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Although I was on the verge of receiving a degree in 
French Literature, what I really wanted to study was philos
ophy. I was interested in Ma1·x, his predecessors and his suc
cessors. Over the last years, whenever I could find the time, I 
read philosophy on the side. I didn't really know what I was 
doing, except that it gave me a feeling of security and comfort 
to read what people had to say about such formidable things 
as the universe, history, human beings, knowledge. 

During my second year at Brandeis, I had picked up Eros

and Civilization by Herbert Marcuse and had struggled with 
it from beginning to end. That year he was teaching at the 
Sorbonne. When I arrived in Paris the following year, he was a�ready back at Brandeis, but people were still raving about his fantastic courses. When I returned to Brandeis, the first semester of my senior year was so crowded with required 
French courses that I could not officially enroll in Marcuse's 
�cture series on European political thought since the French 

evolution. Nevertheless, I attended each session, rushing in 
to capture a seat in the front of the hall. Arranged around the 
room on progressively higher levels, the desks were in the style of the UN General Assembly room. When Marcuse walked
Onto the platform, situated at the lowest level of the hall, his 














