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With apologies to Samuel Beck-
ett, here is an election-sea-
son reimagining of his mod-
ernist masterpiece, “Waiting 

for Godot.” Gov. Chris Christie stands in 
for Beckett’s seemingly hapless charac-
ter, Estragon, while a certain former New 
York mayor, Rudy Giuliani, tackles the 
repurposed role of Estragon’s alpha-male- 
wannabe partner, Vladimir.

WAITING FOR TRUMPO
Morning. A suburban Starbucks.

CHRISTIE and GIULIANI are seated 
across from one another at a tiny table, 
untouched coffees cooling before them. The 
former wears a blue flannel jacket with “Jer-
sey Comeback” emblazoned on the chest in 
red letters. The latter has a golden pin on his 
suit label that reads “America’s Mayor for 
President 2008.”

CHRISTIE: (Moping.) He said he would 
come. 

GIULIANI: (Sneering.) “He said”? He 
hasn’t said anything to you in weeks. 

CHRISTIE: (Buoyed.) Has it only been 
weeks? It feels so much longer. Like in win-
ter, when the sun isn’t seen for days on end, 
and then when you least …

GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Oh fer chrissake! 
Don’t you know when you’ve been dumped?

CHRISTIE: (Deflated.) He did not dump 
me! We’re just going through a rough patch. 
(Hopeful.) Do you think he will come? (Sul-
len.) My feet hurt. (Rallying.) At least my 
hands haven’t betrayed me. (Stares at his 
fingers.) I shook his pale, delicate hand 
once. (Dreamily.) I haven’t washed mine 
since then.

GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Jesus, don’t you 
know what he is, by now? If he wants some-
thing, he grabs it then tosses it aside. He’s 
always been that way. And we’ve always 
known it. Okay, so maybe he treated you 
a little better than most. You had a few 
laughs. But it’s over. 

CHRISTIE: (Wistful) I’m not complaining. 
I know he’s not the sort to settle down. He’s 
... restless. 

GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Volatile.
CHRISTIE: (Enlivened.) Passionate.
GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Erratic.
CHRISTIE: (Reverent.) Intense.
GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Crazier than an 

outhouse rat.
(Silence. CHRISTIE’s mouth is agape. 

GIULIANI looks as if he has just pulled the 
pin on a grenade and has no idea how to put 
it back in. Slowly, CHRISTIE’s shock turns to 
something like glee. He points at GIULIANI.)

CHRISTIE: (Wonderingly.) I can’t believe 
I never saw it before. You’re … jealous. No, 
don’t shake your head. I had something 
with him, something you can only dream 
of. A relationship. (Triumphant.) Yes! That’s 
your problem! You’ve never really known 

him. Not like I have. You never sat up with 
him all night, urging him on as he com-
posed tweet after devastating tweet until 
the sun came up and Gingrich opened 
the drapes, letting in the hateful light of 
another day. You’re jealous of what he and I 
once had!

GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Jealous of you? 
Pull my finger. See how jealous I am.

CHRISTIE: (Bewildered.) That … doesn’t 
make any sense.

GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Sense. Sense. My 
own sense of smell is all the sense I need. 
And let me tell you … all this waiting? It 
stinks.

CHRISTIE: (Emboldened.) Who are you to 
complain about waiting for him? What have 
you contributed to the cause? A screech of 
9/11 mythology here, a gabble of innuendo 
there, a toe in the sewer over there. (Pause. 
Suspicious.) Do you even believe? 

GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Believe? What is 
belief? Put it in a paper bag, set it alight, 
watch the neighbor stamp it out. 

CHRISTIE: (Puzzled.) Uh …
GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Whether or not I 

believe in him is moot. He exists. His power 
increases. He propels his squat bulk inexo-
rably across the face of the Earth. And just 
think of his way with words! Words like big, 
beautiful, wall, pig, rich, smart, crooked, 
rigged. So few words, so many medleys. 
Rich crooked pig. Smart beautiful wall. 
When a creature commands such verbal 
sorcery, belief is irrelevant. Belief is ... futile.

(CHRISTIE shrieks. He puts the back of his 
hand to his mouth and bites his knuckles.)

CHRISTIE: (Words muffled by fingers over 
his mouth.) Mmuuuhhfffmuuhhm?

GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Stop gibbering like 
a mouse in a cupboard! Speak!

CHRISTIE: (Lowering his hand.) What if 
he finds out?

GIULIANI: (Sneering.) Do you honestly 
think he cares if we believe in him? He is 
the alpha and the omega, the chicken and 
the egg, the waffle and the waffle iron. The 
spotlight shines upon him, forever and ever. 
Those of us who battle on his behalf with 
the Jake Tappers and the Megyn Kellys have 
earned some of that reflected light. Am I 
right? 

CHRISTIE: (Despairing.) And if he … 
never comes? What if we’re left here alone? 
Me, with my broken heart, and you with a 
cold, dark hole where your heart once was. 
We can’t go on. Can we?

GIULIANI: (Sneering.) No. We can’t go on. 
(Brightening.) But there’s always a seat at 
the table if we’re willing to suck up to Sean 
Hannity!

Curtain.
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Whenever women make a claim 
on roles that have belonged to 
men, this is what they’re told: “You 
don’t belong.” “You can’t handle 
it.” Here are this year’s variations: 
“You don’t look presidential.” “You 
don’t have the stamina.”

The same negative litany was 
heard repeatedly when the his-
torically male Ivy League colleges 
and universities were contem-
plating co-education. For gen-
erations it had been an article of 
faith that women did not belong 
there. When the men in charge of 
these institutions decided in the 
late 1960s that they had to admit 
women, it wasn’t out of high-
minded regard for equal rights; 
they acted on the basis of self-in-
terest. Applications from the most 
talented male high school stu-
dents were starting to decline. 
Those young men — the col-
leges called them the “best boys” 
— wanted to go to college with 
women. Admitting women was 
a deliberate move on the part of 

schools such as Yale and Prince-
ton to recapture their hold on tal-
ented men.

But where university adminis-
trators saw strategic advantage, 
many alumni saw heresy. My uni-
versity, Prince ton, affords a case 
in point.

“If Princeton goes coeduca-
tional,” a mem-
ber of the class of 
1932 declared, “my 
alma mater will 
have been taken 
away from me, and 
PRINCE TON IS 
DEAD.” A member 
of the class of 1936 
objected to diluting 
“Prince ton’s sturdy 

masculinity with disconcerting, 
mini-skirted young things cavort-
ing on its playing fields.”

Disrupting the special spirit, 
the cherished all-male camara-
derie that made Prince ton so suc-
cessful, was bad enough. Perhaps 
more important, as a member of 
the class of 1955 argued, educating 
women would diminish Prince-
ton’s contribution to the nation’s 

service, since women would never 
use their “education and talents in 
public service to the same extent 
as a male who spends full time 
at his profession.” In short, “for 
every woman admitted to Prince-
ton,” a man — a potential leader 
— “would be denied that oppor-
tunity.”

Princeton was by no means 
unique. The same objections to 
coeducation were heard at Yale, 
among other places. The presi-
dent of Yale, King man Brewster 
Jr., caused a significant stir in the 
first year of undergraduate coed-
ucation by assuring alumni that 
the university was committed to 
producing “1,000 male leaders,” 
making plain that undergraduate 
women were merely add-ons at 
Yale, and definitely not material 
for the halls of power.

Thirty years later, in the early 
2000s, women would account for 
half the undergraduates at Har-
vard, Yale, Prince ton and Dart-
mouth, and they were beginning 
to be named presidents of Ivy 
League universities. When Shir-
ley Tilgh man became president 

of Prince ton in 2001, she named 
a woman as provost. Soon there 
were senior female administrators 
throughout the university: dean 
of the college, dean of the Wood-
row Wilson School of Public and 
International Affairs, dean of engi-
neering, dean of admission. One 
disgruntled member of the class 
of 1940 doubtless spoke for many 
alumni when he called the Prince-
ton administration a “damned 
matriarchy.”

Misogyny is not such a sur-
prising response to such a funda-
mental change. To retreat from 
such discomfort, condescension 
and anger, one needs to be able 
to imagine women as leaders. 
Proof of concept helps: Tilgh man’s 
appointment at Princeton was 
soon followed by Amy Gut mann, 
who succeeded Judith Rodin at 
Penn, Ruth Simmons (and later 
Christina Paxson) at Brown, and 
Drew Gilpin Faust at Harvard. 
It is no longer surprising to find 
women in as many as half the 
presidencies in the Ivy League.

In the corporate world, too, 
it is no longer surprising to find 

women running Fortune 500 com-
panies (Mary Barra at General 
Motors, Meg Whitman at Hewlett 
Packard Enterprise, Ginni Rom-
etty at IBM, Irene Rosenfeld at 
Mondelez International and Indra 
Nooyi at PepsiCo).

Every step of this kind matters. 
Each female CEO, governor, sen-
ator and Supreme Court justice is 
another proof of concept demon-
strating that what men have done, 
women can do too. Their accom-
plishments expand our vision and 
set a context in which we learn to 
imagine women as leaders.

A century after American 
women won the right to vote, 
when women make up more 
than half the population of the 
United States and more than half 
of American college students are 
women, it is beyond question that 
a woman would run for president. 
And it is wholly plausible that she 
not only looks the part but that she 
can succeed in the job.

Nancy Weiss Malkiel is the 
author of “Keep the Damned 
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