Find your own style and go with it; audiences and reporters respond to truth, not artifice.



STRIPPED-DOWN WISDOM


THE DATING BUSINESS

I would be the last person in the world to suggest that I know anything worth sharing about relationships. (My ex-husbands are guffawing right about now.) Here’s one thing I know: Business romances affect men and women differently. More accurately: They affect women. Men are oblivious.

I have formed a few rules at the intersection between business and pleasure that have stood me well:


	Do not date anyone who works in the same place or lives in the same apartment building. (I made this rule after breaking it once, with disastrous consequences.) Other divisions of the company are fine as long as you won’t run into each other regularly if the relationship ends.

	People change jobs, so an old relationship can come back to haunt. Try for a good ending.

	Never sleep with anyone to get a job; that doesn’t work. On the other hand, if you’ve slept with someone for the right reasons and later he can help your career, that’s great.

	Most rumors about intraoffice affairs are true.

	Try to be discreet.

	What seems like a good idea at 2 A.M. on the beach in Bermuda after several mai tais, probably isn’t.







STRIPPED-DOWN WISDOM


CLOTHING OPTIONAL

My struggle with fashion began as soon as I started my career. I wrote in my diary, at 23, “I have never had the inclination to be chic. I skip the parts of magazines where you learn to change your hairstyle; mine is still a sixties long-and-straight mop. I still feel out of place with my city friends in their Guccis, Anne Kleins, Halstons, and Diane von Furstenbergs. I’m still the slightly funky country cousin to them.”

Clothing affects us as women: when we feel well dressed, we feel more confident. That’s simplistic, but another way we are different from men. When Bob Anderson put his hand on my knee, my casual culottes outfit made me feel vulnerable; when Henry Grunwald and I went nose to nose, my elegant Italian suit was not Time Inc. preppy but formidable, just the way I wanted to feel.

It’s taken decades for me to be less tortured by clothing. Finally I have realized what styles a five-feet-three-inch woman can wear (the fitter at the wedding shop where I got my gown remarked in full Brooklynese, “You need to wear a wedding dress; that dress would wear you”). But my decades of wrestling with fashion demons, not to mention friends with better taste, left me with a few rules:

	
Do what feels good. I only buy what makes me feel self-confident. I missed the power dressing of the eighties—not one blouse with a bow, thank you—because I hated it. I ignored this rule literally at my peril, and continued to wear high heels long after my left foot started hurting. During Parenting’s first summer, I wore sneakers and carried proper shoes in my briefcase for meetings, until I could spare three weeks in the busiest time of my life for foot surgery and recovery.
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