-

b

“q.-__.l_‘..._. 4 h
¥ &

] u.”...._._.

hhe o

Sept. 11,1989

NEW YORRER

ik = ; . PR P i, b _..._
s A v T — | L—

Ve el B sl T 1 R T T TN TR .,.i




80" Proof




TOTAL KONTACTS, INC. A D E DOUGLAS

@ sanRemo

RICHARD BRICKS JIMMY AU

GREENWICH, CT WICHITA, K3 LOS ANGELES, CA



VALUE

...goes beyond price alone. A
real value involves the exchange
of exceptional quality for a fair
price...® Such as 5 days and
4 nights at Rancho Bernardo
Inn for $532. The price in-
cludes a spacious room, unlimited
golf and tennis on our tourna-
ment-quality facilities, complete
breakfasts and dinners of your
choice at either of our renowned
restaurants, transportation to
and from San Diego Airport
...and that subtle touch of
elegance and care found only
in the finest resorts. Visit
soon. * Price is per person,
based on double occupancy. For
additional or fewer nights,
add/subtract $133 per person.
(800) 542-6096.
Qutside California (800) 854-1065.

RANCHO BERNARDO INN

IN WEATHER-PERFECT SAN DIEGO
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Choose one of these fine works and save over $290).

You simply agree to buy 4 books within the next 2 years.

BARGAINS DON'T GET

The Times Atlas of the World
Seventh Comprehensive Edition
for $29.95 (Pub. price $149.95)

The Compact Edition of
The Oxford English Dictionary

for $2795 (Pub. price $195)

“The most complete, most scholarly dictio-
nary of the English language"™The Christian
Science Monitor. Through photoreduction,
the original 13-volume set has been repro-
duced in this two-volume Compact Edition. A
Bausch & Lomb magnifying glassisincluded.

“The best atlas now available in English "—The New
York Times. The only atlas printed in 8 colors for clear
reading of geographic and political features. This vol-
ume contains 292 pages of color maps and a 277-page
index with over 200,000 entries which include longi-
tude and latitude—a feature not offered in other

atlases. Size: 18" x 12 Pages: 520.
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for $29-95 (Pub. prices total $335.45)

For almost half a century Will and Ariel Durant conquests—to show the foundations of society
traced the continuity of world history—the reli- today. A Book-of-the-Month Club exclusive for
gions and philosophies, the political and economic almost 50 years, the Durants’ illustrated master-
tides, the arts and sciences, the customs and work is history come alive.

Facts About Membership. As a member you will receive
the Book-of-the-Month Club News® 15 times a year (about
every 3% weeks). Every issue reviews a Selection and
more than 150 other books, which are carefully chosen by
our editors. If you want the Selection, do nothing. It will be
shipped to you automatically. If you want one or more
other books—or no book at all—indicate your decision on
the Reply Form and return it by the specified date. Return

Check one box only.
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Please enroll me as a member of Book-of -the-Month Club and
send me the item [ have checked at left, billing me for the
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Shakespeare’s greatest tragedies: Hamilet,
King Lear, Macbeth, Othello, Romeo and
Juliet and Judius Caesar. Paul Scofield, Ralph
Richardson, Albert Finney, Dame Edith
Evans, Claire Bloom, John Mills and many
more of England’s most gifted Shakespear-
ean actors perform memorably in complete
readings of each play. 17 cassettes in all.
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The Encyclopedia of Philosophy
for $2495 (Pub. price $225)

Regarded as the most comprehensive ency-
clopedia of philosophy ever published, this
superb set—compiled in collaboration with
the world’s foremost philosophers—encom-
passes aspects of ancient, medieval, modern,
Eastern and Western thought. The four vol-
umes represent an essential aid for students
and a rewarding reference source.
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

THE THEATRE

HE word “wonderful” is used so

often in theatrical circles that it
has almost lost all meaning. Not en-
tirely, however: a presentation of Al-
exander Galich’s “My Big Land” (in
Russian), by the fourth-year acting-
program students from the Moscow
Art Theatre, made a truly wonderful
evening during a brief run a few
weeks ago at the Public—an evening
that opened up a new world. (The
company was in New York as part of
an exchange between the Moscow
group and the Juilliard School.) The
play told the story of a Jewish violinist
and his father, in the city of Tulchin
in 1929, in Moscow in 1937, and in
1944 aboard a medical troop train.
The two leading roles were playved by
Filip Yankovsky and Vladimir Mash-
kov. No one in the company is older
than twenty-four, which made Mr.
Mashkov’s performance as the father
astonishing, though everyone’s acting
was of a kind to be cherished forever.
Oleg P. Tabakov was billed as the
director, but we thought it was
Stanislavsky himself.

OPENINGS AND PREYIEWS

(Please call the phone number listed with the
theatre for schedule and ticket information.)
Carnace, A Comepr—Straight from perfor-
mances at the Edinburgh Festival comes this
Actors’ Gang production, which stars Lee
Arenberg. It's directed by Tim Robbins, who
also wrote the script (with Adam Simon). Pre-
views begin Sept. 8. (FPublic,
425 Lafayette St. 598-7150,)
OrpHEUs Descenpine— Vanessa
Redgrave heads the cast of
Peter Hall's production of the
Tennessee Williams play. Pre-
views for the twelve-week run
begin Sept. 13. (Neil Simon,
250 W_52nd St. 246-0102.)
Sweeney Tooo—Bob Gunton and
Beth Fowler in the York The-
atre Company's production of
the Sondheim musical, which had a brief run
uptown last spring. Susan H. Schulman is the
director. In previews, (Circle in the Square,
50th St. west of Broadway, 239-6200.)
Youne PLaywrigHTs FestivaL—Four fully staged
short plays by four writers in their teens.
Two are directed by Thomas Babe, and one
each by Mary B Robinson and Mark Bro-
kaw. Previews begin Sept. 12. (Playwrights
Horizons, 416 W._ 42nd St. 279-4200.)

RECENTLY OPENED

Aristocrats—Brian Friel’'s portrait of the fami-
ly of Judge O'Donnell, of Ballybeg Hall, in
onegal, 15 witty, ironic, and loving. With
John Christopher Jones, Maryann Plunkett,
Robin Moseley, Tracy Fallows, Christopher
Fields, and Michael O'Neill. Directed by
Robin Lefévre. (Reviewed in our issue of
5/8/89.) (Theatre Four, 424 W. 55th St.
246-0102.)

Berore Dawn—A spoof of “Tosca” by British
playwright Terence Rattigan. Presented by
the Quaigh Theatre Company. (Theatre 808,
Lexington Ave, at 62nd 5t 223-2547.)

BLack anp BLue—An evening of classic blues and
jazz, conceived, designed, and directed by
Claudio Segovia and Héctor Orezzoli, who
created “Tango Argentino” in a similarly
commemorative but far less visually opulent
style. Musicians of renown have been assem-
bled, and while Ruth Brown, Linda Hopkins,
and Carrie Smith sing, Bunny Briggs, Jimmy
Slyde, and a troupe of hoofers young and old

ive the tap-dance subculture a workout.
2/6/89, under Dancing.) (Minskoff, 45th St.
west of Broadway, 246-0102.)

THE InFERNAL MacHINE—]ean Cocteau’s tragedy,
presented outdoors, b% a group called A Mat-
inée Idyll. (Battery Park's East Coast War

Onwy Kiopine!—Jim Geoghan's comedy

OtHer Peorie's Mowev—Jerry Sterner’s

SeMsTeWeTeFos§
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Memorial, Sept. 7-8; Carl Schurz Park, East
End Ave. at 86th 5L, Sept. 9-10. The free
performances are at 4.)

Jerome Roeeins' Broapway—A collection of high

spots from “On the Town,” “Billion Dollar
Baby,"” “High Button Shoes,” “The King and
L “Peter Pan,” “West Side Story,”
“Gypsy,” “A Funny Thin Hapge:qed on the
Way to the Forum,” and “Fiddler on the
Roof,” all of which were choreographed or
directed, or both, by Jerome Robbins. The
evening is an orgy of family entertainment, a
display of theatrical arts and crafts, and a
canonization of Robbins and his era. Whether
the fifties was your generation or your par-
ents’, this is the show for you. (3/13/89,
under Dancing.) (Imperial, 249 W. 45th St.
239-6200.)

THe KatHy anp Mo SHow: ParaLLer Lives—Comedy

skits and vignettes about gender and its role
in society, written and performed by Kathy
Najimy and Mo Gaffney. (Westside Arts, 407
W. 43rd St. 541-8394.)

Tve Lapy 18 Question—Charles Busch’s new

E‘Jlay, set in Germany during the Second
orld War, is the perfecL entertainment for
a late-summer night. It's less pointedly a
parody of one genre or movie than his {as.t
work, “Psycho Beach Party,” was, and more
a travesty of an entire week's worth of TNT
programming, compressed into a single eve-
ning of theatre. (Orpheum, 126 Second Ave.,
at 8th 5t. 477-2477.)

Leno Me a Temor—The setting of this farce by

Ken Ludwig is a hotel suite in Cleveland in
1934, where a famous tenor who is booked to
sing “Otello” takes an overdose of barbitu-
rates. A substitute must be found Under
Jerry Zaks’ direction, all the surprises up the
dramatist’s sleeve are brought
to comic life. Philip Bosco, Vic-
tor Garber, Tovah Feldshuh,
J. Smith-Cameron, Ron Holgate,
Jane Connell, and Jeffi Brooks
make up the splendid cast.
(3/13/89) (Royale, 242 W._ 45th
St. 239-6200.)

Love Lerrers—Staged readings of
A. R. Gurney's two-character
play. Sept. 5-10, Swoosie Kurtz
and Richard Thomas; Sept 12-
17, Elaine Stritch and Jason Robards. (Prom-
enade, Broadway at 76th St. 580-1313))

Manpy PaTinkin IN Concert: DRress CasuAL—So

called, presumably, because the chanteur
gets to wear sneaks and a T-shirt—a costume
that pretty much sets the tone for an evening
of glorious song and good fun. Mr. Patinkin
here tends to sing only what is either very,
very simple (and old) or very, very compli-
cated (and Sondheim). Much of the show’s
pleasure derives from Mr. Patinkin's be-
tween-song (and in some cases even mid-
song) patter and the relationship that de-
velops between him and his able pia-
nist, Paul Ford. (Helen Hayes, 240 W
44th St. 246-0102. Closes Sept. 16.)

Privates on Parape—1In a revival of the 1977

musical by Peter Nichols (book and lyrics)
and Denis King (score), Jim Dale gives a
stunning, wholehearted performance as a
civilan actor among a unit of the British
Army in Malaysia, in 1948. The officer in
charge is beautifully played by Simon Jones.
(9/4/89) (Roundabout, 100 E. 17th St
420-1883.)

SHIRLEY VaLentine—Willy Russell's play about a

Liverpool housewife who, feeling herself en-
gulfed by drab domesticity, flies off to
Greece, where she finds a temporary lover
and lives happily ever after. With Ellen
Burstyn in the title, and only, role. Directed
by Simon Callow. (2/27/88) (Booth, 222 W
45th St. 239-6200)

SHowineg OFF—As comedy revues go, this one—

written by Douglas Bernstein and Denis
Markell—isn’t at all bad. The winning per-
formances by Mr. Bernstein, Marilyn Pase-
kofi, Mark Sawyer, and Veanne Cox often
make the material seem better than it is,
but ultimately they don't compensate for the
over-all smugness of what 1s essentially life-
style comedy. (Steve McGraw's, 158 W. 72nd
=L, 595-7400.)

LONG RUNS

caTs: Some twenty poems about cats by T. S

Eliot, set to music by Andrew Lloyd Webber.
A mightF spectacle about mighty little, ow-
ing its effectiveness to Trevor Nunn's direc-
tion and to John Napier's sets and costumes.
(Winter Garden, Broadway at 50th St 239-
6200.) ... A cHorus LINE: A group of young
dancers audition for a handful of chorus jobs
in a show not yet in rehearsal, and by the
time the evening is over we know everything
about all of them. (Shubert, 225 W. 44th St.
239-6200.) ... oRIVING wMIS5 Dalsy: Frances
Sternhagen and Earle Hyman star in Alfred
Uhry’s play, which tells of the growing at-
tachment of a cranky old woman in Atlanta
to her black chaufteur. Directed by Ron
Lagomarsino. (John Houseman, 450 W. 42nd
St. 564-B038.) ... THE rantasTicks: The lon-
gest-running long run recently turned twen-
tyv-nine. (Sullivan Street Playhouse, 181 Sul-
livan St., at Bleecker S5t. 6 74-3838.) .. . FoRr-
BIDDEN BROADWAY 198%: A source of continual
merriment, this revue is a cluster of parodies
of shows along the Great White Way. Gerard
Alessandrini conceived and directed 1t, and
wrote the witly, barbed lyrics. The perform-
ers are Toni DiBuono, Dorothy Kiara, David
B. McDonald, and Michael McGrath. (The-
atre East, 211 E. 60th St. 838-9090.) . . . THE
HEIDI cHrRoNicLEs: Wendy Wasserstein’s play
looks at first glance like standard baby-boom
glaywriling fare, but some alchemical com-

ination of graceful-mindedness and good
writing enables her to capture, lampoon, and
transcend her generation all at the same
time. With Christine Lahti. (Plymouth, 236
W. 45th St 239-6200.)...1 coULD GO OHN LIP-
sYNcHING: This one-man variety show made
up of cultural arcana is kind of weird, kind of
quirky, and kind of brilliant. Performed by
John Epperson and written by him and

Jusi.{n Ross (who directed), it uses the rhetor-

ical tactics of drag theatre to attack some of
the Big QQuestions, managing not so much to

N B

about standup comedians, in all their

panic and desperation, has the ring of
authemiciLfy, and jokes that inwvari-
ably pay oft. (One monologue, about a
Greek restaurant, is a knockout.) The
characters are an aging Catskills type;

a young comedy team still scrambling
for a foothold; a jumpy writer; and a
beef-brained manager. All the actors
do well, under the hvely direction of
Larry Arrick. (5/29/89) (Westside
Arts, 407 W. 43rd St. 541-8394)

comedy about a New York stockbrok-
er's attempt to take over a decorous
New England business maintains its
suspense from beginning to end. Kev-
in Conwav can seldom have been
better or funnier than he is as Bronx-
born Lawrence Garfinkle. (Minetta
Lane Theatre, 18 Minetta Lane, east
of Sixth Ave., between W._ 3rd and
Bleecker Sts. 420-8000.)

@?\

fason Robards and Elaine Stritch

in “‘Love Letters”
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More Personal.

By now, the world is full of
computers. And most of them claim
to be personal computers.

But the only thing personal about
them is the fact that you operate
them yourself. They never give you
any personal attention.

The Clinique Computer is different.
Programmed by Clinique dermatologists,
it asks you eight basic questions.

From your answers, it determines

your skin’s type and condition.
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THE THEATRE-Cont’'d

raise lip-synching to an art as to transform
aural montage into psychodrama. (Theatre
Off Park, 224 Waverly F1, at 11th St. 627-
2556. Closes Sept. 23.% ... M. BUTTERFLY: Tony
Randall has joined the cast of David Henry
Hwang's funny, mysterious, and often beau-
tiful play. With B. D. Wong. (Eugene
O'Neill, 230 W. 49th St. 246-0220.). .. mE
AND MY GIRL: An infelicitously rehabilitated
British musical out of the thirties. With
%ames Brennan and Judy Blazer. (Marquis,
roadway at 45th St. 246-0102.)... Les
misEraBLES: The stars of this musical adapta-
tion of the Victor Hugo novel are ﬁ:rhn
Napier's settings and David Hersey's light-
ing. (Broadway Theatre, Broadway at 53rd
St. 239-6200.) . . . NunNseEnse: A musical come-
%{- by Dan Goggin. (Douglas Fairbanks, 432
. 42nd St. 239-4321.)...7THE PHANTOM OF
THE opEra: The much ballyvhooed Andrew
Lloyd Webber musical is fun—if you're not
bothered by theatre that cares not a whit for
words and contains not one ghost of an idea.
Except for the sets, everything about the
show is negligible. {Majestic, 245 W. 44th St.
239-6200.) ... rumors: This farce about a
party to celebrate a couple’s tenth anniver-
sary (the host and hostess are mysteriously
absent) may well be the funniest play that
Neil Simon has written. It is acted to perfec-
tion by, among others, Ron Leibman, Joyce
Van Patten, Charles Brown, Lisa Emery
Richard Levine, Timothy Landfield, and
Cynthia Darlow, under the impeccable direc-
tion of Gene Saks. (Broadhurst, 235 W. 44th
St. 239-6200.) . . . sTeeL macNouias: This first
play by Robert Harling is set in a beauty
shop in a small town in Louisiana and con-
s1sts mainly of the often amusing, wise-crack-
ing chatter of the proprietress (Suzy Hunt),
her assistant (Dameci[oiner}] and four steady
customers (Rita Gardner, Rica Martens, An-
na Minot, and Cynthia Vance). (Lucille
Lortel, 121 Christopher St. 246-0102.

ROUND MIDNIGHT

At a Times Square movie
house, where a midnight
showing of “Friday the 13th,
Part VIII: Jason Takes Man-
hattan” was getting under way, a
spandex-wrapped young woman sit-
ting in front of us told a late-arriving
friend that she hadn’t missed any-
thing, just a bunch of cops who had
held up the start of the movie because
someone in the theatre had been shot
a few minutes earlier. Across the aisle,
two guys took a few moments to look
at the trailer for “She-Devil” before
pelting the screen and one of its stars,
Roseanne Barr, with empty Diet Coke
cans. After the feature came on, the
routine diabolical slashings commit-
ted by the wvillain, Jason Voorhees,
seemed no more popular than Barr.
Only once did the packed house
light up as brightly as the cigarettes
emitting their firefly glow from seats
up and down the aisle. Jason was
being pummelled by a valiant young
boxer on a Manhattan roaftop when,
in a stunmng reversal, the bad guy
administered a bearlike swipe to his
opponent, knocking the man's head
Jrom his body, so that it flew off the
building and into a dumpster below.
The audience roared, but no one
shouted as loudly as a woman behind
us, who uttered the most piercing
scream heard in a cinema since Alan
Arkin leaped at Audrey Hepburn in
“Wait Until Dark.” The spandexed
woman put up with this shrieking for
about thirty seconds, then got up and
walked back to its source. “What's the
matter?” she demanded. “‘You never
been to a movie before?”’

Exnosuke's Kapuki—Presentin

DANCE

ABUKI is often called an actor’s
theatre, but its links to dance are
basic, as we learned from Ennosuke
Ichikawa III, the forty-nine-year-old
virtuoso Kabuki actor and producer,
whose Tokyo-based company opens
this week at the Met. “Kabuki is built
around individual performers,”
Ennosuke told us. “What they always
focussed on was the ability to move.
We have records of early Kabuki ac-
tors who were considered poor because
they could only speak their lines.
Movement and its visual appearance
are fundamental to the art.”

We spoke with Ennosuke early this
summer, during a trip he made to
New York to check on the complex
technical details of his Met appear-
ance. The nightly program is austere-
ly chosen: one full-company play,
“Yoshitsune and the Thousand Cher-
ry Trees,” in which Ennosuke stars;
and one solo dance-play for Ennosuke,
“The Black Mound.” But there is
nothing simple or reductive about the
look of either of them, and in paring
the program down to three hours
Ennosuke expects to keep up the ten-
sion. (In its full, eighteenth-century
version, “Yoshitsune’ alone plays for
eleven hours; at the Met it will last an
hour and a half.) There will be com-
plex lighting illusions, special effects
—Ennosuke will fly above the stage
—and new, fantastical scenery con-
ceived for the Met's vast dimensions.

As the grandson of a Kabuki master
and the son of a Kabuki actor,
Ennosuke is thoroughly grounded in
traditional Kabuki techniques and at-
titudes, vet he also is one of the rare
Kabuki stars to possess a university
degree. His decision to accommodate
Western theatre techniques—and at-
tention spans—is made with an un-
derstanding of history and a daring
intellect. The Met program represents
a dozen years of research into audi-
ence response in the theatre world-
wide. During his last New York stay,
Ennosuke attended an all-Robbins ga-
la at New York City Ballet. He was
most enthusiastic about the “Mistake
Waltz” in Robbins’ “The Concert.”
“If the dancers are off the slightest
bit, they're really off,”” said Ennosuke.
“That’s the kind of picky detail that
interests me."
eight perfor-
mances of “Yoshitsune and the Thousand
Cherry Trees” and “The Black Mound”
(Metropolitan Opera House. 362-6000. Sept.

6-9 at 8, Sept. 10 at 1:30 and 7:30, and Sept.
11-12 at 8,)

Joe Goope Perrormance Grour— A San Francis-

co dance company in a full-length work enti-
tled “The Disaster Series.” (Dance Theatre
Workshop, 219 W. 19th St. 924-0077. Sept.
B—Q}at 8, and Sept. 10 at 3. Through Sept.
17,

WHitHey Museum a1 EquitaeLe Center—Sept. §5:

Karen Pearlman and Richard Allen. ...
g Sept. 12: Bill Young & Dancers. (Seventh
Ave. at §2nd 5t. Evenings at 7:30. No tickets
nECessary. )

Mote—The organization called Dancing in the

Streets is sponsoring a series of four free
outdoor pertormances, with the first two on
Sept. 7-8 at 7 at the Bethesda Terrace in
Central Park. Sara Pearson and Susan Mar-
shall will present dance works, and Robert
Een will play original cello pieces.



NIGHT LIFE

AITING in line to see Les Paul
at Fat Tuesday’s the other
night, we had the same sinking feeling
that we’d had while queuing up for
the Hearst Castle tour or for the boat
to the Statue of Liberty. It didn’t
improve matters when we were cor-
ralled over to a cramped little table,
where we were informed by our neigh-
bor, a beefy, perspiring young man in
a cut-rate business suit, that we would
have to move over because we were
crowding his meat hooks. Les Paul’s
ritual Monday-night show at Fat
Tuesday’s has become something of a
tourist spectacle, but, like many tour-
ist events, this show has its rewards.
The book on Les Paul goes some-
thing like this: he’s an electronics wiz-
ard, who pioneered the solid-body
electric guitar, reverb, and multitrack
recording; he became famous in the
early fifties with a string of hits re-
corded with his wife, Mary Ford; he
retired in the sixties, because of poor
health; and he began a limited en-
gagement at Fat Tuesday’s in 1984,
and was such a hit that he never left.
Paul is accompanied by a rhythm
guitarist and a standup bassist, and
his material is a combination of jazz,
country, blues, and pop standards
“Georgia,” “Moonglow,” “Caravan,”
“Bill Bailey, Won’t You Please Come
Home.” But because his inventions
paved the way for electric music, Paul
has a devoted following of rock fans.
Though we didn’t see any of the rock
stars who have been known to show
up, there was an impromptu jam ses-
sion with a guitarist whom Paul had
met before the show, an eager teen-
ager with a heavy-metal mane and
slick new-wave clothing. “Blues in
C Sharp,” the young man called out
as he strapped on his guitar, a glen-
plaid Ibanez with a drawing of a
naked woman on the back. Then the
two guitarists traded solos—Paul
with his pure, clear tone, and the
challenger with a wailing post-Van
Halen overdrive that Les Paul, like it
or not, had helped make possible.,

(A highly arbitrary listing, in which bold-face
type 1s used to pick out a few of the more
notable performers in town. ... % Musicians
and night-club proprietors live complicated
lives that are subject to last-minute change;
it is therefore always advisable to call ahead.)

ALgonguin HoteL, 59 W. 44th St. (840-6800)—
The Oak Room is getting better oak. Much of
the Algonquin Hotel, in fact, is undergoing a
sort of retro makeover: there will be a round
table again in the Rose Room, forties-style
chandeliers in the lobby, a conference suite
on the second floor named after Helen Hayes,
and an English-pub-style retreat at street
level. The entranceway to the Oak Room
itself will get its old arched transom back,
and its ceiling will be higher and acoustically
superior. On Sept. 13, MONTGOMERY, PLANT &
sTriTeH give the refurbished night spot a mu-
sical bon voyage with the first show of a four-
week engagement. Shows at nine-fifteen
Tuesdays through Saturdays. Dining.

BaLLroowm, 253 W. 28th St. (244-3005)—A big,
soigné cabaret on the edge of Chelsea, in the
heart of the fur and fashion-student districts.
Singer and Broadway habitué Christine An-
dreas is in residence through Sept. 9. HELEN
scHNEIDER—a Brooklyn-born blues singer who
had a one-woman show called “A Flapper’s
Folly” a few vears back—comes in at eleven
to sing Sondheim Sept. 8-9, and, starting
Sept. 13, she has her run of the place.
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Miles Davis at Indigo Blues

BiroLano, 2745 Broadway, at 105th St. (749-
2228)—The jazz personnel turns over nearly
every night at this airy, loftlike restaurant-
bar, in the gray zone blj‘ret.wenzn Zabar's and
Columbia. Some may cry “Gentrification!” at
the sight of the pastel walls, the potted
greenery, and the bar crowded with Frascati
sippers, but even the sniffy will agree that
the floor-to-ceiling windows make for some
fine Broadway-viewing. Pianist Fred Hersch,
a romantic who's not afraid of a little body
language, leads a trio on Sept. 6. Tenor-sax
man BILL BARRON fronts a quartet (with broth-
€r KENNY BARROM al the piano) Sept. 7; a
quartet belonging to saxophonist GEORGE COLE-
MaN holds forth Sept. 8-9; and Dawvid
aneway's quintet will be here Sept. 10.
fusic from nine Sundays through Thursdays
and from nine-thirty Fridays and Saturdays.
Dining.
Birrer Ewo, 149 Bleecker St (673-7030)—The
free passes to this club could pave most of
Greenwich Village, and they often do. The
Bitter End was all abuzz in the seventies
when it was a smp‘rj’ing point for the sort of
singers whose records you can now order from
television: Gordon Lightfoot, Melissa Man-
chester, and Neil Sedaka among them. Aside
from the rest rooms, which are what you'd
expect to find during wartime, the place 1s
pleasant enough. There's an Atari video
game constantly aglow in the corner, a plati-
num record from Blood, Sweat, & Tears, and
a doorman who, when you ask what time the
band’s coming on, will tell you anything you
want to hear.
Biue Notg, 131 W. 3rd St., near Sixth Ave. (475-
8592)—A jazz club that would be a perfect
stop on a bus tour. (There's even a souvenir
shop that sells Kodak film.) It’s a good idea
to make a reservation and show up well in
advance. Sept. 5-10, Cuban saxophonist
paguiTo p'rivera and his Havana-New York
Ensemble will be tossing off merengues and
sambas, not Lo mention a good deal of hard-
headed bop. Drummer max roacH's Double
Quartet starts up on Sept. 12. First set at
nine. Dining.
Bottom Livg, 15 W. 4th 5t., at Mercer St. (228-
6300)—A big, pleasant room where they
pack them in until someone says uncle. The
walls and columns are basic black with some
rainbow detailing here and there—the place
locks a little like the outside of a van. If you
end up without a seat, you can stand al the
bar—finally, a club where they don’t force
you to drink—and mull over photographs
from great shows wvou’'ve missed. Betty, a
three-woman a-cappella outfit, will be here
Sept. 7; and, Sept. 10-13, the stage belongs
10 TERRI LYME CARRINGTON. Shows Sundays
through Thursdays at eight and eleven, and
Fridays and Saturdays at eight-thirty and
eleven-thirty. Burgers, fries, and other things
to make your heart heat faster.
Braowey's, 70 University Pl., at 11th St. (228-
6440)—A neighborhood bar, tucked between
a D'Agostino supermarket and a greengro-
cery. In 1969, when Bradley Cunningham
and a partner bought it, it was called the

.ab'ﬁ-fm... M

Surrup. Its light is distinctive, something
between dim generic tavern light and refined
haze, its patrons are famously gabby; its

iano, which Paul Desmond bequeathed to

r. Cunningham, has been |1)Ia ed by many
first-rate musicians, including Jimmy
Fowles, Tommy Flanagan, and Dave
McEKenna. Pianist WALTER DAVIS, JR.,, Who once
gave up music for tailoring then thought
better of it, will be here Sept. 4-9: Mike
LeDonne comes in on Sept. 10; and pianist
JOHN HicKs starts up on Sept. 11. Music from
nine-forty-five. Dining.

Car Cwus, 76 E. 13th St. (505-0090)—This

room, which caters to thrash-metal buffs and
cooler heads on weeknights, opens its doors
on Sundays to swing-music fans, most of
whom come to Lindy. The dancers are young,
old, middle-aged, semi-pro, one hundred per
cent amateur, happy, earnest, in love; shoe
styles (men’s) run from white bucks to clod-
hopFers to gleaming patent-leather jobs. Mu-
sic from eight to midnight.

Dawn Lymew, 221 Second Ave., at 14th S5t (677-

0911)—OQutside Dan Lynch, you'll come
across a lot of suspicious characters who'll
claim to know you; inside vou'll find a pupil-
dilating, brown-on-brown g&r decorated with
an Aretha poster and the remnants of a birch
tree, The place brightens up considerably at
ten with a wariety of live blues, including
vamps of the “put on your red dress” variety.

Deuta 88, 332 Eighth Ave., at 26th St. (924-

3499) A long, rambling bar and restaurant
with a white-trash-chicken-shack theme, The
decorator went kind of hog-wild with all the
old filling-station and soft-drink signs and
the hubcaps and the dime-store portrait of
the King and the display of dozer caps and
the shingle from the taxidermist in Spanish
Fort, Alabama—but it's a friendly enough
place. There's live music most nights, includ-
ing gospel on Mondays, zydeco ?In the form
of Lour sarou) on Thursdays, and country on
Fridays. Shows after nine Chicken—ﬁried
steak, deep-fried crawdads (a.k.a. Cajun pop-
corn), and other exotic Southern fare.

Fat Tuespav's, 190 Third Ave., at 17th St. (533-

7902 »—There's not a lot of elbow- or head-
room in this downstairs jazz club, but the
musicians sometimes make you torget all
about it. The jazz people. JOHN ABERCROMBIE, a
light-fingered guitarist from whom you might
hear “All the "Fhings You Are” or “My Funny
Valentine,” plays with a quartet Sept, 5-10.
On Mondays, guitarist-inventor LeEs paul, the
Thomas Edison of reverb, leads a trio. Music
from eight. Dining.

FortuMe Garpen Paviuion, 200 E. 40th St (753-

0101)—A satisfying combination of Chinese
food and homegrown music. Rubberneckers
may see the moon wheeling by the green-
house roof on its regular tour of romantic
Manhattan. The pianists who pass through
here are among Gotham’s finest. JOHN BUNCH,
who longs for the days when big bands
roamed the earth, works the Steinway Sept.
5-10; Irving Fields performs on Sept. 11; and
former Muzak vice-president Jane Jarvis,
who spent eight years as an organist for the

Knickersocker, 33

Milwaukee Braves before getting traded to
the Mets, starts up on Sept. 12. Music from
eight Mondays through Saturdays, and from
seven on Sundays.

Greene Streer, 101 Greene St. (925-2415)—

This is such a gorgeous, thirties-ish, movie set
of a place, you expect gunmen to burst in at
any moment, The restaurant and bar—for-
ested and twilit—is about the size of a
football field, with the piano at the fifty—yard
line. If your seats are good encugh, you'll
hear some able entertainers, including peTe
MALINVERNI (Sept. 5-6); LYNN BERNSTEIN (Sept. 7-
0); ANDY LAVERNE (Sept. 11); and HAL SCHAEFER
(Hept. 12-16.)

Ivpico Brues, 221 W. 46th St. (221-0033)—A

sleek, modern jazz club, in the basement of
the Hotel Edison, with glass brick, space-age
carpeting, and long strips of cool-blue neon.
If you go back in the history books far
enough, vou can read about a time when miLes
pavis was shy. Since then, an astonishing
Who's Who of musicians have performed in
his funk outfits—at piano, for instance, the
list includes Keith Jarrett, Herbie Hancock,
and Chick Corea—and Davis has been ac-
knowledged as the first person since Louis
Armstrong to reinvent the trumpet. The mu-
sician’s disdain for night clubs—and many
other things—is well documented, but he
christened this room late last vear, and he'll
return to it Sept. 7-10.

JaN WaLtman's, 49 W, 44th St. (764-8930)—A

burgundy room walled with mirrors that
gives one the not unpleasant sensation of
sitting in a giant glass of red wine. BARBARA
LEA, a free and easy singer with a whistle that
could knock a bird cut of a tree, will perform
with pianist-in-residence wes wmc AFEE on Sept.
9. Evan Matthews will be here on Sept. 11,
with pavio LaHm on the bench. Shows at nine
and eleven Dininﬁ. Closed Sundays.

niversity Pl, at 9th St.
(228-B490)—An Old New York kind of
place, with dark-wood panelling, white table-
cloths, and brass-figurine lamps The musi-
cians gather around the Steinway that sits in
the dining room, next to a brass-railed parti-
tion, but chin music is often the dominant
sound. JuWior mance, one-time Dinah Wash-
ington sidekick and author of “How to Play
Blues Piano," works with bassist MARTY RIVERA
Sept. 5-9, and Sept. 12-16. Music from nine-
thirty.

Lome Star RoaspHouse, 240 W. 52nd St. (245-

2950)—The facade is a Silver Eagle bus, the
kind your itinerant musician cat tools around
in. The inside features some stuff you proba-
bly wouldn't find in a county-line roadhouse
—like a wallful of de-luxe Gibson guitars—
and some you might expect to find: beer, neon
beer signs, and men wearing dozer caps.
Many years ago, or. JoHN, the son of a New
Orleans appliance-store owner, got shot in
the finger during a Louisiana barroom brawl.
More recently, he released a fine, breezy
album of standards—including a “Makin’
Whoopee™ duet with Rickie Lee Jones—and
signed on for gigs here Sept. 6-7. On Sept.
11, R. & B. revivalist rutH BROWN takes a
night off from her Broadway baby, “‘Black
and Blue."” Music after nine. Dining.

MicHaeL's Pug, 211 E. 55th St. (758-2272)—A

midtown restaurant and jazz lair for the
tasselled-loaters set. The dark, sombre bar
(carved-wood lions, iron grillwork) looks like
a place vou'd find in London's financial dis-
trict; the dining room—putting-green car-
pet, lime-green leather banquettes, panelled
ceiling—has more of a country-club feel.
Through Sept. 9, FRANK GORSHIN, the actor who
played the Riddler on the “Batman” TV se-
ries, shares a few impressions—including one
of Jack Nicholson. Sept. 8 at 9 and Sept. 9 at
9 and 11, Joan rivers will find out what people
are laughing at these days. Closed Sundays.

Sweer Basi, 88 Seventh Ave. S, at Bleecker St.

(242-1785)—mc coy TYNer, a high-impact pi-
anist who once told a reporter, “When vou're
knee-deep in something, vou have to get
deeper,” performs in this ’il]a;f. temple of
jazz (pressed-tin ceiling, grainy b. & ho-
tos of your favorite demigods, knee-to-knee
statingﬁ Sept. 5-10, and will be here again
beginning Sept. 12. The electrified big band
that the late Gil Evans brought here on
Mondays—it shimmered a little and rum-
bled a lot, while Evans, a hands—off conduc-
tor, let his soloists blow at length—is now
under the direction of his son, trumpeter
Miles Evans, and is in action on Mondays.
Shows from ten. Dining.

ViLLace Gare, 160 Bleecker St. (475-5120)—1In

the gym-size downstairs room, which, with
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its black walls, black pillars, and black pipes
and ducts, resembles a giant Louise Nevelson
sculpture, salsa bands pack them in on Mon-
days. Brazilian singer-pianist TaMia Maria will
be performing Sept 8-9, and sip caesar's
comedy revue runs through Sept. 10....
¢ One flight up, in the airy space known as
the Terrace Bar, the piano-bass action looks
like this: Sharon Freeman and Mike Rich-
mond (Sept. 5-10); mike Lonso, who used to
ride the bench for Dizzy Gillespie, and Ben
Brown (Sept. 12-24).

ViLLace Vancuaro, 178 Seventh Ave. S, at 11th
St. (255-4037)—People from all over the
world descend the stairs to this ancient jazz
club; many of them later emerge from it in
an excited condition. Sept. 5 belongs to a
brash young jazz collective known as the
Harper Brothers; and George Adams, a for-
midable reedman who has referred to his
tenor sax as a weapon, leads a quartet on
Sept. 12. Mondays are prime time for meL
Lewis's big band. Music from ten.

Visiones, 125 Macdougal St., at Bleecker St.
(673-5576)—A tapas-and-flan concern, with
a room for jazz. It’s not a glamorous spot—
unless you like framed puzzles—but the
globe-trotting musicians who lay over here
are worth watching. Guitarist SAL SalLvADOR
performs on Sept. §

Zinno, 126 W. 13th St. (924-5182)—1If you like
pictures of cows, there’s a good one here, by
the British painter Malcolm Morley, of some
Holsteins adrift in a Turneresque Iandscape.
There’s also jazz, which flows peaceably from
a passageway between the front-room bar
and the back-room restaurant. Guitarist taL
FARLOW, a sixty-something jazz legend who
likes to retire every once in a while, performs
with bassist earRY mazzaropr Sept. 5-9, and
then again beginning Sept. 11. Music
weeknights from eight, and Sundays from
seven

EDGE OF NIGHT LIFE

ONE of them talk about it. You

won’t catch them gloating over
it. And if you brought the subject up
they’d probably deny it. But there’s a
subtle kind of vengeance that those
who don’t go away for the weekend
wreak on those who do, just to keep
things even. It’s called Disappearance
on Sunday Night.

If you leave Columbia County, Fire
Island, or Amagansett any time after
five, chances are you won’t get back
to New York City before dark. After
two and a half days of sharing a
bathroom with your favorite half- and
quarter-shares, going to cocktail par-
ties you know you shouldn’t but know
you should, or perhaps fertilizing a
patch of tomatoes that produces a
bounty you can’t possibly consume,
and then living through a journey
back to the city that would make
Charon weak, all you want is the
pleasure of one friendly, slightly unfa-
miliar face you can commiserate with.

But, as sure as your getting in the
wrong line at the toll booths, when
you dial everyone on Sunday night
who didn’t cross a river over the week-
end, you get recording after recording.
Are they all at Mars, the Odeon,
Lola’s, up in Harlem at La Famille?
Are they all at the same party and no
one bothered to invite you? You
haven’t a clue. You finally take the
Arts and Leisure section to the near-
est trattoria and read none of it, pon-
dering instead never taking another
share, and cursing yourself for not
phoning ahead.

The next morning, when friends re-
turn your call, they ask, “So, how was
the weekend?” You're feeling so aban-

doned and unloved you say, “It
was all right Let’s do something
fun tonight!” Only a desperate
person would forget that finding
fun on a Monday night in New
York is tougher than getting the
last half-sandwich in that house
where you have a quarter-share.
They agree to check their calen-
dars and call you right back.
Think this isn't deliberate?

IN ANOTHER CATEGORY—
PERFORMANCE ART, ETC.

“"Room anp Boaro"—A play about a sick
mother-daughter relationship, written
by Madeleine Olnek and starring Kim-
berly Flynn. (Theatre Club Funambles,
167 Ludlow St., between E. Houston
and Stanton Sts. 420-1466. Sept. 6-10
and Sept. 13 at 8. Through Sept. 17.)

"Framk Derl's The Tempramon ofF St An-
THoNY"'—This Wooster Group produc-
tion, performed by six live actors
and by three more on video, is, accord-
g to a Wooster Group spokesper-
son, “about death or about the end of
something.” Critics have called it “mul-
timedia wvaudeville” and *“a Dadaist col-
lage.” Who can say? With M. A. Hestand,
Peyton Smith, Jeff Webster, Kate Valk, and
others. (Performing Garage, 33 Wooster St
966-3651. Thursdays through Sundays at 8.)

Parri Dosroworski—In “Inside Qut,” this per-
formance artist from Seattle plays your aver-
age psychotherapy patient who feels messed
up by vour average psychotherapist. Fea-
tured props are a lounge chair and a plastic
rocking horse on springs. (Dance Theatre
Workshop, 219 W. 19th St. 924-0077. Sept.
11 at 8.)

P.S. 122—Sept. 7-10 at 9:30: Frank Maya in
rants about Liza Minnelli, Entenmann’s
baked goods, and his shrink Through Oct. 1.
... Y Sept. 8-10 at 8: Eric Bogosian tries out
new rmaterial. ... ¥ Sept. 8-9 at 11: Leigh
Clark re-creates her character LuRain Pen-
ny, an aging torch singer. (150 First Ave., at
Oth St. 477-5288)

MAESTRO

The ability to amuse com-

muters is presumably not a

requirement for the job of

subway conductor, but every
now and then you come across one
who, bucking the handbook, trans-
forms his phone-booth-size cubicle in-
to a mobile broadcast studio. We
thought we might have run across one
of these curiosities the other day when,
shortly after boarding an uptown No.
I train, we heard the announcement
“Twenty-eighth is next. Excellent for
the flower district, excellent for the fur
district.”” At 34th Street, any doubts
about our find were dispelled. “This is
the No. 1 train on its way to Van
Cortlandt Park,” our man said in a
cheerful, slightly ironic tone. “Join us
if you can find room. It would be
helpful if you could take vour whole
anatomy with you when you board
the train.” Our last stop was 86th
Street, and as we made our way down
the platform we spotted the conduc-
tor, in his booth: a middle-aged man
with thinning white hair and owl-like
features, dressed in a regulation
M.T.A. uniform accessorized with a
blue-bandanna cravat. “There's a
menace in the area,” he said into the
microphone as we walked by. “The
celebrated Mannes College of Music.”

Self-portrait by Duncan Hannah
ART

LOT of Lucas Samaras's work

on paper is decidedly labor-in-
tensive. We may tend to forget this,
compelled as we are by the artist’s
eccentric, sometimes kinky sensibili-
ty, and by the fascination of the si-
multaneously seductive and repulsive
attributes of so many of the objects he
makes. A small, tight show of thirty-
six works on paper by Samaras— now
at the Met, in a gallery of the Wallace
Wing usually occupied by the current-
ly touring Berggruen Collection, of
works by Paul Klee—includes many
sharp reminders of the artist’s urge to
work. The exhibition does include a
key Polaroid opus, but is otherwise
given over to drawings, along with a
couple of constructions. There are, for
instance, several Pointillist pen-and-
ink portraits from 1986 that might
make you think of Chuck Close on fast
forward, and which complement the
actual pinpoints in some boxed assem-
blages. There’s a bunch of abstract,
optical, rather orphic Precisionist
drawings from 1966 that recall the
Russian brothers Pevsner and Gabo,
or computer graphics—or Sol LeWitt
on speed. Throughout the show we feel
the lucid, difficult, perverse presence
of this most intelligent artist, who—
not unlike M. C. Escher—holds a vi-
sion that is at once cosmic and in-
tensely claustrophobic.

MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

Avouson Terrace—This configuration of Beaux
Arts buildings at Broadway and 155th St.—
including the Hispanic Society of America,
the Museum of the American Indian, the
American Numismatic Society, the American
Academy and Institute of Arts and Letters,
and a branch of Boricua College—was de-
signed by Charles P. Huntington, nephew of
Archer Milton Huntington, who founded the
Hispanic Society, and his wife, Anna Hyatt
Huntington, a sculptor best known for her
animalter themes. (Her statue of E] Cid
Campeador stands in the middle of the
square.) The Hispanic Society in its evoca-
tive sleepiness remains an especially charis-
matic presence. There's a cryptlike space
filled with alabaster tomb sculptures of a
wrenching formality, case after case of sump-
tuous Hispane-Moresque lustreware, and
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marvellous varguefios—desks whose elabo-
rate inside ornamentation includes high-ba-
rogque architectural facades and twisting ivo-
ry columns. Despite some suspicious attribu-
tions, there's also an impressive collection of
paintings by Spanish masters, including a
ortrait by Goya of the dour Duchess of Alba
Ewhu points to the artist's signature, etched
in the ground); Veldzquez's forceful portrait
of the Count-Duke of Olivares, a power be-
hind the throne of Philip IV (the artist's
patron); and a version of “Juan de Pareja”
(after Veldzquez's portrait at the Met) be-
lieved by some to have been executed by the
subject. The Hispanic Society's main-floor
room is a gem, with highly theatrical murals
depicting the customs and costumes of the
Spanish provinces, by Joaquim Sorolla y
Bastida—rival to Zuloaga, Boldini, and Sing-
er Sargent for the role of society Impression-
ist of the day. While yvou are on Audubon
Terrace, you might visit the American Nu-
mismatic Society for a hardy sampling of
military medalry, and a mini-history of coin-
age which begins with a spiral money ring
from the period of Nushi-i Jan (seventh cen-
tury B.C.) and ends with R. C. Robbins’
Dhners Club card {(member since 19582) And
do not further neglect the Museum of the
American Indian. With a troubled past, what
remains of its encyclopedic collection—what-
ever has survived mold, bugs, and curatorial
glunder—will be shifting before long to the
mithsonian, though an exhibitions program
will continue at the Custom House in down-
town Manhattan.
Morris-JumeL Mansion, Jumel Terrace and 161
St.—You used to be able to see the Hudson
and Harlem Rivers from the hilltop aerie of
the Morris-Jumel Mansion, a house built in
1765 whose grounds encompassed one hun-
dred and thirty acres for more than a centu-
rﬁ, The house contains what is reputed to be
the first octagonal room in the Colonies,
above which was General George Washing-
ton’s military headquarters during the Eatt?e
of Harlem Heights. In the nineteenth centu-
ry, the room was occupied by the notorious
Mme. Jumel—a friend of Patrick Henry and
of Mrs. Benedict Arnold, and, later, the wife
of Aaron Burr (the former Vice-President
squandered much of her fortune) When
me. Jumel couldn’t persuade Napoleon to

retire to America after Waterloo, she trav-
elled to Paris and returned with the fallen
leader’s bed, which is still in this bedroom,
along with other fine period pieces. The house
also boasts some great period reproduction
wallpapers, a centuries-old forerunner of li-
noleum, and Mme. Jumel’s garters. (Open
Tuesdays through Sundays, 10 to 4.)

MEeTROPOLITAM Museum, Fifth Ave. at 82nd St.—

The name game has brought the museum an
astonishing range of new displays in the past
few years: in the Charlotte C. and John C.
Weber Galleries of the Arts of Ancient China,
for example, there is an exquisite if modest
showcase for many of the museum’s fine
Chinese ceramics, bronzes, and jades, span-
ning the six millenia from the Neolithic Age
through the Tang dynasty. ...% The Henry
R. Luce Center for the gtud of American
Art, located in the American {W’ing, displays
the bulk of the Met's fourteen thousand
American objects in glass storage cases with
obsessive order. Sleek Frank Lloyd Wright
tables sit near gloppy Victorian extravagan-
zas; dozens of Federal dining-room chairs are
lined up in order of size; fanciful mirrors,
painted Pennsylvania-German chests, scores
of Tiffany vases, hundreds of colored bottles,
and enough silver to serve the city amount to
an cncyn:lo})edia of furnishings brought to
life. . . . 9 More like a bald pate than a plant-
ed penthouse, the Iris and B, Gerald Cantor
Roof Garden, atop the Lila Acheson Wallace
Wing of Twentieth Century Art, is ideal for
the kind of nonobjective sculpture currently
on display there, such as Dawvid Smith's
“Becca” and Reuben Nakian's “Garden of
the Gods 1.” From this unadorned treetop
perch, the enormousness of the museum
drops away, and what remains is a spectacu-
lar panorama of Central Parks West and
South, and of Fifth Avenue....9¥ “Italian
Majolica,” an exhibition that offers a neatly
telescoped history of late-Quattrocento and
Cinquecento art, and includes a variety of
extraordinary objects Through Oct. 1....
¢ Thirty-six works on paper, by Lucas Sama-
ras. ... Y “Invention ancPCnntinuity in Con-
temporary Photographs.” Through Oct. "8.
(Open Tuesdays through Sundays, 9:30 to
5:15, and Tuesday evenings until §:45.)

Museum ofF Mopern Art, 11 W. 53rd 5t —An

installation by Matt Mullican of computer-

American Crarr

based works. Through Oct. 24. .. . 9 A show
of Cubist prints. Through Nov. 7. .. .9 Pho-
tographs by Aaron Siskind from the perma-
nent collection. Through Oct. 10. (Open daily,
except Wednesdays, 11 to 6, and Thursday
evenings until 9.)

GueeenHEIM Museum, Fifth Ave. at 89th St.—

The museumn will be closed until Sept. 28.

WHiTNEY Museum oF AmErRICAN ArT, Madison Ave.

at 75th St.—A current show, of works ac-
quired over the past fifteen years, provides a
fascinating example of institutional collect-
ing. In early-twentieth-century art, the focus
has been on artists such as Elie Nadelman
who is represented by some major pieces, and
Georgia O'Keeffe, who is represented by some
weak ones, and on a number of finely selected
drawings and watercolors. Contemporary
holdings include quintessential works by Joel
Shapiro and Elizabeth Murray, for example,
acquired in the late seventies, and a diptych
by Eric Fischl, from the mid-eighties. In the
past few years the museum's purchases have
become fewer and, with such works as Tony
Smith’s important sculpture “Die” and an
Eva Hesse rope pmece, have focussed on his-
torical gaps. Through Oct. 15. ... 9 A show
of oils, watercolors, _lprints. and drawings by
Edward Hopper. The hundred and fifty
works span the artist's career, and are drawn
from the museum’s collection. Through Nov
5. (Open Tuesdays, 1 to 8, with no admission
charge after 6; Wednesdays through Satur-
days, 11 to 5, Sundays, noon to 6.)

WHiTHEY Museum Downrown, 33 Maiden Lane—

“The Desire of the Museum': This provoca-
tive show, organized by student curators,
presents the institution of “the museum’ as
a hiving entity, with its own set of desires and
unspoken agendas. It does not include some
of the better-known artistic examinations of
the museum frame, by such artists as Claes
Oldenburg, Marcel Broodthaers, and Michael
Asher. It does feature a Marcel Duchamp
piece, which contains reproductions of the
master gamesman's ready-mades; Richard
Artschwager’'s hairy rubber blips, which are
strategically installed in unexpected loca-
tions; Hans Haacke's portrait of the extra-
aesthetic life of Seurat’s “Les Poseuses’: and
Mark Dion and Jason Simon's tales of pic-
tures that were badly damaged or painted
and then economical{}r revitalized through
conservationist cunning. The curators try to
push their point too far with gimmicky inter-
ventions (including die-cut questions beside
the art works, such as “What does the muse-
um want*’), but this show—which also
includes Guerrilla Girls® posters, Allan
McCollum’s painted surrogates, Louise
Lawler’'s photo wall labels, and more—is long
overdue. Through Sept. 12. (Open Mondays
through Fridays, 11 to 6.)

BrookLyn Museum, Eastern Parkway— “Andrew

Wyeth. The Helga Pictures.” Through Sept.
18... 9 An exhibition of thirty %fiughal
paintings—miniatures, mostly, 1n opaque
watercolors and ink on Eaper—lracin
changes in the style from the late-fifteent
century to the eighteenth. Through Nov. 6.
(Open daily, except Tuesdays, 10 to 5.)

AwmEerican Museum ofF NaturaL History, Central

Park W. at 79th St.—A display of Saudi
Arabian dress in which traditional thawbs,
for instance, are seen alongside a cloak that
belonged to King Faisal. Through Oct. 20
(Open Mondays, Tuesdays, Thursdays, and
Sundays, 10 to 5:45; Wednesdays, 10 to 9;
Fridays and Saturdays, 10 to 9, with no
admission charge after 5.)

useum, 40 W. 53rd 5t.—“Rain
of Talent: Umbrella Art”: A mild drizzle of
some thirty altered umbrellas suspended
from the ceiling of the main stairwell. The
talents include Rhonda Zwillinger, Kim
MacConnel, Robert Ventwuri, Betty Wood-
man, and Rodney Alan Greenblat Through
Sept. 24. (Open %‘uasd&ys, 10 to 8, with no
admission charge after 5; Wednesdays
through Sundays, 10 to 5.)

Bromx Museum ofF THE Arts, 1040 Grand Con-

course—Red Grooms’ work is about as close
as art gets to real entertainment, and his
graphic work—the subject of this exhibition
—is no exception. The show includes some
delightful three-dimensional lithographs that
resemble permanently opened pop-up
books. Through Sept. 10. (Open weekdays,
ix;r:el:it Fridays, 10 to 4:30; Sundays, 11 to
30,

Coorer-Hewitr Museum, Fifth Ave. at 91st St. —

Nineteenth-century jewelry from the muse-
um’s collection. A well-presented, spiffy little
show that is organized in neat categories
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Frankly, not even 1
precisely how long a V

There is no simpler index of as long as five million miles, to

automotive value than automo- engine machining tolerances as

tive longevity. fine as .001 millimeter.

The more you get out of a Precisely how far can this pas-

At 1,184,880 miles,
a 1957 Mercedes-Benz is listed in

car in miles and years of faithful sionate pursuit of durability even-

service, the more car you've got- the Guinness Book of World Records  tually take a Mercedes-Benz—and
as the world's most durable car

ten for your money. your money? The fact is that no one
No carmaker goes to greater lengths than knows precisely. Although it should be noted
Mercedes-Benz in the effort to give you just that the Guinness Book of World Records

that. From preproduction shakedown tests has declared a certain 1957 Mercedes-Benz



he engineers know
ercedes-Benz can last.

sedan “the world’s most durable car.” and eighty-four thousand, eight hundred and
There is absolutely no guarantee, of course,  eighty miles.

that your new Mercedes-Benz will someday equal But then, there is absolutely no guarantee

or surpass that car’s one million, one hundred that it won't. For more information about

Mercedes-Benz automobiles, call 1-800-336-8282.

ENGINEERED LIKE NO OTHER
CAR IN THE WORLD
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Sometimes what it takes to putalife back

together IS a hammer and I]allS I_n'],in:m, Ohio, a :ﬁ-*qman
* drives home a nail. And

drives home a new skill. Another tears down an old wall. And tears down old defeatism.

These women are rehabilitating a neighborhood. And at the same time, they are
rehabilitating themselves. They are inmates at the nearby Marysville prison who are
contributing to a neighborhood revitalization project funded, in part, by General Dynamics.

They learn to replace drywall, fixtures, cabinetry, stairways, porches, siding,
roofing, and more.

For the community, the result is very high quality, affordable family housing.

For prisoners turned productive, the result is new confidence,

new job skills, and a new chance at life. GENERAL DYNAMICS
A Strong Company For A Strong Country




ART—Cont’d

appropriate to the categorical imperatives of
the Victorian period: materials and tech-
niques peculiar to the age, such as tortoise-
shell and human hair, filigree and pietra
dura; preoccupations, such as flowers and
other natural specimens; revivalism, espe-
cially of styles of the then newly excavated
ancient world; and jeweller-stars of the day,
in particular Giuliano (who worked in Lon-
don) and the influential Castellani (of Rome
and Naples), both of whom popularized neo-
Etruscan and neoclassical designs. . .
€ Views of Rome: drawings of the eternal city
In its semi-rustic state. Most are from the
seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. From
the Thomas Ashby collection in the Vatican
Library. A quality yawn. Through Oct. 29.
{Open Tuesdays, 10 to 9, with no admission
charge from 5 to 9; Wednesdays through
saturdays, 10 to 5; Sundays, noon to 5.)
JewisH Museum, Fifth Ave at 92nd St.—“"Exo-
dus and Exile: 2,000 Years in Ancient Isra-
el,” an archeological exhibition tracing some
of the cultural shifts and political cataclysms
between 1200 B.C.E. and 600 C.E. that, bit
by bit, transformed the Israelite kingdom
into an international religious community—
the birth, in short, of Jewish indentity in the
modern sense. A few objects, such as ancient
maosaics and synagogue reliefs, have not been
seen in this country before, and while they
represent a fragmented and elusive story the
show’s attractive, playful installation is in-
formative. (Open Mondays, Wednesdays, and
Thursdays, noon to 5; Tuesdays, noon to 8§,
with no admission charge from 5 to 8; Sun-
days, 11 to 6.)

MoreaN Lierary, 20 E. 36th St.—A show paying
tribute to Jean Cocteau on his centenary.
Included are letters and drawings by the
author and artist, and a marble portrait bust
by Jacques Lipchitz. Through Nov. 5. (Open
Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10:30 to 5,
Sundays, 1 to 5.)

Museum oF American Fowk Art, Columbus Ave.
at 65th S5t.—“Stitched from the Soul: Slave
Textiles from the Ante-Bellum South.” This
fascinating exhibition demonstrates that
slaves preserved fragments of their African
heritage in their quilts by combining native
patterns, colors, and appligué techniques
with requisite Euro-American motifs. This
display of quilts is double-edged: the most
delicate ones were made by slaves for their
mistresses, with whom they were often drawn
into close and complicated relationships,
while guiltmaking by slaves for their own use
formed a fulcrum of their social life Through
Sept. 17. (Open daily, 9 to 9.)

Stupto Museum IN Hartem, 144 W. 125th St.—
This first retrospective of the well-regarded
African-American painter Hughie Lee-Smith
includes some moving and unusual portraits
of isolation, made in the fifties, that call to
mind Marsh, Tooker, and the early Guston,
and sixties works depicting isolated figures
next to metal poles with colored ribbons
flapping from them. In the seventies and
eighties, the subtle surrealist cast fades and
a relatively ordinary urban realism remains.
... 9 Graphics and installations that incor-
porate photography, the work of fifteen con-
termnporary artists. Both shows through Sept.
24, (Open Wednesdays through Fridays, 10
to 5; Saturdays and Sundays, 1 to 6.)

GALLERIES

(Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
Tuesdays through Saturdays from around 10
or 11 to between 5 and 6.)
Jene HicHstein [ Mike Guer— Highstein's art is
rooted in the situational sculpture of the
early seventies, but here at Wave Hill, in this
ideally sited indoor-outdoor display of work
from the past five years, the artist’s interest
in traditional sculpture-making predomi-
nates Sometimes the artist’s debt to Noguchi
is too strong, but Highstein can also fashion
an awkward, chunky shape into a breathing
entity that transcends its material. Through
Oct. 8. [ Glier's luscious, moody landscapes,
in what was once a formal dining room,
establish him as today’s great baroque wall
decorator. Through Dec. 31. (Wave Hill, In-
dependence Ave. at 249th St., the Bronx.)
"CHina—June 4, 1989..."—The Asian American
Arts Centre has responded to the brutal
military force used against protesting stu-
dents in Tiananmen Square with a video
Erngljam of television news documentaries in
nglish, Cantonese, and Mandarin; an exhi-
bition of vivid photographs of the student

hunger strike and subsequent violence; and
an evolving “Artist Wall,” a folding screen
that is being made from doors and decorated
by interested artists. The most compelling
work on it looks like a metal prison door with
a map of China behind a barred window.
Through Sept. 29. (26 Bowery.)

MNew SHows—sTan gropsky, Kelly, 591 Broadway

(starts Sept. 8), PETAH COYNE, Shainman, 560
Broadway (starts Sept. 7); sam erancis, Em-
merich, 41 E. 57th St. (starts Sept. 7); eLuotr
GreeN, Hirschl & Adler Modern, 851 Madison
Ave., at 70th 5t. (starts Sept. 7); RAYMOND
HaN, Schoelkopf, 50 W. 57th gt. (starts Sept.
9), puncanN HannaH, Cowles, 420 West Broad-
way (through Sept. 30); Joe sones, Kennedy,
40 W. 57th St. (starts Sept. 9); ROBERT JORDAM,
French, 41 W. 57th St. (starts Sept. 6);
STEPHANIE KIRSCHEN-COLE, De Nagy, 41 W. 57th
St. (starts Sept. 6); pauL LarroLey, Kent, 41 E.
57th St. (through Oct. 7) SHERRIE LEVINE,
Boone, 417 West Broadway (starts Sept. 9);
ROBERT maNcoLp, Galerie Lelong, 20 W. 57th
St (starts Sept. 8); HaMMAH wiLke, Feldman,
31 Mercer St (starts Sept. 9); PHILIP WOFFORD,
Frumkin-Adams, 50 W. 57th St. (through
Oct. 14); xes zarxkus, Weber, 142 Greene St.
(starts Sept. 9).

PHOTOGRAPHY

T night, in the Times Square area,
you can watch people exercising
a skill that for decades many critics
have been complaining disappeared
with the invention of photography:
the ability to draw realistically. At
various spots around town, we've been
noticing a new generation of such
portrait artists, and we've observed
that their subjects react to being
drawn in a different way from models
in the past. People are so used to
photography that even when there’s
no camera they behave as if they're in
front of one.

On a recent evening, at 44th Street
and Broadway, there were at least
twenty sidewalk artists sitting on gar-
den chairs and doing realistic por-
traits of customers—people who had
been walking down the street,
stopped, and handed over fifteen dol-
lars. Among those posing was a wom-
an who clearly believed she was hav-
ing her photograph taken. She was
completely frozen and her mouth was
stretched as far as it would go in a
huge smile, even though the artist was
working on the flip of her bangs. A
man walked by and smiled back at
her. She didn’t move a muscle. The
man realized the smile wasn’t for him
and kept on walking. She went on
smiling, although by now the artist
had only gotten as far as her forehead.
In fact, she held the smile rigid
through the entire sitting—and in the
finished portrait she looks like some-
one who had said “Cheese” for twenty
minutes.

Sioney D. GameLe (1890-1968)—A small selec-

tion of photographs from the thousands that
the artist shot in China between 1917 and
1932. This exhibition shows an observer who
was interested in capturing both tradition
and change. Through Sept. 9. (China Insti-
tute, 125 E. 65th St.)

WaLter RosensLum—AnN exhibition of works

drawn from such documentary series as the
Pitt Street Project, in the late thirties, and a
1958 journey through Haiti Starts Sept. 13.
{Photofind, 138 Spring St.)

Aaron Siskinp—No one can defend the impor-

tance of form in phutngraf:'ahy better than
John Szarkowski, and few photographers can
illustrate his words as well as Aaron Siskind.
Szarkowski's selection of Siskind's prints
from those owned by the Museum of Modern
Art is a treat. Even though many of the photo-
graphs could mingle among a very refined
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PHOTOGRAPHY -Cont’d

gathering of abstract paintings, they never
let you forget where they came from—a
camera that framed what was already there.
Through Oct. 10. (Museum of Modern Art.)

Brookiyn Museum—Two exhibitions. One is
composed of nineteenth-century photographs
of New York by George Brainerd and
Breading Way. Brainerd invented cameras
and used them to record daily life in and
around New York. Industrialization is a
theme of Brainerd's photographs, and is also
a visible force behind Way's images, which
show not just a new technology but the new
concept of leisure that came with it. The
other exhibition is a selection of seventy-two
photographs that the museum has purchased
over the past four years. Both shows through
Sept. 18. (Eastern Parkway. Open daily,
except Tuesdays, 10 to 5.)

IntervaTiONAL CenMTER OF PHOTOGRAPHY—'‘Por-
traits of Black Women Who Changed Ameri-
ca,” a show of works by photojournalist Brian
Lanker. ... 9 Dorit Cypis will have an
installation, called “The Naked Nude,” in
which viewers will be surrounded by seven
slide projectors. Both shows start Sept. 8.
(1130 Fifth Ave., at 94th St. Open Tuesdays,
noon to 8, with no admission charge after 5;
Wednesdays through Fridays, noon to 5; Sat-
urdays ang Sundays, 11 to 6.)

"RecLamming Parapise”" —A hundred landscape
photographs by twenty-six American women,
including Imogen Cunningham, Betty Hahn,
and Dorothea Lange. The images range from
Anne Brigman’s 1909 photogravure “The
Bubble" to Linda Conner’s 1986 gold-toned
silver-gelatine “Rift, HI." Through Oct. 21.
(Lehman College Gallery, Bedford Park Bou-
levard West at Goulden Ave., the Bronx.)

"Sickies PHoto-Reprorting Service" —A selection
of forty-five images of the forties and fifties
{(three hassocks on a shag rug, say, or a milk-
bottle production line), from the wast ar-
chives of this bastion of mainstream,
commercial photography. Through
Sept. 16. (Janet Borden, 560 Broad-
way.)

"Turavos: Learning THE Hort Wax"—This
show, exploring the various aspects of
raising children in the Hopi communi-
ty, is composed of two groups of pho-
tographs: more than half are early-twentieth-
century prints of several Hopi villages in
northern Arizona; the remaining works were
taken in the late seventies by Susanne Page.
(Museum of the American Indian, Broadway
at 155th St.)

"THe Mature oF New York City"—An array of
photo opportunities that should have been
missed. number of the pictures feature
weeds that are supposed to be touching but
that need to be pulled. Through Sept. 30.
(American Museum of Natural History.)

"InvenTion AnD ConTivuity IN COMTEMPORARY PHO-
ToGRaPHS"'—The title promises more than
what you actually get with this show. What's
on display is a small selection of work, some
of it strong and some as unsubtle as the
curatorial method that has systematized the
images into three obvious categories.
Through Oct. 8. (Metropolitan Museum.)

MNew SHows—sTepHEM BRigipl, Witkin, 415 West
Broadway (starts Sept. 12); JascHI kLEIN, Pfei-
fer, 568 Broadway (starts Sept. 9), Abam
ucHt, ABC No Rio, 156 Rivington St. (open
Tuesdays and Thursdays, 2 to 6, through
Sept. 21); DUANE MICHALS, Janis, 110 W. 57th
St. (open Mondays, starts Sept. 7), WARREM
weibicH, Burden, 20 E. 23rd St. (opens at
noon, through Sept. 22);, mitcHELL syrop, Lie-
berman & Saul, 155 Spring St (starts Sept.
9): JerF walL, Marian Goodman, 24 W. 57th
St. (open Mondays, starts Sept. 13).

MUSIC

vuLiaNa GONDEK cannot have

known just how keenly Poland
would be on everybody’s mind when
she set the dates for her two recitals
of Polish song at Merkin Hall (Sep-
tember 13 and 24), but her programs
would have aroused our attention
anyway. Ms. Gondek is an interesting
singer, and what little we know of
Polish Romantic music beyond Cho-
pin is beguiling enough to invite fur-
ther acquaintance. Modern Polish

music we know much better: Luto-
slawski and Penderecki are familiar
names, and Andrzej Panufnik is be-
coming one.

Chopin himself wrote a few songs,
which are tuneful, if rather undevel-
oped, compared with his piano music.
Stanislaw Moniuszko, who founded a
school of Polish nationalist opera with
his “Halka” in 1858, wrote many
songs, and he had a gift for melody.
Karol Szymanowski’s gift was for im-
pressionistic atmosphere. We aren’t
familiar with Ignacy Jan Paderewski’'s
songs, but, if they are anything like
the graceful and haunting piano
pieces that he recorded himself, we
look forward to them. Jézef Szulc we
know of as the author of a beautiful
mélodie recorded by Nellie Melba and
Maggie Teyte.

Ms. Gondek’s recitals include songs
by all the composers named above,
except Penderecki, and eleven more
(among them Francis Poulenc, who
was no part Polish but who wrote a
song cycle on Polish texts). The pia-
nist for both performances will be
Peter Grunberg.

The Alexandrov Red Army
Song and Dance Ensemble

New York City Oprera—canpipg, with Lisa Saffer,

Maris Clement, Brooks Almy, and Robert
Tate; Scott Bergeson conducting. (Sept. §,
Sept. 7, and Sept. 10, all at 8; and Sept. 9 at
2.)...9With Cyndia Sieden, Maris Clem-
ent, Muriel Costa-Greenspon, and Mark
Beudert; Scott Bergeson. (Sept. 6 and Sept.
B-9, all at 8.)...IL BARBIERE DI SIviGLIA, with
Wendy White, Susan Nicely, Thomas Wood-
man, and Paul Austin Kelly: Sergiu
Comissiona. (Sept. 13 at 8.) (New {"ﬂrk State
Theatre. 870-5570.)

Mew York FestivaL oF Sone—Presenting Leonard

Bernstein's “Arias and Barcarolles,” with Ju-
dyv Kaye, soprano; William Sharp, baritone;
and Michael Barrett and Steven Blier, piano.
(Merkin Concert Hall, 129 W. 67th St. 362-
8719, Sept. 7 at 8.)

ALexanprov Rep Arwmy Sone amp Dance EnsemeLE

—A group of more than two hundred singers,
dancers, and musicians from the Soviet
Union. (City Center, 131 W. 55th St. 581-
7907. Sept. 12 at 7:30 and Sept. 13 at §.
Through Sept. 17.)
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Roland Gift of Fine Young Cannibals . . .

JAZZ | POP / ROCK /

MNeiL Youne—*‘T've got to just tear down what-
ever has happened to me and build some-
thing new,” this protean troubadour once
said, and in his various manifestations over
the past quarter century he has produced
some of the finest (and sometimes weirdest)
rock and folk music of our time. On this tour,
he's spending most of his concert alone
onstage with an accoustic guitar, a harmoni-
ca, and that piercing, haunting voice, singing
old songs like “Heart of Gold" and ‘“Powder-
finger,” and powerful new ones like “El Do
rado” and one with a chorus that goes “Keep
on rocking in the free world.” It's a perfor-
mance that puts a lot of bands with sky-
scraper sound systems to shame, and it's
passionately up-to-date. The opening act is
the fervent, red-hot singer Maria McKee,
accompanied by the lone holdover from her
old “cow-punk” band Lone Justice, pianist
Bruce Brody. (Palladium, 126 E. 14th St
473-7171. Sept. 5-6 at 8.)

Jerry Garcia Bamp—If you take the time to
blink after the recent round of Grateful Dead
concerts in the area, you may miss this
appearance by the Dead’s burly lead guitar-
ist, with a funky backup unit that’'s more
uptown than outer space. The gospel-music

roducer Melvin Seaﬁs plays keyboards, two
ovely ladies named Gloria Jones and Jackie
LaBranch stand in for the choir, and the
songs ra::ége from covers of Dylan, Van Mor-
rison, and Los Lobos to Garcia originals. The
Dead’s rhythm guitarist, Bob Weir, will open
the show, accompanied by the tasteful and
lyrical bassist Rob Wasserman. (Nassau Col-
1seum. 1-516 587-9222. Sept. 6 at 7:30. ...
4 Meadowlands Arena. 1-201 935-3900.
Sept. 7 at 7:30.)

Stevie MNicks—Hide the diaphanous scarves,

batten down the candle holders, stash the
atchouli oil—the otherworldly gypsy of

uthern California pop is coming to town
with songs of hearts as frayed as her vintage
dresses, and the persona of a wounded prin-
cess lost in a m]ys.lic haze. The promise of
Nicks' shows is always that at some point she
may yank the gauzy drapes off the lamps and
deliver some driving, churning rock music
that has more transports than trances behind
it. (Jones Beach Theatre. Sept. 9 at 8. For
information about tickets, call 1-516 221-
1000.)

Fine Youne CanmisaLs aNp Nemen CHERRY— As far
as influences and origins go, this show is a
collagist’s dream. Guitarist Andy Cox and
kevboard player David Steele of Fine Young
Cannibals helped to perfect the wonderful
ska-reggae-}gunk—and—Birmingham-soul
sound of the English Beat before spinning off
to form the core trio of the Cannibals with
singer Roland Gift, whose husky, wviscous
voice is a one-man wall of sound. The group's
recordings are studio candy—the tasty de-
tails and accents make for a global-pop whole
that is greater than the sum of its parts—so
their daunting task is satisfﬁirﬁ a live audi-
ence that is one big sweet tooth. Neneh Cherry,

the stunning Swedish-West African beauty
and former P.S. 3 student (her stepfather 1s
the American jazz trumpeter Don Cherry),
will open the concert with her transatlantic
blend of rap, hip-hop, rhythm and blues,
and London funk. (Beacon Theatre, Broad-
way at 74th St. 496-7070. Sept. 12-13 at 8.)
Freppie Jackson—While Jacksons from another
clan (Michael's) have been diverting
everyone's attention, this Jackson, a native
son of upper Manhattan, has been quietly
conquering the black-music charts (he has
had eight number-one singles in three years)
with a crooning R & B style that is the aural
equivalent of silk sheets and champagne His
fans will be glad to let him know in person
that he's earned his triumphal nights on
Broadway. (Lunt-Fontanne Theatre, 205 W
46th St. 575-9200 Sept. 12-13 at 8. Through

Sept. 17.)
SPORTS

HE start of football season used to

depress us somewhat, because,
though we love both the Jets and the
Giants, full enjoyment of the sport for
us entails attending major college
games, and for that fix we used to
have to wventure miles afield. Last
October, however, a friend asked us to
attend a homecoming game being
played by Columbia, his alma mater,
against Princeton. At first, we were
not enticed: like everyone who regu-
larly peruses the Ivy-League-slanted
football coverage in the Times, we
knew about Columbia’s forty-four-
game losing streak—a Division I rec-
ord—and we had no wish to witness
the Lions sink to further depths up
past Morningside Heights. But we'd
wanted to see Baker Field's Lawrence
A. Wien Stadium ever since it was
renovated, in the mid-eighties, and
this was the chance. As everyone
knows, Columbia won the game, 16—
13, causing all hell to break loose on
campus. Over the past eleven months,
however, we've thought less about the
postgame storming of the goalposts
than about the torrid performance
during the contest—thirty-seven
rushes for a hundred and eighty-two
yvards—by Greg Abbruzzese, a sopho-
more tailback from Swampscott, Mas-
sachusetts. And we plan to be back at
Wien on September 16 at 1:30, when
Abbruzzese returns to action (under
the new head coach, Ray Tellier),
against Harvard.

HOME TEAMS

Yankees—Vs. the California Angels, Sept. 4 at
1:05. The Yankee lineup is anyone's guess.
Mers—Vs. the Chicago Cubs, Sept. 4 at 7:05
and Sept. 5§ at 7:35....9Vs. the St. Louis
Cardinals, Sept. 6 at 7:35 and Sept. 7 at 1:35.
... Y Vs the Pittsburgh Pirates, Sept. 8 at

7:35, and Sept. 9-10 at 1:35.

Jers— Vs, the New England Patriots, in the
season opener, Sept. 10 at 4,

(Home base for the Mets is Shea Stadium,
1-718 507-8499; for the Yankees, Yankee
Stadium, 293-6000; and for the Jets,
Giants Stadium, the Meadowlands. For infor-
mation about tickets, call 421-6600)

RACING

Horses—At Belmont: Daily, except Tuesdays,
at 1. The Jerome Handicap takes place on
Sept. 4 and the Maskette is on Sept. 9. . . . At
the Meadowlands: Sept. 4 at 1:30;
weeknights at 7:30 starting Sept. 5. ... TROT-
TiNG at Yonkers Raceway: Weeknights at 8
and Tuesdays at 1

CHAMPIONSHIPS—TENNIS

Unitep Stares Open—U.S. T.A. National Tennis
Center, Flushing Meadow 1-718 271-5100.
Sept. 4 al 11, Sept. 5-7 at 11 and 7:35, Sept.
8-9 at 11 and 7:35, and Sept. 10 at 1:00.

ABOVE AND BEYOND

Autumn Crafts FestivaL—Glassblowing, horn
tooting, pie eating, sheepshearing, clog danc-
ing, and chicken grilling will accompany the
display and sale of handcrafted items at
Lincoln Center's Fordham University Plaza.
The last days of this season’s folksy extrava-
ganza are Sept. 9-10, from 11 to 6.

WasHingToN Square Outpoor Art ExHisir— More
than three hundred artists and artisans will
compete for more than a hundred prizes in
several categories (Art for Children, Water-
color, Ceramics, Leather, etc.) on the streets
of Greenwich Village, in this annual outdoor
show. The last days this vear of the event are
Sept. 9-10 from noon to sundown.

Froe SearcH—The Central Park rangers will
lead a group, on Sept. 9, at 2, down to the
Turtle Pond, near 79th St , to look for frogs
and toads. With enough well-placed kisses,
you may find a prince to inhabit Belvedere
Castle (just a hop away), so bring your
princess duds.

Wawking Tours—Summer's just about over, so
on Sept. 10 trade in your swimsuit for some
thick-soled shoes, and explore the island. The
02nd Street 'Y sponsors two tours that day,
one (starting at 11) to Chinatown, the other
(starting at 1) to Harlem, where Marvin
Gelfand will point out old Jewish homes,
synagogues, and theatres. For information,
call 415-5424, . . . @ The Tenement Museum
also sponsors a tour the same day (starting
at 1) which explores the African, German,
Irish, Italian, Chinese, and Jewish communi-
ties of the Lower East Side. For information,
call 431-0233.

Memoranpa—New York City public schools will
open on Sept. 11; the mayoral primaries will
be held on Sept. 12. The hours for voting are
6 AM. 109 P.M.

/ i

... and Neneh Cherry at the Beacon
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DOONLEY & BOURKE

Dooney & Bourke transforms time-honored classics into originals with their
richly textured, naturally water-repellent All-Weather Leather.®

Pictured are the Large Camera Bag (top), $225 and the Small Camera Bag
(bottom), $200. The bags come in sixteen shades of All-Weather Leather
with tan harness leather trim. They are available at fine stores nationwicde
and through the All-Weather Leather Collection catalog.

Dooney & Bourke, Inc. « PO. Box 841, S. Norwalk, CT 06856 ¢ (800) 243-5598



At break of day

on a New South Wales sheepwalk,
jJackeroo Jim Capell and his trusty Kelpie

muster the sheep that supply the woo

for
the Shetland Sweaters of Lands’ End.

-

he Kelpie is a short-haired

dog with pointed ears, with a

gift for herding sheep, and a
lively, almost fiendish interest in
doing so.

All of which makes him, along
with the motorbike, invaluable in
helping his “jackeroo” (cowboy) Jim
tend the gigantic flocks that tread the
sheepwalks of Australia. Sheepwalks
such as this 330,000-acre set of
properties owned by ES. Falkiner
and Sons Proprietary, Ltd., which
serves up its rich grasses to an
average grazing population of
110,000 sheep.

This is our kind of wool.

The wool of these Merino sheep,
descendants of the original Spanish
flocks, has the special softness and
crimp that makes it ideal for spinning
the lightweight, yet soft and warm,
yarn that makes our Lands’ End
Shetlands such quality sweaters.
Once we buy the wool at the
fortnightly sales in such centers as
Melbourne, Australia, we have it
shipped to the British Isles to take full
advantage of the spinners and knitters
in the U.K.. who, for generations,
have made Shetland sweaters they



believe have a special “sparkle.”
(After all, if you go to Yorkshire for
Yorkshire pudding, why would we
go to the Orient for Shetland
sweaters?)

And this is your kind of price.

This year, exchange rates could be
described as outrageous, but despite
them, Lands” End is offering our
soft, fluffy, British-made Shetlands
at just $29.50. Nothing short of
remarkable, considering that we're
talking fully-fashioned construction,
and top-dyed colors. Eight “sparkling”
colors, in fact, ranging from Lapis to
Charcoal in heather-soft tones, in a
full assortment of regular sizes for
men and women, and our long size
for men (2 inches longer in the body;,
12 longer in the sleeves).

The $29.50 price tag also reflects
our function as direct merchants. No
middlemen. No heavy mark-ups to
permit later “sales.” Just us, our U.K.
suppliers, and you are involved.

Our phone number and guarantee.

Ours 1s a well-answered 800 phone
number—1-800-356-4444—in
personal service 24 hours a day.
And our guarantee is unrivaled
anywhere. It's GUARANTEED.

This is Linda.
May I help you?"

1
300
336
444

Yes, please
send me
afree catalog.”

PERIOD.” We can hardly be more
unconditional than that—and it
covers everything we make and offer
from Shetlands to shoes to shirts, and
line after line of soft luggage and
accessories.

There’s one thing more. When we
say we go to the four corners of the
earth to bring you quality items at
reasonable prices, we really mean it.
In this case, we couldn’t bring you
the Shetlands you deserve without an
itinerary that reads “U.S. to Australia
to the U.K. to the U.S.” We don’t
believe in shortcuts!

e ——— i ——— i —

Save 25¢ with a call
or write for a free catalog.

Lands® End. Inc. Dept. G-31
Dodgeville, W1 53595

©1989, Lands’ End, Inc.

Mame o

Address

"City

---—-Iﬂhm—-"—----1

State
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

EAST SIDE

PusLic THeaTRe, 425 Lafayette St. (598-7171)

“La Boca del Lobo™ (1988, directed by Fran-
cisco Lombardi; a Peruvian film, in Span-
ish). Closed Mondays.

MovieLanp 8tH Streer TmirLex, 36 E. &th. (477-

6600)

Theatre 1: “Batman” (‘[‘}.

Theatre 2: “The Abyss" (1)

Theatre 3: “Cookie” (1).

Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd. (475-1660)

“The Wizard of Oz (1).

Bay Cinema, 2nd Ave. at 32nd. (679-0160)

“ThE Ab}'SS”( }1

Mugrray Hit, 160 E. 34th. (689-6548)

“HE.tm&n“ (T}-

Loews 34rw Streer SHowpLace, 238 E. 34th. (532-

5544)

Theatre 1: “sex, lies, and videotape” ().

Theatre 2: “*Shirley Valentine” ($).

Theatre 3: “The gackage” (Andrew Davis),
with Gene Hackman, Joanna Cassidy,
Tommy Lee Jones, and John Heard.

34tH S1. East, 241 E 34th. (683-0255)

“Parenthood” ().

Eastsipe CiNema, 3rd Ave. al 55th. (755-3020)

Through Sept. 7: “Indiana Jones and the
Last Crusade” {'t'},

From Sept. &: “Kickboxer,”
Claude Van Damme.

Surrown, 3rd Ave. at 57th. (759-1411)

“Lethal Weapon 2" (T).

Gotram Cinema, 3rd Ave. at 58th. (759-2262)

“The Hb}FSS” {1.}

PLaza, 42 E. 58th. (355-3320)

“sex, lies, and videotape"” (1)

MANHATTAN Twin, 3rd Ave. at 59th. (935-6420)

Theatre 1: “Uncle Buck” (ﬂuhn Hughes),
with John Candy and Amy Madigan.

Theatre 2. “Millennium” (Michael Ander-
son), with Kris Kristofferson, Cheryl Ladd,
Daniel J. Travanti, Robert Joy, Lloyd
Bochner, and Brent Carver.

59TH STREET EAst Cinema, 239 E. 59th. (759-

4630)

“Romero” 8ohn Dui‘%an}, with Raul Julia.

Baroner anp Coroner, 3rd Ave. at 59th (355-

1663)

Theatre 1: “Casualties of War” (1).

Theatre 2: “Parenthood” ().

Cinema |, Cinema ll, anp Cinema 3rp Avenug, 3rd

Ave. at 60th. (753-6022)

Theatre 1: “Cookie” (T).

Theatre 2: “Batman’ (7).

Theatre 3: Through Sept. 5: “Distant Voices,
Still Lives” (t). From Sept. 6: “Spices”
(Ketan Mehta; in Hindi), with Smita Patil.

Gemini | anD 2, 2nd Ave. at 64th. (832-1670)

Theatre 1: “Lock Up” (John Flynn), with
Sylvester Stallone, Donald Sutherland,
{{;}'111 Amos, Darlanne Fluegel, and Sonny

ndham

Theatre 2: “Wired” (Larry Peerce), with
Michael Chiklis, Ray Sharkey, J. T. Walsh,
and Patti D'Arbanville.

Beexman, 2nd Ave. at 66th. (737-2622)

“When Harry Met Sally . . .” (1).

Loews |;|E"H York Twin, 2nd Ave. at 67th. (744-

73309

Theatre 1: “The Package” (Andrew Davis),
with Gene Hackman, Joanna Cassidy,
Tommy Leelg{mes, and John Heard.

Theatre 2: “Relentless” (William Lustig),
with Judd Nelson, Robert Loggia, and Leo
Rossi.

68tH St. PLavyHousg, 3rd Ave. at 68th. (734-0302)

“Dead Poets Society™ (1).

Loews Tower East, 3rd Ave. at 71st. (879-1313)

“Shirley Valentine” ().

U. A, East, 1st Ave. at 85th. (249-5100)

“Parenthood' (T).

I.ojws ?nmsun | anp 2, 3rd Ave. at 86th. (280-
G607

Theatre 1: ““The Abyss"” ().

Theatre 2: “Relentless” (William Lustig),
Eith Judd Nelson, Robert Loggia, and Leo

0ssi
BétH Streer East Twin, 3rd Ave. at 86th. (249-

1144)

Theatre 1: “Casualties of War" ().

Theatre 2: “Lethal Weapon 2" (1).

WEST SIDE

Bieecker STreeT Cinema | anp 2, 144 Bleecker St
(674-2560)
Theatre 1: “Women on the Verge of a Ner-
vous Breakdown’ ().
Theatre 2: “Chocolat” ().
WaverLy | anp 2, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (929-8037)

with Jean-

THE MOVIE HOUSES

“SeMeTeWeToeFsg§
4 1516|7189
IO 11 {12 13

FILMS ACCOMPANIED BY A DAGGER ARE
DESCRIBED IN THE "IN BRIEF" SECTION,
STARTING ON PAGE 26.

Theatre 1: “When Harry Met Sally . . .” (}).

Theatre 2: “sex, lies, and videotape” (T).

814 S7. PLavrouse, 52 W. 8th. (674-6515)

“Lethal Weapon 2" ().

Art GreenwicH Twin, Greenwich Ave at 12th.

(929-3350)

Theatre 1: “Parenthood’ (T).

Theatre 2: “Casualties of War” ().

Quap Cinema, 34 W. 13th. (255-8800)

Theatre 1: Sept. 4: “The Package” (directed
by Andrew Davis% with Gene Hackman,
}Oanna Cassidy, Tommy Lee Jones, and

ohn Heard. From Sept. 5: Theatre tempo-
rarily closed,

Theatre 2: Sept. 4: “Carnival of Souls” (1).
From Sept. 5: Theatre temporarily closed.

Theatre 3: Sept. 4: “The Navigator: An Od-
yssey Across Time"” (Vincent Ward), with
Bruce Lyons. From Sept. 5: Theatre tem-
porarily closed.

Theatre 4: Sept. 4: “Dead Poets Society” ().
From Sept. 5: Theatre temporarily close

CHeLsea Cinemas, 260 W. 23rd. (691-4744)

Theatre 1: “Cookie” (1).

Theatre 2: “Lethal Weapon 2" ().

Theatre 3: “The Abyss” (1).

Theatre 4: “Parenthood”

Theatre 5: “When Harry Met Sally . .."” (1).

Theatre 6: ‘“‘Casualties of War” (1).

23rp S1. West TrirLex, 333 W. 23rd. (989-0600)

Theatre 1: “Do the Right Thing" (1)

Theatre 2: Through Sept. 7: “Uncle Buck”
(John Hughes), with John Candy and Amy
Madigan. From Sept 8: “Kickboxer,”
Jean-Claude Van Damme

Theatre 3: “Millennium” (Michael Ander-
son), with Kris Kristofferson, Chery] Ladd,
Daniel J. Travanti, Robert Joy, Lloyd
Bochner, and Brent Carver.

WorLowipe CiNemas, 49th St. between 8th and

Oth Aves. (246-1583)

Theatre 1: “When Harry Met Sally . .." ()

Theatre 2: ‘Do the Right Thing” ().

Theatre 3: “Parenthood” (1)

Theatre 4: “Casualties of War (

Theatre 5: “Casualties of War” (7).

Theatre 6: “Uncle Buck” (John Hughes),
with John Candy and Am adigan

Guirp, 33 W. 50th. {TS?-EM)&{
“Dead Poets Society” ().
Ziegrewp, 141 W. 54th. (765-7600)
“The Abyss” ().
FestivaL, 6 W. 57th. (307-7856)
“The Wizard of Oz" (1).
57tH St. PLavHouse, 110 W 57th. (581-7360)

“Cookie” (t).

Carnecie Haw Cinema, 7th Ave. between 56th

and 57th. (265-2520)

“Romero"” (John Duigan), with Raul Julia.

Carnecie Screemine Room, 7th Ave. between

56th and 57th. (757-2131)

“Weapons of the Spirit” (Pierre Sauvage), a
documentary.

Paris, 4 W. 58th. (688-2013)

“A Chorus of Disapproval” (Michael Win-
ner), with Anthony Hopkins and Jeremy
Irons.

Cinema 3, 2 W, 50th, (752-5959)

(Matinées only) ““The Adventures of Milo and
Otis"” (Masanori Hata), and (evenings on-
ly) “Do the Right Thing”’ (1)

Loews Paramount, B'way at 61st. (247-5070)

“Shirley Valentine” (I},

Lincown Praza |, 2, anp 3, B'way at 63rd. (757-

2280)

Theatre 1: “Four Adventures of Reinette and
Mirabelle” ().

Theatre 2: “The Little Thief” ().

Theatre 3: “The Music Teacher” (Gérard
Corbiau; in French). .

Cinema Stupio | anp 2, B'way at 66th. (877-

4040)

Theatre 1: “sex, lies, and videotape” ( g

Theatre 2: “sex, lies, and videotape” (

Recency, B'way at 67th (724-3700)

“When Harry Met Sally . . ."" (1).

Loews 84rw Streer SixeLex, B'way at 84th (877-

3600)

Theatre 1: “Batman” ().

Theatre 2: “Dead Poets Society” (1).

Theatre 3: “Relentless” (William Lustig),
Eith Judd Nelson, Robert Loggia, and Leo

0ssi.

Theatre 4. “The Package” (Andrew Davis),
with Gene Hackman, Joanna Cassidy,
Tommy Lee Jones, and John Heard

Theatre 5: “Lethal Weapon 27 ().

Theatre 6: “Cookie” ('{E_

MeTro Cinema | ano 2, B'way at 99th. (222-

1200)

Theatre 1: “Parenthood” (F).

Theatre 2: Through Sept. 7: “Millennium’
(Michael Anderson), with Kris
Kristofferson, Cheryl Ladd, Daniel J.
Travanti, Robert Joy, Lloyd Bochner, and
Brent Carver. From Sept. 8: “Kickboxer,”
Jean-Claude Van Damme.

Ovvmiria | anp 1l B’wag at 107th. (865-8128)

Theatre 1: “The Abyss™ (F).

Theatre 2: “Casualties of War” (}).

TIMES SQUARE AREA

CriTerion Center, B'way at 44th. (354-0900)

Theatre 1: “Batman" ().

Theatre 2: “Wired” (directed by Larry
Peerce), with Michael Chiklis, Ray
Sharkey, T. Walsh, and Patti
D’ Arbanville

Theatre 3: Through Sept. 7: “Cookie” (f).
From Sept. 8: “Kickboxer,” Jean-Claude
Van Damme.

Theatre 4: “Millennium” (Michael Ander-
son), with Kris Kristofferson, Cheryl Ladd
Daniel J. Travanti, Robert Joy, Lioyci
Bochner, and Brent Carver.

Theatre 5: “Friday the 13th, Part VIII:
Jason Takes Manhattan (Rob Hebben).

Theatre 6: “Lock Up"” (John Flynn), with
Sylvester Stallone, Donald Sutherland,
John Amos, and Sonny Landham.

EmBassy |, B'way at 46th. (302-0494)

““The Package” (Andrew Davis), with Gene
Hackman, Joanna Cassidy, Tommy Lee
Jones, and John Heard.

EmBassy 2, 3, anD 4, 7th Ave. at 47th. (730-7262)

Theatre 2: “Indiana Jones and the Last Cru-
sade” (1); and “Star Trek V: The Final
Frontier” (William Shatner), with Shatner
and Leonard Nimoy.

Theatre 3: “Turner & Hooch” (Roger
Spottiswoode), with Tom Hanks: and
“Honey, I Shrunk the Kids” {'E}_

Theatre 4: “Cheetah”™ (Jeff Blyth), with
Keith Coogan.

Loews Astor PrLaza, 44th St. at B'way. (869-

B340)

“Relentless” (William Lustig), with Judd
Nelson, Robert Loggia, and Leo Rossi.

MNamonaL Twin, B'way at 44th, (869-0950)

Theatre 1: “"Parenthood” q)

Theatre 2: *“Casualties of War” ().

Warner, 7th Ave. between 42nd and 43rd.

(764-6760)

“A Nightmare on Elm Street 5: The Dream
Child” (Stephen Hopkins), with Robert
Englund.

WesT Sipe Cinema | anp 2, 7th Ave. at 48th. (308-

1720}

Theatre 1: “Lethal Weapon 2" (:R

Theatre 2: “Lethal Weapon 2" ().

REVIVAL HOUSES

BioerarH CiNEMA, 225 W. 57th. (582-4582)

Sept. 4: “Seven Chances” (1925, directed by

uster Keaton; silent), with i{eat{m; and
“Sons of the Desert” (1933, William A.
Seiter), with Laurel and Hardy.

Sept. 5-6; “Two Girls and a Sailor” (1944,
Kichard Thorpe), with Gloria De Haven,
Van Johnson, and June Allyson; and “Best
Foot Forward” (1943, Edward Buzzell),
with Lucille Ball

Sept. 7: “Man on the Flying Trapeze" (1)
and “Goin’ to Town” (1935, Alexander
Hall), with Mae West, Paul Cavanagh, and
Ivan Lebedeff.

SEEL 8-9: “The Gold Rush” (1925, Charlie

haplin; silent), with Chaplin, Mack
Swain, and Georgia Hale; and “The Gener-
al” (1926, Buster Keaton and Clyde Bruck-
man, silent), with Keaton

Sept. 10-11: “A Night at the Opera” (1935,

m Wood), with the Marx Brothers, Mar-
garet Dumont, Allan Jones, Kitty Carlisle,



and Sig Rumann; and “On the Avenue”

Sept. 12-13: “Safet%Last" {1923, Fred New-
meyer and Sam Taylor; silent), with Har-
old Lloyd and Mildred Davis; and “Col-
lege” ().

Cinema ViLLace, 22 E. 12th. (924-3363)

Through Sept. 5: ““The 400 Blows” (1959,
Frangois Truffaut; in French), with Jean-
Pierre Léaud; and “Jules and Jim" (1962,
Truffaut; in French), with Jeanne Moreau,
Oskar Werner, and Henri Serre.

Sept. 6-7: “True Believer” (1989, Joseph

uben), with James Woods, Robert Dow-
ney, Jr., Yuji Okumoto, Margaret Colin,
and Kurtwood Smith; and “Taxi Driver”
(1976, Martin Scorsese), with
Robert De Niro, Harvey Keitel,
Cybill Shepherd, and Jodie Foster.
Sept, 89 “Brazil” (1985, Terry
illiam), with Jonathan Pryce,
Kim Greist, Robert De Niro,
Katherine f[-l'elmund, Michael
Palin, and Tan Holm: and “The
Adventures of Baron Munchau-
sen” (1989, Gilliam), with John
Neville, Eric Idle, Sarah Polley,
Oliver Reed, Robin Williams, and
Uma Thurman.

Sept. 10: “The Mystery of Kaspar
Hauser” (1); and “Fitzcarraldo”
(1982, Werner Herzog; in Ger-
man), with Klaus Kinski and
Claudia Cardinale.

Sept. 11-12: “Henry V' (1944, Lau-
rence Olivier}), with Olivier, Renee
Asherson, Leslie Banks, George
Eobey, Esmond Knight, Leo
Genn, Felix Aylmer, Niall
MacGinnis, and Fobert Newton;
and “Othello” (1)

From Sept. 13: ““Breakfast at
Tiffany’s" (1961, Blake Ed-
wards), with Audrey Hepburn,
George Peppard, Patricia Neal,
Martin Balsam, and Mickey
Rooney; and ““Funny Face”
(1957, Stanley Donen), with
Hepburn, Fred Astaire, Kay
Thompson, Michel Auclair, Suzy
Parker, Ruta Lee, and Robert
Flemying.

THaua SoHo, 15 Vandam St. (675-

0498)

Through Sept. 5: “Point Blank”
(1967, John Boorman), with Lee
Marvin, Angie Dickinson, Carroll
(’'Connor, and Keenan Wynn;
“The Friends of Eddie Coyle”
(1973, Peter Yates), with Robert
Mitchum, Peter Bovyle, and Richard Jor-
dan; and “Thieves’ Highway" (1949, Jules
Dassin), with Richard Conte and Lee J.
Cobb.

Sept. 6-7: “On the Waterfront” (1954, Elia

azan), with Marlon Brando, Lee J. Cobb,
Eva Marie Saint, Karl Malden, and Rod
Steiger; and “The Wild One"” (1954, Laslo
Benedek), with Brando, Mary Murphy, and
Lee Marvin
Segl. 8-9: “Breathless’ (1959, Jean-Luc
odard; in French), with Jean Seberg and
Jean-Paul Belmondo; and *“Alphaville”
(1965, Godard; in French), with Eddie

Constantine, Anna Karina, and Akim
Tamiroff.

Sept. 10: *'Paths of Glory" g); and
“Westfront 1918" (1930, G. W. Pabst; in
German).

Sept. 11-12: “Odds Against Tomorrow”

(1959, Robert Wise), with Robert Ryan,
Harry Belafonte, and Ed Begley;, ‘“The
Street with No Name"” (1948, William
Keighley), with Richard Widmark and
Mark Stevens; and “Crime Wave” (1953,
André de Toth), with Sterling Hayden,
Gene Nelson, and Phyllis Kirk.

From Sept. 13: “The Last Detail” (1974, Hal

Ashby), with Jack Nicholson, Otis Young,

and l{andy uaid; and *“The King of Mar-

vin Gardens” (1972, Bob Rafelson), with

Nicholson, Bruce Dern, and Ellen Burstyn.

THearre 80 St. Marxs, 80 St. Marks Pl (254-

7400)

Sept. 4: “Young and Innocent” (“The Girl
Was Young”; 1937, Alfred Hitchcock),
with Derrick de Marney, Nova Pilbeam,
Basil Radford, Percy Marmont, and Mary
Clare; and “Murder” (1930, Hitcheock),
with Herbert Marshall and Norah Baring.

Sept. 5: “Sawdust and Tinsel” (‘‘The Naked
Night"; 1953, Ingmar Bergman; in Swed-
ish), with Harriet Andersson and Ake
Groenberg; and “Monika” (1952; Berg-

man; in Swedish), with Andersson, Lars
Ekborg, and John Harryson.
Sept. 6: “Dangerous” (1936, Alfred E.
reen), with Bette Davis, Franchot Tone,
Margaret Lindsay, and Alison Skipworth:
and “Dancing Lady” (1933, Robert Z.
Leonard), with Fred Astaire, Joan Craw-
ford, Franchot Tone, Clark Gable, Nelson
Eddy, and Mary Robson.

Sept. 7: “Veronika Voss™ (1982, Rainer Wer-
ner Fassbinder; in German), with Rosel
Zech, and “Lili Marleen” (1981, Fass-
binder; in German), with Hanna Schy-
gulla and Giancarlo Giannini.

Sept. 8-9: “Last Tango in Paris” (1972,
Bernardo Bertolucci; in French and En-
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glish), with Marlon Brando and Maria
Schneider; and “The Men"” (1950, Fred
Zinnemann), with Brando, Teresa Wright,
Jack Webhb, and Everett Sloane.
Sept. 10: “Funny Face” (1957, Stanley
onen), with Audrey Hepburn, Fred
Astaire, Kay Thompson, Michel Auclair,
Suzy Parker, Ruta Lee, and Robert
Flemying; and “Sabrina” (1954, Billy Wil-
der), with Humphrey Bogart, Hepburn,
William Holden, and John Williams.

Sept. 11: “Throne of Blood” (f); and “The
Lower Depths” (1957, Akira Kurosawa; in
Japanese), with Toshiro Mifune.

Sept. 12: “Romance’” (1930, Clarence
Brown), with Greta Garbo, Gavin Gordon,
Lewis Stone, and Elliott Nugent; and “In-
spiration” (1931, Brown), with Garbo and
Kobert Montgomery.

Sept. 13: “Caesar and Cleopatra” (1946,
Gabriel Pascal), with Vivien Leigh, Claude
Rains, Flora Robson, and Stewart Granger;
and “Pygmalion” (1938, Anthony Asquith
and Leshe Howard), with Howard and
Wendy Hiller.

FILM LIBRARIES, ETC.

Museum oF Mobern Art, Roy and Niuta Titus

Theatres, 11 W. 53rd 5t. (708-0490)
tHEATRE 1@ Hollywood films made in 1939,
Sept. 4 at 2:30: “Juarez” (directed by Wil-
liam Dieterle), with Paul Muni, Bette Davis,
and Brian Aherne....98ept. 4 al 6: “One
Third of a Nation” (Dudley Murphy), with
Sylvia Sidney, Leif Erickson, and Sidney
Lumet. . .. QSept. § at 2:30: “Rose of Wash-
ington Square” (Gregory Ratoff), with
Tyrone Power, Alice Faye, and Al Jolson. . . .
QSept. § at 6: “Golden Boy” (Rouben
Mamoulian), with Barbara Stanwyck, Wil-
liam Holden, and Adolphe Menjou. . ..
']]Sf:&;t. 7 at 2:30: “One Third of a Nation.”
Sept. 7 at 5:30: “Gone with the Wind"”
(Victor Fleming), with Clark Gable, Vivien
Leigh, and Leslie Howard. ... 9 Sept. 8 at
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2:30: “Golden Boy.” .. . 9 Sept. 8 at 6 and
Sept. 9 at 2: “The Wizard of Oz” (Fleming),
with Judy Garland, Ray Bolger, Bert Lahr,
and Jack Haley....9Sept. 9 at 5: “Young
Mr. Lincoln” (John Ford), with Henry Fonda
and Alice Brady....9Sept. 10 at noon:
“Gone with the :zWind.”. ..95Sept. 10 at §:
“Rose of Washington Square.” . . . 4 Sept. 11
at 2:30: “Young Mr. Lincoln.” ... 9 Sept. 11
at 6 and Sept. 12 at 2:30: “Confessions of a
Nazi Spy" (Anatole Litvak), with Edward G
Robinson, Francis Lederer, and George San-
ders. .. .9 Sept. 12 at 6: “Dodge City"”
(Michael Curtiz), with Errol Flynn, Olivia
De Havilland, and Ann Sheridan.
THEaTRE 2. Films by Taiwanese filmmakers
Hou Hsiao-hsien and Edward Yang,
all in Mandarin or Hokkien and Man-
darin, with Chinese and English sub-
titles. Sept. 8 at 3: ‘“Green, Green
Grass of Home"” (1982, Hou).. ..
qSept. 8 at 6: “That Day on the
Beach” (1983, Yang). ... @ Sept. 9 at
2:30: “The Boys from Fengkuei”
(1084, Hou). .. 9Sept. 9 at 5:30:
“Taipei Story” (1954, Yang)....
g Sept. 10 at 2:30: "A Summer at
Grandpa’s” (1984, Hou). ... 9 Sept.
10 at 5:30: “The Terrorizer” (1986,
Yang). ... 98ept. 11 at 3: “Daughter
of the Nile” (1987, Hou). ... ¥ Sept.
11 at 6: “Green, Green Grass of
Home.” .. .9 Sept, 12 at 2: “That
Day on the Beach” ... 9 Sept. 12 at
6: “The Boys from Fengkuei ™
Museum oF Broapcasting, 1 E. S3rd St.
(752-7684)—‘"MB Playhouse,” a
chance to see the television dramas
vou may have missed in the past
thirty years, Sept. 5-9. Wendy
Wasserstein’s “Uncommon Women
and Others” (1978, PBS), with
Swoosie Kurtz, Meryl Streep, Ann
McDonough, and Jill Eikenberry. . . .
From Sept. 12: Ernest J. Gaines’ “The
Autobiography of Missgane Pittman"
(1974, CBS), with Cicely Tyson.
Showings Tuesdays at 3 and 6 and
Wednesdays through Saturdays at 3.
. . 9 Comedies seen on cable. Sept. §-
9: “Alas Smith and Jones” (1986,
BBC), with Mel Smith and Griff Rhys
Jones; and “Yes, Prime Minister”
(1986, BBC), with Nigel Hawthorne.
...From Sept. 12: “Comic Relief”
11986), hosted by Robin Williams,
Whoopi Goldberg, and Billy Crystal.
Showings Tuesdays at 12:15 and 5:30
and Wednesdays through Saturdays
at 12:15. .. . 9 Shows produced and directed
by Gary Smith and Dwight Hemion. Sept. 5-
9: “Color Me Barbra” (1966, CBS) and
“Barbra Streisand: One Voice” (1986, HBO).
...From Sept. 12: “Uptown—A Musical-
Comedy History of Harlem’s Apollo Theatre”
(1980, NBC), with Natalie Cole, Lou Rawls,
Ben Vereen, and Flip Wilson. Showings Tues-
days through Saturdays at 1.

AeErican Museum oF THE Moving lmace, 36th St

at 35th Ave., Astoria (1-718 784-0077)
Sept. 6 at 2:30: “The Star” (1952, Stuart
Heisler), with Bette Davis, Natalie Wood,
and Sterling Havyden. ... 9 Sept. 7 at 2:30:
“Hollywood Boulevard” (1936, Robert
Florey), with John Halliday. ... 9 Sept. 8 at
2:30: ““The Day of the Locust™ (1975, John
Schlesinger), with Donald Sutherland, Karen
Black, and Burgess Meredith. . . . 9 Sept. 9-
10 at 2 and 4:30: Four different programs
of avant-garde films by independent film-
makers, presented by the Parabola Arts
Foundation.

Asia Society, Park Ave. at 70th St. (517-2742)

—Films starring the late Indian actress
Smita Patil. Sept. B at 3: “The Vicious Cir-
cle” (1980, Ravindra Dharmaraj; in Hindi).
... QSept. 8 at 7: “The Role" (1977, Shyam
Benegal; in Hindi). . . . 9 Sept. 9 at noon: “In
search of Famine'" (1980, Mrinal Sen: in
Bengali). .. . 9 Sept. 9 at 4: “A Folk Tale"
(1980, Ketan Mehta; in Gujarati). . ..
q Sept. 13 at 3: “In Search of Famine.” . ..
QSept. 13 at 7: “The Threshold” (1982,
Jabbar Patel; in Marathi).

Apam CrLayTon I!’nwsu., Jr., State Orrice BuiLbing,

Art Gallery, 163 W_125th St. (873-5040)—
On Sept. 10, starting at 1, three films by
Spike Lee will be shown. “Joe's Bed-Stuy
Barbershop: We Cut Heads” (1983), with
Monty Ross; *She's Gotta Have It (1986),
with {‘racy Camilia John, Tommy Redmond
Hicks, and Lee; and “School Daze” (1987),
with Larry Fishburne, Giancarlo Esposito,
Joe Seneca, and Lee.
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IN BRIEF

SEE ABOVE FOR THEATRE ADDRESSES AND TELEPHONE NUMBERS.
IF A MOVIE HAS BEEN REVIEWED IN "THE CURRENT CINEMA" DURING THE PAST TWO YEARS, THE DATE OF ITS REVIEW IS GIVEN.

(The following notes are by Pauline Kael,

Terrence Rafferty, and Penelope Gilliatt.)

The Aeyss—This undersea epic is more complex
technically than the previous films written
and directed by James Cameron—*The Ter-
minator” and “Aliens’’—and, disastrously, it
aims for emotional complexity as well. The
main characters are an esitranged married
couple (Ed Harris and Mary Elizabeth
Mastrantonio) who are forced to work togeth-
er in an emergency salvage operation—
searching the depths for a nuclear submarine
that met with a mysterious accident. Camer-
on wants to turn this routine plot into a
metaphor for the couple’s attempt to salvage
their relationship. Although that isn’t a very
subtle idea, he might have managed to put it
over if he had concentrated on the action and
let the meanings take care of themselves. But
the action sequences are confusingly edited,
the dialogue is painfully explicit, and the B-
movie suspense devices he uses (such as plac-
ing a raging psycho aboard the salvage
vessel) tend to violate the integrity of the
metaphor. The big message is: You have to
touch bottom—way, way down there—be-
fore vou can see the light. The light at the
movie's climax, unfortunately, takes the form
of benign, pastelcolored aliens (provided by
the Dream Quest Images effects factory).
Throughout, Cameron seems utterly lost: he's
tryving to reach down farther into himself,
and everything he clutches at runs through
his fingers. Michael Biehn plays the villain.
Cinematography by Mikael Salomon.—T.R.
EReviewed in our issue of 9/4/89.)
Movieland 8th Street Triplex, Bay Cinema,
Gotham Cinema, Loews Lp)rpheum, Chelsea
Cinemas, Ziegfeld, and Olympia.)

Batman—Tim Burton's powerfully glamorous
comic-book epic, with sets angled and lighted
like film noir, goes beyond pulp. It has a
funky, nihilistic charge, and an eerie, tic
intensity. Michael Keaton is the fabulously
wealthly_l Bruce Wayne, who patrols the sinis-
ter nighttime canyons of Gotham City in the
guise of Batman, and Jack Nicholson is the
sniggering mobster Jack Napier, who turns
into the leering madman the Joker. The two
are fighting for the soul of the city that
spawned them. The movie is underwritten,
but it has so many unpredictable spins that
what's missing doesn’t seem to matter much.
It's mean and anarchic and blissful. Written
by Sam Hamm, Warren Skaaren (and un-
credited others), based on characters created
by Bob Kane. With cinematography by Rog-
er Pratt; design by Anton Furst; costumes by
Bob Ringwood; a plangent score by Danny
Elfman; and songs by Prince. The cast in-
cludes f,lack Palance, Kim Basinger, Jerry
Hall, and Robert Wuhl—P.EK. (7/10/89)
(Movieland 8th Street Triplex, Murray Hill,
Cinema II, Loews 84th Street Sixplex, and
Criterion Center.)

CarnivaL of Souls (1962)—This bleak, un-
nerving horror picture was made, in black
and white, for about thirty thousand dollars,
by a bunch of industrial filmmakers in Law-
rence, Kansas. It's the story of a young
woman named Mary Henry (Candace
Hilligoss) who, after apparently surviving a
car accident, becomes aware that she has
become sort of different—not fully engaged
in life, let’s say. She seems to flicker in and
out of existence, and she's more alone than
any horror-movie heroine you've ever seen.
Mary Henry is a kind of existential transient:
her life fades in and out, as if she were
watching it on an old TV with unpredictable
reception. The director, Herk Harvey (who
has never made another feature), achieves
some terrifying and original scenes; even the
movie's cheapness is expressive. The perfor-
mances are variable, the settings are stark,
the sound recording is erratic, and somehow
it all works. Harvey pulls us through the
movie by alternating scenes of everyday life
with visions of death, and daring us to locate
ourselves; in the flat, neither-here-nor-there
landscape of “Carnival of Souls,” we're never
entirely sure where we are. Also with Sid-
nei; Berger, Frances Feist, and the director
{(who plays a menacing ghoul). John Clifford
wrote the script. The beautiful 35-mm. cine-
matography is by Maurice Prather.—T.R.

(9;4(?8953((5“4:] inema, Sept. 4.)

Cookie—

CasuaLmies oF War—A great, intense movie

about war and rape, based on a Vietnam
incident of 1966 that was reported in this
magazine (October 18, 1969) by the late
Daniel Lang. He gave an emotionally devas—
tating account of the actions of a sguad of
five American soldiers who kidnapped a Viet-
namese village girl, raped her, and then
covered up their crime by killing her. One of
the five men refused to take part in the rape,
and, despite threats and attempts on his life,
forced the Army to bring the other four to
trial. He's the one who suffers from guilt: he
can't forgive himself for his inability to save
the girl's life. Directed by Brian De Palma,
the movie has the purity of films such as
“Grand Illusion” and “‘Shoeshine’’; it's the
culmination of his best work. Sean Penn gives
a daring Iperfnrmance as the squad's twenty-
yvear-old leader; Michael J. Fox is impressive
as the soldier who can’t keep quiet; Thuy Thu
Le is the dazed, battered girl who haunts the
movie long before she's dead. The adaptation
too explicit in a few places) is by David

be; the cinematography is by Stephen H.
Burum; the music is by Ennio Morricone.
—PEK. (8/21/89) (Baronet, 86th Street
East Twin, Art Greenwich Twin, Chelsea
Cinemas, Worldwide Cinemas, Olympia,
and National Twin.)

Chocoatr—Whatever Claire Denis's first fea-

ture is supposed to be about, it proves, at
least, that the English don’t have a monopoly
on swanky colonial torpor. The movie is con-
structed as an extended flashback: a young
Frenchwoman (named France) travelling in
Africa remembers her fifties girlhood in a
remote outpost of Cameroon, where her fa-
ther was a district officer. Most of this story
consists of smoldering looks exchanged by the
girl’s beautiful mother (Giulia Boschi) and
the family's handsome African “boy,” Protée
(Isaach de Bankolé). When Maman feels her-
self becoming too hot and bothered at the
sight of the noble black man, she brusquel
orders him to fetch something; Protée deals
with his frustration by taking a lot of show-
ers. Nothing actually happens. In denying
him any kind of release for his pent-up desire,
Denis encourages us to think she's making
a political point. What she's really doing
is dehumanizing him-—treating him as a
gleaming hunk whose anger and wounded
reserve Just make him more exotically allur-
ing. “Chocolat” looks pretty Eﬂ@d, ut it's
merde in a fancy wrapper. In French.—T.R.
{Bleecker Street Cinema.)

Coieee (1927)—A beautiful little comedy.

Buster Keaton is a sbookworm, working his
way through college and determined to be-
come a star athlete. The story line isn't as
miraculously fresh as in a couple of his films,
but it allows for some of his most startlingly
inventive stunts. Despite the many pilferings
from this film (it has been a gold mine for
other comedians), the routines are executed
so precisely and with such an air of confident
innocence that thely are charged with sur-
prise—and probably will be forever.—P.K.
{Biﬂgra}Eh Cinema; Sept. 12-13.)

his gangster comedy, directed by
Susan Seidelman, is about as disposable as a
movie can be. The humor has no edge, despite
the vielent profession of most of the charac-
ters. Emily Lloyd, the British teen-ager who
gave such a smashing performance in “Wish
You Were Here,"” plays Cookie, the illegiti-
mate daughter of a mobster (Peter Falk)
about to be released from prison. Once he's
out, they get to know each other, work to-
gether against his enemies, and so on. Lloyd,
using a Brooklvn accent, is game and appeal-
ing but not very interesting here; directed to
act “kooky,” she's reduced to rolling her eyes
and chewing her gum extra vigorously. Falk
is more at home: he has effortless dignity and
great timing. The most entertaining thing
about this movie is listening to the support-
ing cast rasp away at their silly dialogue (by
Alice Arlen and Nora Ephron). With Mi-
chael V. Gazzo, Brenda Vaccaro, and Lionel
Stander around, this is the hoarsest cast
in memory. Also featuring Dianne Wiest,

Jerry lewis, and Adrian Pasdar.T.R.

(9/4/89) (Movieland 8th Street Tri-
lex, Cinema I, Chelsea Cinemas, 57th 5t.
layhouse, and Loews 84th Street Sixplex.

Distant Voices, Sttt Lives—Terence

Do tae RigHr

... 9 Criterion Center; through Sept. 7.)

Deap Poers Sociery— Robin Williams gives an

astonishingly empathic performance as an
eager, dedicated prep-school teacher in the
late fifties. This teacher talks to his boys
about the passions expressed in poetry and
helps them release their creative impulses.
But one of the boys, scaring on his new
confidence, lacks the shrewdness and courage
to deal with his ric[’;id, uncomprehending fa-
ther, and makes a disastrous choice Directed
by Peter Weir, from a script by Thomas
Schulman, the picture draws out the obvious
and turns itself into a classic. Weir, it ap-
pears, is more interested in the elegiac than
in the dramatic. Like his “Gallipoli,” this
film has a gold ribbon attached to it With
Fobert Sean Leonard, Ethan Hawke, Josh
Charles, Gale Hansen, and Kurtwood Smith
and Norman Lloyd —P.K. (6/26/89)
(68th St. Playvhouse, Guild, and Loews 84th
Street Sixplex. . . . € Quad Cinema, SEBL 4.)
avies'

film, which has won awards at several inter-
national festivals, is airless, lugubrious, and
overcomposed. It's an autobiographical mov-
ie, set in Liverpool in the forties and early
fifties, and showing scenes from the life of a
working—class family. In essence, it’s kitchen-
sink drama: Dad’s a brute, Mom’s a stoic
sufferer, the kids rebel in pathetic, stunted
ways—everybody's trapped, dead in the wa-
ter. What's original—and creepy—about
Davies’ treatment of this familiar material is
his relentless aestheticizing of it. He jumbles
the chronology, uses a ton of old popular
songs (4 la Dennis Potter), and even messes
with the color process: the colors are delib-
erately desaturated, so the images all
have a dull-brown tone. Davies uses all the
art-film techniques at his command to kill his
family, embalm them, and rearrange their
bodies in a series of lifeless, pristine tableaux.
He combines the skills of an artist with
the sensibility of a taxidermist. With Freda
Dowie, Pete Postlethwaite, Angela Walsh,
Lorraine Ashbourne, and Dean Wil-
liams.—T.R. (9/4/89) (Cinema 3rd Avenue;
through Se_FL 5.

HING—The third feature by Spike
Lee takes place in the black neighborhood of
Bedford-Stuyvesant, BrnnkiP/n, on a punish-
ingly hot day; the focus ot the action is a
pizzeria, Sal's Famous, which is apparently
the last white-owned business on the block;
and the climax is a riot sparked by a mon-
strous act of police brutality. At its most
basic, Lee’s intention is to demonstrate how
in a racially polarized society the slow accu-
mulation of small irritations can swell to
something huge and ugly and lethal. It's a
solid idea for a mowvie, and initially the
picture provides its share of incidental plea-
sures. And, although most of the many char-
acters Lee shows us are types, at least there
are a lot of different ones, and their encoun-
ters are often funny. But Lee goes wrong by
pushing his material to a “powerful” climax,
a Scorsese-like explosion of viclence: he sacri-
fices political clarity for the sake of the big
statement. He's nimble-witted and passion-
ate, but his movie seems to shout at us rather
than speak to us In addition to writing,
producing, and directing, Lee plays the piv-
otal role of Mookie, the pizza deliveryman.
Others in the cast are Danny Aiello (as Sal),
Ossie Davis, Ruby Dee, Giancarlo Esposito,
EBill Nunn, Rosie Perez, Joie Lee, John
Turturro, and Richard Edson: as a trio of
middle-aged street-corner philosophers, Paul
Benjamin, Frankie Faison, and Robin Harris
are responsible for the movie's best, loosest
scenes.—T.R. (7/24/89) (23rd St. West Tri-
plex, and Worldwide Cinemas. . . . 9 Cinema
3. Evenings onl

Yﬂ .
Four ApvewTures oF REIMETTE aMD MirageLLe—Eric

Rohmer’s latest picture doesn’t belong to his
“Comedies and Proverbs” cycle, and it isn't
the beginning of a new series, either. It's not
much of anything, actually—just a quartet
of sketches aboutr a country girl (Joélle
Miquel) and a city girl (Jessica Forde). Most
of it was shot, in 16 mm_, while Rohmer and
his crew were waiting to film the “green ray”
effect for his 1987 “Summer’’; this movie was
conceived as a diversion, an agreeable time
killer, and it's very, very slight, The first
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episode, ““The Blue Hour,” which takes place
in the country, is the most satisfying: an
elegant little essay on natural sounds and the
value of silence. The remaining three—set in
Paris, where Reinette and Mirabelle share an
apartment—are no more than anecdotes: ca-
sual, graceful, and utterly trivial. Also with
Fabrice Luchini, Philippe Laudenbach, Ma-
rie Riviere, and Béatrice Romand. In French.
—T.R. (Lincoln Plaza.)
Honey, | SHrRuNk THE Kips— A contraption invent-
ed by a suburban nerd scientist (Rick
Moranis) cuts both his kids and the neigh-
bors' down to size: a quarter of an inch.
Unaware of what has happened, and unable
to hear their pipsqueak cries, Dad sweeps
them into a dustpan, dumps them in a gar-
bage bag, and hauls the bag out to the curb.
The kids have to make their way back to the
house across the (not very recently mowed)
lawn—a long trek for tiny, tiny legs. There
are adventures, of course, engineered by the
sort of special effects “magic” that probably
even the yﬁungrest audiences have learned by
now to dread The real surprise of this movie
—which was directed by Joe Johnston, an
effects specialist from Industrial Light &
Magic, and which carries an immense list of
technical credits (including a ‘“‘Scorpion
Crew,” a “Bee Sequence Crew,” and a “Stop
Motion Ant Crew’')—is that it's friendly,
good-humored, and unpretentious. Johnston
manages to scale down not only the kids but
also the movie’s sense of its own importance.
Also with Matt Frewer, Marcia Strassman,
and Kristine Sutherland; Jared Rushton,
Amy O'Neill, Thomas Brown, and Robert
Oliveri are the kids. The imaginative cine-
}r}natﬂgraphy is by Hiro Narita—TR. (Em-

assy.
Inptana Jones anp THE LasT Crusape—This medi-
ocre third film in the Indiana Jones trilogy—
a reprise of the first, “Raiders of the Lost
Ark' —is a mixture of cliffhanger and anti-
Nazi thriller and religious spectacle, It's en-
joyable, but familiar, and the action lacks the
exhilarating, leaping precision that the direc-
tor, Steven Spielberg, is famous for. The only
real spin is in the slapstick teamwork of
Harrison Ford, as the archec-lnglist-adventur-
er Indy, and Sean Connery, as Indy’s father,
a medievalist who's too engrossed in his
studies to pay much attention to his dare-
devil son's triumphs. With River Phoenix
Elayinl% Indy as a boy, Alison Doody, Den-

olm Elliott, John Rhys-Davies, and} Julian
Glover. The screenplay, by Jeffrey Boam, is
based on a story devised by the producer
George Lucas and Menno Meyes.—P.K.
(6/12/89) (Embassy. . . . 4 Eastside Cinema;
thruu%:} Sept. 7.)

eapoM 2—Chases, explosions, fights,

barrages of insults, the odd moment of manly
sentimentality—these are the standard ele-
ments of American action movies in the
eighties, and the “Lethal Weapon" movies
use them with an amazing lack of shame.
There's lots of comedy, but no real relief: the
punch lines slam into our brains like cars into
plate-glass windows. The only thing that
makes this movie at all distinctive is its hero,
a reckless L.A. cop named Riggs, a role that
allows Mel Gibson to zip through the picture
like a free electron. Riggs isn't actually try-
ing to kill himself this time (as he was in the
first movie), but he's still a wild man and
Gibson is still having a great time playing
him. It's a mischievous, sprightly perfor-
mance: he treats the action sequences as if
they were slapstick routines. (Unfortunately,
the director, Richard Donner, doesn’t have as
light a touch.) Danny Glover plays his part-
ner, Murtaugh, an easygoing, conservative
black fami]ﬁ' man; he's mostly called upon to
react with horror to Riggs' dangerous antics,
and the joke of their relationship gets a little
tiresome. (The effect, sometimes, is of a white
guy doing heroic stuff while his black pal
shuffles along beside him Glover, a good
actor, deserves better.) Joe Pesci does small
wonders with his supporting role as a ferrety,
motor-mouthed money launderer, and Joss
Ackland glowers like Alastair Sim as the head
villain, a South African diplomat who smug-
%les drugs. Also with Patsy Kensit. Jeffrey

oam wrote the screenplay. The score is by
Michael Kamen, Eric Clapton, and Dawvid
Sanborn.—T.R. (Sutton, 86th Street East
Twin, 8th 5t. Playhouse, Chelsea Cinemas,
Loews 84th Street Sixplex, and West Side
Cmema%
Tue Littie THier—Claude Miller's movie, set in
the early fifties, is about a rebellious provin-
cial teen-ager named Janine (Charlotte

o

Leslie Howard and Wendy Hiller in * Pygmalion”
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Gabriel Pascal's 1938 pro-
duction of George Bernard
Shaw's “Pygmalion” (direct-
ed by Anthony Asquith and
Leslie Howard, with Howard as Hen-
ry Higgins and Wendy Hiller as Eliza
Doolittle) came out eighteen years be-
fore Alan Jay Lerner and Frederick
Loewe turned the show into “My Fair
Lady.” But don’t be surprised if this
non-musical comedy (playing Sep-
tember 13 at Theatre 80 St. Marks)
makes you feel like breaking into
song. The filmmakers infused the cas-
cading words with springy rhyvthms
and harmonies; the editor was David
Lean, who, according to an onlooker,
cut this talky film as if it were a
silent.
Leslie Howard is slender, light-tim-
bred, and charismatic—a Shavian

Fred Astaire. He turns Higgins' intel-
ligence into an invigorating spectacle
of alertness and wit, coiled poses and
barbed attitudes. Wendy Hiller starts
out far more ‘“‘deliciously low” than
either Julie Andrews or Audrey
Hepburn, before growing into a regal
womanliness. The movie adds emo-
tional coloring to the play without
softening it a la Lerner and Loewe.
Never undercutting Shaw'’s clever-
ness, the film's a popular entertain-
ment filled with vibrant visual flour-
ishes: Eliza’s first bath is a primal
piece of slapstick, and Higgins' brutal
phonetics lessons become mad-scien-
tist parodies. Shaw was pleased with
the result—he even permitted the film
to end with the tentative suggestion
that Higgins and Doolittle might live
happily ever after.

Gainsbourg). The screenplay (by Miller, his
wife, Annie, and Luc Béraud) i1s based on an
original story by Francois Truffaut and
Claude de Givray, Truffaut himself report-
edly planned to direct a film of the story.
(According to Miller, Truffaut's initial con-
ception of “The 400 Blows" included the
character of Janine in addition to the boy,
Antoine Doinel, played by Jean-Pierre
Léaud.) This movie bears recognizable traces
of the late New Wave director: it’s gentle-
natured and sympathetic to the young, and
its structure is casual and anecdotal, like
the Doinel movies. What it lacks is Truf-
faut's energy. Miller is a perfectly decent
craftsman, and the movie is never un-
watchable, but nothing drives 1t forward from
one scene to the next, and Janine's luckless-
ness and her tough-kid spirit don’t resonate
as Antoine's do. For Truffaut, the sto
wasn't the most important thing; it's all
that’s left of him in ““The Little Thief.”” Also
with Didier Bezace, Simon de la Brosse, and
Nathalie Cardone. In French.—T.R. (9/4/80)
{Lincoln Plaza )

Man on THE FLying Trareze (1935)—From their

titles, it's hard to tell the W. C. Fields movies
apart; as John Mosher observed, “Fields 1s
Fields, a rose is a rose.” For the record, in
this one Fields is Ambrose Wolfinger, and
he and his daughter (Mary Brian) are the
defenseless victims of his new wife (Kath-
leen Howard) and her sponging relatives
(the worst is Grady Sutton). Directed by
ggyde?ﬂ}ruckman.--—{’,ﬂ, (Biograph Cinema;
pt. 7.

Tre Mystery oF Kaspar Hauser (1975 also known

as “Every Man for Himself and God Against
All"}—The story of Kaspar Hauser, who

appeared in a German town 1n the eighteen-
twenties, is a factually based variant of the
lost-or-abandoned-child, Mowgli-Tarzan
myth; Kaspar wasn't raised among wolves,
bears, or apes but, rather, in isclation. In this
nightmare version, written and directed by
Werner Herzog, Kaspar (Bruno 5.) is a grunt-
ing lump of a man, chained in a dungeonlike
cellar from infancy. Covered with sores and
welts, unable to stand, he is fed by a black-
caped man who beats him with a truncheon.
One day, the man carries him to a town
square and leaves him there. The townspeo-
ple train him in human habits and try to
educate him, but as he begins to learn he
balks at what he is taught, and becomes
obstinate, trying to retain his new, mesmer-
ized pleasure in nature. Before the issues are
resolved, he is struck down by the caped
figure, who returns, first to maim him, then
to murder him. Herzog achieves a visionary,
overcast style; his images look off balance,
crooked, as if the cameraman were wincing.
Herzog is a film poet, all right, but he's a
didactic film poet, given to heavy, folk-art
ironies; he says that society puts vou through
pain in order to deform you, and he makes it
impossible for you to identify with anyone
but Kaspar, who hasn't lost his innocent
responses. The other people are alone, immo-
bilized, unanimated; %iff is dormant in them.
Though one could not fault this in a painter's
vision, in a filmmaker's it is numbing. In
Herzog's conception Kaspar is the only
one who has still got his soul. This concep-
tion has a flower—child fashionableness, but
Bruno S. (who was once believed to be a
mental defective himself) is amazing. His
Kaspar has sly, piggy eves, yet he's so
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totally absorbed in experiencing nature, his
head thrust out ecstatically, straining to
grasp everything he was denied in his cave
existence, that he becomes Promethean: the
light dawning in that face makes him look
like a peasant Beethoven In German —P.K.
(Cinema Village; Sept. 10.)
On THE AvEnuE (1937)—One of the best of the
Twentieth Century Fox musicals of the thir-
ties, despite its unevenness and lack of so-
phistication. If it had nothing else, it might
still be worth seeing for Alice Faye singing
the memorable “This Year's Kisses,” and it
has a lot more: Dick Powell in ebullient voice,
the Ritz Brothers doing a parody number,
and a first-rate Irving Berlin score that in-
cludes “I've Got My Love to Kﬁep Me
Warm,” “Slumming on Park Avenue,” and
“You're Laughing at Me." The love interest
involves ever-beautiful, ever-coy Madeleine
Carroll, who gurgles when she means to talk,
but the director, Roy Del Ruth, doesn't linger
on her. He does, blessedly, linger on Harry
ERitz, and when this great manic vaudevillian
guts on drag and does an imitation of Alice
aye, or when he exercises his eyeballs, yvou
can just barely gasp “Dada.” Written by
Gene Markey and William Conselman.
—P.K. (Biograph Cinema; Sept. 10-11.)
OrHewo (1965)—A filmed record of the Na-
tional Theatre of Great Britain production
starring Laurence Olivier; the techniques
employed are pitifully inadequate. But there
he 1s: the most physical Othello imaginable—
deep voice, with a trace of foreign music in
it; happy, thick, self-satisfied laugh;
rolling buttocks. He's grand and barbaric
and, yes, a little lewd. As a lord, this Othello
is a bit vulgar—too ingratiating, a boaster,
an arrogant man Who can afford to miss this
performance? With Frank Finlay as the pale,
parched little Tago—a man consumed with
sexual jealousy—and Maggie Smith as the
quietly strong, willful Desdemona. Stuart
Burge, who directed this filming, doesn't al-
ways protect the actors: they speak as if they
were on a stage and they're sometimes seen
very close (in stage makeup) when the cam-
era should be at a discreet distance.—P.K.
(Cinema Village; Sept. 11-12.)
ParentHooo—The script, by Lowell Ganz and
Babaloo Mandel, is ambitiously constructed,
tracing the relationships of several boomer-
age parents with their kids, their siblings,
and their own parents. The advantage of this
arrangement is that none of the characters
are onscreen very long: we have time to get
sick of only about half of them, and some—
especially the nervous, eager dad played by
Steve Martin—are fun to watch. The draw-
back is that the movie has no drive. The dull
title captures the tone precisely: the whole
thing has been conceived generically, ab-
stractly, and by the end the director, Ron
Howard, is rushing from scene to scene tidy-
ing up loose ends, to make sure that each
little individual drama gets its point across
and that they all add up to a correct an-
swer to the essay question “What is parent-
hood?” The movie tries very hard, but its
wisdom is on the forlorn side. Also with Mary
Steenburgen, Rick Moranis, Dianne Wiest,
ason Robards, Harley Kozak, Martha
limpton, Keanu Reeves, and Tom
Hulce. —T.R. (8/7/89) (34th St.
East, Coronet, U. A. East, Art Green-
wich Twin, Chelsea Cinemas, World-
wide Cinemas, Metro Cinema, and
MNational Twin.)
PatHs oF Guory (1957)—Just after he
made his racetrack robbery picture,
“The Killing,” Stanley Kubrick di-
rected this wversion of Humphrey
Cobb’s novel, photographed in Ger-
many. It is not so much an anti-war
film as an attack on the military
mind. Some of the press went all out
for it, but it wasn’t popular. The
movie has a fascinating jittery quali-
ty, especially when Timothy Carey,
who's like a precursor of the hipster
druggies of the sixties, is on the
screen, and the strong, liberal-intel-
lectual pitch makes it genuinely con-
troversial, though it was certainly
easier to be anti-militaristic in a film
set during the First World War than
it would have been in a film (made in
peacetime) set during the Second
World War. The story is about the
class structure within the French Ar-
my—the aristocratic generals in

their spacious, sunlit chiteaus and the pro-
letarian soldiers in the dark trenches:
trapped between them is Colonel Dax (Kirk
Douglas), who commiserates with the men
but is powerless—he carries out the orders
of the high command. When the soldiers
refuse to fight in a battle that is almost
certain death, three of them are selected
to be tried for cowardice, Dax has the task
of defending them. The film's rhythm is
startling—you can feel the director’s tem-
perament. And there's an element of relent-
lessness in the way he sets out to demon-
strate the hopeless cruelty of the “system.”
(The film was banned in France for some
yvears ) It's an angry film that seems meant
to apply to all armies, Watching it is very
frustrating: Kubrick, who wrote the seript
with Calder Willingham and Jim Thompson,
doesn't leave you with anything. He must
have felt this, gecause he tacks on a scene at
a cabaret, with a German %irl (Susanne
Christian) singing and the soldiers singing
along, as they weep. (It just makes you
uncomfortable.) With Adolphe Menjou—a
cartoon of a wily general, and George Ma-
cready as another general —P.K. (Thalia
SoHo; Sept. 10.)

SEX, LIES, AND VIDEOTAPE—Steven Soderbergh's

smooth, handsome first feature generates a
fair degree of psychological tension out of
next to nothing. It's a triangle drama with a
cunning little kink in it. The triangle consists
of Ann (Andie MacDowell), a beautiful young
Southern woman who has “never really been
that much into sex"; her husband, John (Pe-
ter Gallagher), a sleazy yuppie lawyer; and
her younger sister, Cynthia (Laura San Gia-
coma), who's sleeping with John. The kink is
an old college pal of John's, named Graham
(James Spaderg, a soft-spoken drifter who
comes to town and changes everybody's life.
Graham has sworn off sex, because, he says,
it’s the only way for him to stay honest; he’s
impotent, except when he's watching one of
his dozens of home videos—all of them inter-
views he has conducted with women about
sex. He's like a retired gunslinger, a laconic
hombre who won't pull his artillery out of its
holster because he's seen too much killin’
already. This is “Shane” remade as a South-
ern psychodrama. But there's some real con-
viction in it—a mixed-up fervor that keeps
us watching. —T.R. (8/7/89) {(Loews 34th
Street Showplace, Plaza, Waverly, and Cine-
ma Studio.)

SHirLEY VaLenTiNE— Willy Russell, who wrote the

play (and the movie) “Educating Rita,”
gives us another Englishwoman learning a
thing or two about life. This time, it's a
housewife in her forties whose kids are grown
and gone and whose husband is so unrespon-
sive that she spends a lot of time talking to
the kitchen wall. A friend persuades her to
come along on a two-week holiday in Greece,
and Shirley, away from her dull husband and
her constricted life, starts to enjoy herself for
the first time since her adolescence. But she’s
not just having a fling or reliving her giddy
youth—the writer wants us to understand
that she’s experiencing deeper, maturer
pleasures. Russell’s script is an adaptation of
his play, which was a monologue. Though this
isn't a one-woman show anymore, it's still a
showcase for perky, round-faced Pauline Col-

Wren Harry MeT SaLry...

lins. She's very likable, and her performance
is mercifully restrained. Lewis Gilbert's di-
rection is long on maturity and short on
pleasure: the picture moves at a careful
measured, guided-tour pace. When a movie's
as stodgy and lulling as this, we're likely to
have some trouble accepting it as a ringing
afirmation of life. By the end, poor Shirley
seems more than ever like a lost soul: an
Edna O’Brien character who woke up and
found herself on “The Love Boat.” Also with
Tom Conti, Julia McEKenzie, Alison
Steadman, Bernard Hill, Joanna Lumley, and
Sylvia Syms.—T.R. (9/4/89) (Loews 34th
Street Showplace, Loews Tower East, and
Loews Paramount.)

THronE oF BLoop (1957)— Kurosawa’s wild and

fine wversion of “Macheth,” with Toshiro
Mifune, set in sixteenth-century Japan. The
soundtrack pounds with noises of armor and
horses” hooves, Shakespeare's main sense is
kept, and so are his abiding strokes of the-
atre, especially when the mists of the picture
part to show Birnam Wood coming to Dunsi-
nane, one of the truly alarming shots in world
cinema. In Japanese.—P.G. (Theatre 80 St.
Marks; Sept. 11.)

Rob Reiner's mov-
ie, from a script by Wora Ephron, takes a
screwball-comedy idea and inflates it like a
rubber raft. Harry (Billy Crystal) and Sally
(Meg Ryan) meet in the late seventies, rut:
cach other the wrong way, and then, afler
breaking up with their partners, become
close friends; all the while, they're conducting
a running debate on the question *“Can a man
and a woman ever be just friends, without
sex getting in the way?" It’s a Rohmer movie
played as a sitcom. Crystal muddles through
amiably, but Ryan flounders: the filmmakers
give her impossible, unplayable scenes, and
all she can do is be adorable. The movie fceeps
telling us that it's real and truthful and
universal. Everything in it seems false. Also
with Carrie Fisher and Bruno Kirby.—T.R.
(8/7/89) (Beekman, Waverly, Chelsea Cine-
mas, Worldwide Cinemas, and Regency.)

THE Wizaro ofF Oz (1939)—Heavenly. Judy Gar-

land as Dorothy, Bert Lahr as the Cowardl
Lion, Ray Bolger as the Scarecrow, and Jaclz
Haley as the Tin Woodman. Directed by Vic-
tor Fleming.—P K. (Gramercy, and Festival )

WomEen on THE YERGE OF A NErvous BrEaxpown—

The most original pgg writer-director of the
eighties, Pedro Almodovar is Godard with a
human face—a happy face. The artificial is
what sends him sky high, and the Madrid of
this film is (as the closing song has it) “Puro
Teatro.” This is a movie where after a while
you can’t tell sexy from funny. Pepa (Carmen
Maura), an actress who works in TV and
commercials, turns on her answering machine
and learns that she has been jilted. Infuriat-
ed, she dashes around, on spike heels, in a
short, tight skirt, trying to confront her long-
time live-in lover, the elegant, vain Ivan
(Fernando Guillén). The women of the title
include Ivan's early lover (Julieta Serrano),
his new lover (Kiti Manver), and two (Rossy
De Palma and Maria Barranco) who are
involved with his son (Antonio Banderas).
Sleek-legged and chic, they run the theatrical
gamut. Cinematography by José Luis
Alcaine. In Spanish.—P.K. (11/14/88)
(Bleecker Street Cinerna )
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car-in Switzerland was some- £
thing of a rarity.

Not anymore. GM sells a lot
of cars over here these days—
good cars at good valu.
Which is nice for me~Im the
local dealer”

Fact: GM exports more cars
around the world from
North America than any other

car manufacturer

1989 Chevrolet Beretta

“Used to be that an American £

IMH{DFB{ELIEEE
Chevrolet, Pontiac. Oldsmobile, Buick, Cadillac, GMC Truck . |
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Comment

FRIEND from Texas writes:

The death of Mickey Le-

land, when the twin-engine

plane that was carrying him and his

fifteen companions flew into Tamsi

Mountain, in Ethiopia, touched the

nation and the world. Just why it did

has an importance that is independent

of the fortnight’s attention to the story
in the press everywhere.

Mickey was born black in Houston’s
desolate inner-city Fifth Ward. “I
come from a very poor family,” he said
last May. “My mother was kicked out
of her house by her husband, my
father.” His mother succeeded in put-
ting him through college, and then he
became a civil-rights activist in Hous-
ton. In 1970, he was arrested—bloody,
his shirt torn off—following a con-
frontation with police. But after that
he decided to work for change within
the system, and he was elected first to
the T'exas legislature and then to Con-
gress. There he became a model reform
politician, working quietly among his
colleagues to achieve his idealistic
goals.

Mickey composed a number of short
poems in his head, but he may have
written down only one of them, an
exclamatory poem, or anti-poem, which
he recited sometimes when he was
moved. One Christmas Eve in the
seventies, at my home, he began to
recite it, at my request:

Confusion triumphs! Chaos smiles!
And World mourns in despair. . . .

About a third of the way through, he
broke off. “I can’t do it,” he said.
“Wow. I just thought about them cats
in prison.” It was his custom to visit
prisoners every Christmas Day. Per-
haps the warmth and festiveness of

that evening—firelight, decorated tree,
packages piled around its base—had
turned his mind inward to the bleak-
ness he would enter the next day,
for his rarest personal characteristic,
which was also the most important one
in his public life, was his ability to
imagine, and his will not to forget
about, the sufferings of people he did
not know,

In 1983, as a member of Congress,
he made the first of his seven or eight
flights to the makeshift camps of the
destitute in Africa. The next year, he
persuaded the House to establish, and
therefore became the chairman of, the
House Select Committee on Hunger.
That was the time of this decade’s most
calamitous African famine, in the sub-
Sahara. Returning from another trip
there, Leland told Kathy Kiely, of the
Houston Post, “I was approached by an
elderly lady just touching her stomach,
begging for food. I looked beyond her
and I saw thousands and thousands of
people begging. I don’t know if I can
convey what it did to me as a human
being.” In 1985, he led the drive in
Congress for emergency aid to the sub-
Sahara which resulted in a remarkable

appropriation of eight hundred million
dollars,

All through what turned out to be
the last few years of his life, Leland
worked to understand, and to get Con-
gress to act further against, hunger and
its consequent illnesses and deaths.
“It’s a white mark on America’s his-
tory for us to have hungry children in
our society,” he said. “White, versus
black, mark.” Most of his moral imag-
ination was occupied by the dimen-
sions of desperate need throughout
the world. He introduced legisla-
tion to create an international health
corps, “to wage war...in the field
with health care professionals,” that
would be “something on the scale of
the Peace Corps.” During a hearing
last year on the survival of children, he
said, “In a country which expends such
incredible sums of money on armies
and weapons and on the pursuit of enter-
tainment and pleasure, we can surely
afford the few dollars it requires to immu-
nize a child against polio ... the few
cents it costs to . ..save a child from
death by dehydration,” During his
1988 campaign for reélection, Leland
was accused in Houston of caring more
about foreigners than about his own con-
stituents, and the accusation provoked
him to one of his most advanced
declarations: “I am as much a citizen
of this world as I am of this country.”

On August 7th, Leland and his par-
ty boarded a de Havilland T'win Otter
in Addis Ababa and took off to fly
two hundred and ten miles west to
Fugnido, a camp near Ethiopia’s
border with the Sudan which holds
thousands upon thousands of refugees
from the war in that country. The
plane did not arrive, and a widening
search was carried on during the next
week, gradually becoming a death
watch. On August 13th, the searchers
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found the wreckage of the plane, with
everyone dead. Off course to the north,
and forty-five miles northeast of the
camp, the plane had smashed into
the forty-five-hundred-foot Tamsi,
about three hundred feet below its peak.

This drama of growing anxiety,
combined with the fact that Leland had
been leading a group to help the starv-
ing, captured the world press, and led
to grief that, apparently, affected
millions of people. It was as if goodness
of heart and the courage to act had
themselves been killed, and as if their
death had unfolded on television, the
theatre of the real for our slowly bond-
ing community of the world.

When Mickey flew into the sixty-
degree bluff three hundred feet below
the mountaintop, he flew into the na-
tion’s and the world’s answer to his
crusade. We are not ready yet, and we
are not organized yet, to clear that
mountaintop. Still, the general mourn-
ing for Mickey and his fellow-pilgrims
suggests that Randy Katsoyannis, the
staff chief for the Select Committee on
Hunger, may have been right when she
said, a few days ago, “With his death
Mickey has accomplished his mission
—to have more people feel like they’re
citizens of the world.”

L 3 L ]
Gems

IF you’re looking for a scratchy
black-and-white replay of the
first national soap-box derby, in 1934,
or of Chicago roadside billboards
coaxing nineteen-forties motorists to
buy Camel cigarettes and Good Luck
margarine, or for a glimpse of biplane
skywriters inscribing Chevrolet slo-
gans on a Michigan sky, Rick Prel-
inger is your man. Operating out of
three cramped rooms that overlook a
cobblestoned corner of West Fourteenth
Street, in the wholesale meat district,
Prelinger maintains the nation’s larg-
est private collection of “ephemeral
films”—his term for educational, safe-
ty, and promotional movies that were
shown decades ago at school assemblies
and civic clubs, and long since discard-
ed. To him these cast-off reels—
roughly twenty thousand vintage films,
dating back to 1915—are the Dead
Sea Scrolls of Americana, unwitting-
ly chronicling the everyday mores and
manners of the nation’s past, from
hygiene to headgear, from ballroom

dancing to the birth of the Bomb. So
when Prelinger invited us to help him
screen some new acquisitions we went
right over.

We found Prelinger, a soft-spoken
thirty-six-year-old with a jack-o’-lan-
tern grin, nearly hidden among heaps
of rusty film cans that reached almost
to the ceiling. He plucked a reel
labelled “Corn Husking Contest” from
its can, explaining that it was one of
about forty silent films shot by the
owner of a movie theatre in the farm
town of Britton, South Dakota, in the
late nineteen-thirties. This amateur
director documented local events,
Prelinger said, and showed them as
shorts before his theatre’s feature.
“It’s just a record of everyday life
there—a community looking at itself,”
he added, loading the film onto a viewer.

Someone might as well have thrust a
movie camera into Norman Rockwell’s
hands: Men wearing overalls and black
hats smiled shyly out from the screen as
they flipped ears of corn into a horse-
drawn wagon. A man standing on
what was unmistakably Main Street
spoke with gusto into a bulbous old-
fashioned microphone, presumably an-
nouncing the contest winners. On
a second reel from Britton, labelled
“Sheriff’s Office— W alking with Pris-
oners,” a craggy-faced culprit wearing
handcuffs glared at the camera as
plainclothesmen led him on a chainto a
waiting car. On a third, “Snowstorm,”
men bundled in overcoats shovelled
black jalopies out from under a bliz-
zard, pausing periodically to clown for
the camera.

We felt for a moment as if those
people were our neighbors and friends;
they seemed somehow familiar—fifty
years distant, but lurking, like obscure
relatives, on the fringes of our recollec-
tion. “It’s such a great record of how
people dressed and smiled and walked,”
Prelinger said. “You sometimes think
people’s faces looked different back
then, but it’s probably just the hair
styles.”

Prelinger put South Dakota aside,
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and after a short intermission we set-

tled into ““T’he Egg and Us,” a 1949
paean to United States Savings Bonds
as the foundation of family nest eggs.
Of an opening montage of steam
shovels and steel mills he said, “You
don’t see this kind of promotional
emphasis on industrial extraction
anymore. Digging and mining aren’t
hip, because they’re considered raping
the earth. The basis of American
productivity is now regarded as brains,
not brawn.”

Next up: “6%, Magic Hours,” an
early promotion for Pan Am’s com-
mercial jet service to Europe. “I guess
this is about convincing people that
flying is safe,” Prelinger said as the
musical score swelled in a crescendo
and stewardesses laden with trays of
goodies swept down the aisle. “There’s
a gentle, prescriptive quality. It’s one
of those films about a new phenomenon
that actually just lay out the etiquette.”

A former Berkeley film student,
Prelinger has always been attuned to
the cultural messages behind kitsch.
His collection began in 1982, he told
us, with the acquisition of “When You
Are a Pedestrian” (1948), a cautionary
tale of sidewalk safety which alternates
shots of real-life traffic with animated
demonstrations of model cars toppling
stick figures on a feltboard street. “Al-
though that film shows these laugh-
able near-misses, I was powerfully
impressed by it as a document of
what Oakland, California, once looked
like,” he said. Over the next year, he
salvaged thousands of similar films
from retired projectionists, public
schools, and defunct movie labs across
the country—such relics as “What to
Do on a Date” (weenie roast or taffy
pull?), “The Chicken of Tomorrow”
(plumper poultry, thanks to feed laced
with antibiotics), and ‘“Death to
Weeds” (pesticides delivering a death
sentence to unwanted flora). To sup-
port his habit, the hobbyist turned en-
trepreneur in 1984, and began handing
out grainy fragments of the past to
producers of documentaries, news
broadcasts, commercials, and rock
videos, at prices ranging up to ninety
dollars a second.

Prelinger hopes to use the historical
treasures in his private film vault to
assemble documentaries on such topics
as sex roles, car culture, and the history
of advertising. Right now, though,
he faces a more urgent chore—
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screening and cataloguing some ten
thousand newly obtained titles that
have been pouring in from all over the
country. As helooked around him at the
innumerable cans of film, he remarked,
“From this, gems emerge.” And, even
as new arrivals cascade about him, he is
scouting for more. “I’m continuing my
crusade to clear out producers’ dusty
basements,”” he said.

Muttontown’s King
‘ ‘ T E confess to not knowing much

about Albania except the essen-
tials: private cars are forbidden, men do
not wear beards, adulterers can be sent
to labor camps, state-owned stores sell
one style of women’s shoes, all religion
is unconstitutional, and in a recent
election all 1,830,653 eligible voters
cast their ballots for the ruling party
(one voting paper was found invalid).
Since diplomatic relations between the
United States and this remarkable na-
tion were broken off fifty years ago last
June—an anniversary that somehow
passed unnoticed—it was with some
surprise that we recently learned how
close the United States once came to
harboring Albania’s first, and only,
king. Just as fascinating as the odyssey
of Zog I, we soon discovered, is the
existing evidence of this failed venture:
the ruins of a Long Island mansion
that he hoped to occupy in exile with
his royal entourage.

A few weeks ago, while taking Route
106 to Muttontown, the site of the
ruins, we reviewed the singular life of
Albania’s monarch, whose full name
means Bird the First, King of the Sons
of the Eagle. Ahmed Bey Zogu, born in
1895, battled innumerable Balkan ad-
versaries to consolidate control of his
country after the First World War,
became President in 1925, and declared
himself King Zog I in 1928. For his
coronation he ordered an outfit that
included rose-colored breeches, gold
spurs, and a gold crown weighing
seven and five-eighths pounds.

Zog’s chief preoccupation once he
was on the throne was how to stay
alive. In 1931, he barely escaped assas-
sination at the hands of two gunmen as
he was leaving a performance of “Pa-
gliacci” at the Vienna Opera House.
His mother kept watch over the royal
kitchen to make sure his food was not
being poisoned. A virtual recluse in his
capital city, Tirané, which in any case
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“Honey, would you come out here for a minute®”

had neither night clubs nor theatres,
Zog did little except play poker and
smoke as many as a hundred and fifty
perfumed cigarettes a day. Understand-
ably, perhaps, shaking Europe’s royal
family trees for a queen yielded Zog no
fruit. But his four sisters, each of them
a division commander in the Albanian
Army and none of them married them-
selves, helped in the search, and he
eventually found a penniless half-
American, half-Hungarian countess,
Geraldine Apponyi, who had been
selling postcards in the Budapest
National Museum for forty-five dol-
lars a month. Her photograph captured
Zog’s heart, and they were married
in 1938,

A year later, Italy invaded Albania,
routing its thirteen thousand troops
and two airplanes within forty-eight
hours. Having fled to England with his
family and a hefty portion of his
country’s gold, Zog watched from afar

as Mussolini’s Fascists and then Enver
Hoxha’s Communists took over his
kingdom. Zog was formally deposed in
absentia in 1946. Having temporarily
moved to Egypt, he became friends
with King Farouk while he pondered
the serious question of where an ex-
monarch could live.

He found the answer, he thought,
during a 1951 tour of the United
States: Knollwood, a sixty-room gran-
ite mansion that had been built on
Long Island’s North Shore in 1907.
Zog bought it for $102,800 (not for “a
bucket of diamonds and rubies,” as
some stories claimed at the time).
Italian Renaissance in style, Knoll-
wood boasted tall Ionic columns and a
winding main stairway of Caen mar-
ble. Massive stone steps led down to
vast reaches of landscaping, with gar-
dens and reflecting pools. English ivy
covered parts of wide terraces and al-
so hung from marble fountains and
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urns. “A man must have a place to lay
his head,” the Times commented, “and
if Zog feels that he must have sixty
rooms to do it in, that is his business.”

Zog, it was announced, intended to
turn Knollwood into his kingdom in
exile. In its grounds would live Alba-
nian subjects, working the land as his
tenants. North Shore society, delighted
at the prospect of royalty in its back
yard, was soon flocking to Knollwood.
At its gates, visitors were greeted by a
bearded member of the Royal Guard:
he would kiss their hands and turn
them away.

Alas, Zog wanted to settle into the
mansion with his entire court, of a
hundred and fifteen, but the immigra-
tion authorities would allow him to
bring only twenty into the country. At-
tempts to bribe the State Department
failed, and in 1952 he was forced to pay
$2,914 in taxes to save his property,
having been unable to convince Nassau
County that as a monarch he had sov-
ereign immunity from such trifles. In
1955, he sold Knollwood, which had
meanwhile suffered eight thousand
dollars’ worth of damage from van-
dals. The vandals thereupon con-
verged on the estate in earnest, ripping
it apart in search of treasure that was
rumored to be buried in its grounds.
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The mansion was later demolished,
and Zog spent his last days in a nearly
empty villa on the French Riviera,
with Queen Geraldine doing the
housework. He died in 1961.

In 1968, Nassau County acquired
what was left of Knollwood and
incorporated it into the Muttontown
Preserve, a five-hundred-and-fifty-acre
wilderness featuring some eighty kinds
of trees and over a hundred varieties of
flowering plants. On our arrival there,
instead of being received by a bearded
guard we were confronted by a sign
warning us to beware of ticks. We
rolled down our shirtsleeves and chose
the least circuitous of many dirt trails
leading to the ruins.

Half an hour later, we arrived at a
sunken garden in front of Knollwood’s
gray stone foundation. The stones
were marred by graffiti: “Sex + Drucs
+ Rock-N-RoLL” and, fittingly, what
appeared to be a crown. Strewn amid
the ivy were broken bricks, chunks
of balustrade, and large fragments of
capstones. Huge niches flanked im-
mense, mud-choked flights of steps
leading down to a chipped but still
distinctly cherubic fountain. In our
mind’s eye we could see Zog survey-
ing his domain from the terrace at the
top of the steps, wearing, of course,
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his rose-colored breeches and gold
spurs.

‘T'wo pavilions stood beyond the
main building. Their columns and
entablatures were intact, but their roofs
had caved in, burying the bases of the
columns in masses of stone, concrete,
and jagged metal lathing. A pile of
charred branches and empty beer bot-
tles further littered one of the struc-
tures. Between the pavilions were steps
descending to a curved allée of trees
and ivy, beyond which we could see the
remains of a summerhouse. That was
the place, we decided, where if things
had turned out differently King Zog
would have stopped late in the after-
noon, after a day of court engagements,
to smoke a perfumed cigarette.

The Wedding

BRIDEGROOM writes:

When we decided to get mar-
ried after being together for twelve
years, we felt that a formal or tradi-
tional wedding ceremony would not be
appropriate. But when we told our
families, friends, and acquaintances
that we planned to get married in a
civil ceremony in the Municipal Build-
ing the typical reaction (after a tire-
some number of “It’s about time”s)
was “How unromantic.”

We did not agree. We
found the idea of the two of
us stealing away to marry
in semi-secrecy extremely
romantic. If only we had
been as misunderstood as
the young lovers of the
great teen anthems! But
both of us were thirteen
years past even the last year
of teenhood. And our par-
ents approved of the union.

We met during our third
year of college, and our
years together raced by.
We never talked much
about formalizing our rela-
tionship (was a piece of
paper supposed to change
something? ), and never un-
derwent pressure from ei-
ther set of parents. The on-
ly times we mentioned mar-
riage were when we dis-
cussed having children, and
then we just concluded that
if we ever did want to have
them marriage would prob-
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ably be a good idea.

Actually, it was an
addition to the family
that prompted our
decision, although not
the kind of addition we
had foreseen. We be-
came the proud owners
of a co-op apartment,
our first, and that made
us think it was time
to grow up, become re-
sponsible, and do what
had to be done. This
isn’t nearly as un-
romantic as it sounds;
after all, our loving
and, yes, romantic re-
lationship had already
lasted six times as long
as the average modern
marriage. So the week
we closed on our co-op
loan, moved, and
began a renovation,
we also got married.
(Maybe next week we
could have kids and
retire, we joked.) Our
bosses urged us to take
not just our lunch hour
for the wedding, as we had planned,
but the whole day. (Could it be that
our bosses are more romantic than we
are! )

On the morning of the special day,
we got up, dressed (a tie and a blazer
for me, a simple green dress for my
bride), received congratulations in a
couple of languages from our construc-
tion crew, and headed downtown on
the No. 4 subway for a noon rendez-
vous with a friend from college who
was to be our witness.

From the Brooklyn Bridge station
we made our way to the waiting room
outside the city chapel, on the second
floor of the Municipal Building, at
1 Centre Street. The room held about
two hundred black plastic seats in rows
but was painted a defiantly non-institu-
tional robin’s-egg blue and had navy-
blue carpeting. Our friend and her
husband arrived with a bouquet of
white freesias, a bottle of champagne,
and a wedding cake—a carrot cake,
which was the first cake she had ever
baked, and which was topped with a
plastic bride and groom.

After paying a five-dollar fee at the
front desk, we were told to be seated—
a deputy from the city clerk’s office
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“Damnl There goes our funding.”

would be with us soon. About a dozen
other couples were already seated,
and I asked the woman at the desk
how many couples got married in the
chapel on a typical day. She said about
seventy-five, though on Valentine’s
Day the figure might be a couple of
hundred.

Our friend asked us if we were ner-
vous, and we told her we were not.
Since we’d had a dozen years to think
about it, and since we were still to-
gether, getting married was not exact-
ly a daunting prospect.

A middle-aged man came in, called
our names, opened a frosted-glass door,
and ushered us into the chapel. Com-
pared with the Department of Motor
Vehicles, the place was downright
picturesque, and was obviously the
product of much thought. It was a
small, U-shaped room with vermilion
wall-to-wall carpeting and white wall-
paper that had a wood-grainy texture.
Two small benches upholstered in
royal-blue velours stood against the
back wall. Behind a dark-colored
wooden podium, which had the seal
of the City of New York on its front,
was an odd-shaped, airy wooden screen
that might have come from the back-

ground of a painting by Yves Tanguy.

Our escort, who looked very friendly
and not at all jaded, took his place
behind the podium. The ceremony
went quickly: after only about a min-
ute we were pronounced man and
wife. Nonetheless, it was a source
of deep-felt emotion. As I listened
to the words of the ceremony, I
thought I had never been more sure
of anything in my life than I was
of what I was doing right then. When
I was asked if I intended to be with
this woman in sickness and in health,
as long as we both live, I replied, “I
certainly do.”

After hugs, kisses, handshakes, and
a brief photo session with the man who
had married us, we left the chapel with
our champagne, our carrot wedding
cake, and our flowers. Qut in the hall-
way, we passed a line at least fifty feet
long snaking toward the Financial
Disclosure Office. Obviously, these
people were not in the mood for any
kind of frivolity, but when they noticed
us, smiles, congratulations, and ap-
plause moved down their line in a wave
that accompanied us until we got into
the elevator.

Now, isn’t that romantic?
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BREAD, BUTTER, AND FLORRIE FORD

BREAD

WAS born in Edinburgh, at 160

Bruntsfield Place, the Morning-

side district, in 1918. In those
days, bread came from Howden’s, the
shop above the ovens where it was
made. The pavement outside the shop
was warm, and hot air steamed out of a
grating near the door. The floury
baker and his boy (known, not un-
kindly, as “the daft laddie,” since he
was rather simple) were white all over,
the baker wore a white hat, flat at the
top like an upturned pie dish, the boy’s
was also flat-topped; they carried trays
of bread on their heads. As they came
up with their trays of bread into the
shop, their faces and hands, their over-
alls were white, and their shoes were
flour-dusted.

Bread came in many forms, includ-
ing high pan, square pan, and cottage
loaf. Of the first two, you could buy a
half pan or a whole pan, according to
your needs. High pan was an arch-
topped rectangle, and made thin slices
that, cut diagonally and spread with
jam, were elegant for afternoon tea.
Square pans were simply square, good
for making up a lunch, known as a
piece, to take to work or school. They
were also better for making breakfast
toast. A cottage loaf looked like a
domed chapel with a small square an-
nex.

In the morning, warm, round bappy
rolls with a powdering of flour were
procured from the baker, as were bran
scones, triangular and made of brown
floar—virtuous, good for your health.
Oat cakes, triangular biscuits, were
even healthier. In the afternoon came a
fresh supply of breads, sometimes Sally
Lunns, embedded with currants and
raisins. In Edinburgh the favorite tea-
time bread was a shearer’s bap, which
was flat and warm. (“Bapper” is the
Scottish word for baker.) Soda scones
were generally made at home, but
Howden’s, too, did a brisk afternoon
trade in those small, sharp-tasting
lumps, thirsty for butter.

BUTTER
BUTTER came from the Buttercup
Dairy Company. A pink-and-
white-complexioned girl with her hair
in a cap and wearing a sparkling white
overall stood behind the marble-topped
counter, beside two huge slabs of but-

ter, which reached to her shoulder.
One of these slabs was fresh butter, and
the other was salt. Salt butter was
cheaper, and many people preferred it.
Fresh butter was brought in from the
farm every morning. The pink-and-
white girl took a slice of greaseproof
paper and laid it on the bright brass
scales. She then took two large wooden
butter pats, one in each hand, and
before she cut off your daily pound or
half pound of butter she dipped them
into a blue-and-white porcelain bowl
of cold water. With her pats she placed
each portion of butter deftly on the
scales to be weighed, and she added or
took away like a sculptor with his clay
until she had achieved the required
weight, Then came the beautiful and
clever part. The girl placed her butter,
in its paper, on the counter; next, with
her pats, she cut it into cubic portions
—small cubes of about a quarter of a
pound—and then swiftly and neatly
she worked each small cube into a flat
round. Finally she took a wooden but-
ter stamp and, after dipping it in water,
stamped each butter medallion with a
sharp slap. The imprint that was left
was surrounded at the edge with the
words “Buttercup Dairy Company,”
and in the middle, on the butter, was
the form of a small girl kneeling on
one knee beside a friendly cow, under
whose chin she held a buttercup. All
this butter performance took place in a
twinkling of an eye.

From the Buttercup, as we called the
shop, we also obtained eggs of various
grades. New-laid eggs were best for
breakfast, but preserved eggs, which
had been laid down in brine, were
cheaper and perfectly adequate for
cake-making. One day the Buttercup
installed a fascinating egg X-ray, on
which each egg was placed before it
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was sold. The inward egg lit up, a
bright transparent gold, proving the
egg was good. If it had been a bad egg,
it would have shown green, but I never
saw one of those. God knows what
harm those X rays did us.

Before leaving the shop, as, indeed,
every shop, you counted your change
very carefully in case of mistakes. This
performance was attentively watched
by the assistant who had served you.

It was with the Buttercup Dairy
Company that I associated Robert
Louis Stevenson’s lines from my earli-
est infancy:

One morning, very early, before the sun
was up,

I rose and found the shining dew on
every buttercup

And the sparkle and morning freshness
of the shop and the butter-conjuring
girl formed a mind picture that accom-
panied the whole of my youth.

TEA

SIXTY years ago is a short time in
history. As recently as that, I
made at least one pot of tea for the
family every day. It was delicious tea.
Every schoolgirl, every schoolboy
knew how to make that exquisite pot
of tea.

You boiled the kettle, and just before
it came to the boil you half filled the
teapot to warm it. When the kettle
came to the boil, you kept it simmering
while you threw out the water in the
teapot and then put in a level spoonful
of tea for each person and one for the
pot. Up to four spoonfuls of tea from
that sweetly odorous tea caddy would
make the perfect pot. The caddy spoon
was a special shape, like a small silver
shovel. You never took the kettle to the
teapot; always the pot to the kettle,
where you filled it, but never to the
brim.

You let it stand, to “draw,” for three
minutes.

The tea had to be drunk out of
china, as thin at the rim as you could
afford. Otherwise you lost the taste of
the tea.

You put in milk sufficient to cloud
the clear liquid, and sugar if you had a
sweet tooth. Sugar or not was the only
personal choice allowed.

Everyone who came to the house
was offered a cup of tea, as in Dos-
toyevski. What his method of making
tea was I don’t know.

Tea at five o’clock was an occasion
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for visitors. One ate bread and butter
first, graduating to cakes and biscuits.
Five-o’clock tea was something you
“took.” If you had it at six, you ““ate”
your tea.

Tea at half past six was high tea—a
full meal, which resembled breakfast.
You had kippers, haddock, ham, eggs,
or sausages for high tea. Potatoes did
not accompany this meal. But a pot of
tea, with bread, butter, and jam, was
always part of it.

AUNTIE GERTIE AND FLORRIE FORD

« HE English” in the Edinburgh

of my childhood were consid-
ered to be superficial and hypocritical.
And overdressed. My mother, who was
English, used to come and fetch me
from school. It was my daily dread that _ 3
she would open her mouth and thus e i - R T
betray her suspect origins. “Foreign-
ers” were fairly tolerated, but ‘“the
English” were something quite differ-
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day, outside the school, I heard my
mother remark to another mother, “I
have some shopping to do.” I nearly
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died. She should have said, “I’ve got to
get the messages,” that’s what she
should have said. My mother also wore
a winter coat trimmed with beige fox
fur in the style of the then Duchess of
York, now the Queen Mother (who
still, and sublimely, wears those fox-
trimmed coats). This was entirely out
of place. My mother ought to have
worn tweed or, in very cold weather,
musquash (“muskrat” in America).
My mother wore peach-colored silk or
rayon stockings, which should have
been lisle thread, gray. It was only
through her natural amiability to ev-
eryone she encountered that she man-
aged to squeeze by the censor. She
completely enjoyed meeting and greet-
ing people. Before I was born she had
been a “teacher of pianoforte.” I still
have her brass plate inscribed to that
effect.

My father spoke with a strong Edin-
burgh accent, and although he was a
Jew, he had been born and educated in
Edinburgh of Scottish-Jewish parents,
and wore the same sort of clothes as
the other fathers and spoke as they
did, about the same things. So he was
no problem. He was an engineer. I
still have the contract of his seven-
year apprenticeship, signed, in school-
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boy calligraphy, “Bertie Camberg.”

“Scotch or English?” was a game
played by rough boys. They would tie a
stone to a length of string and whirl it
around, accosting other boys with the
challenge: “Are you Scotch or En-
glish?” The invariable response was to
say “English” and run fast. The es-
sence of the game was the ensuing
chase and stone-batter. There were no
real English boys involved.

At home, if I left the tap running in
the bathroom, my mother would say,
“Turn off the tap,” but my father’s
command was “Turn off the well.”
Taps were also wells to his young
sister, my Auntie Gertie, as they were
to our God-fearing neighbors. Auntie
Gertie stayed with us for a while. She
went out with boyfriends, dressed in a
short-skirted navy-blue outfit and a
cherry-red hat that hugged her bobbed
hair. She regarded most of her boy-
friends as objects of amusement, re-
galing us, on her return, with pointed,

merry anecdotes. Once, when she had
been taken to admire a beauty spot, my
auntie remarked, in her lively way,
“Very pictureskew!” To which the
boyfriend solemnly replied, “Oh, is
that how it’s pronounced?”

We often laughed at others in our
house, and I picked up the craft of
being polite while people were present
and laughing later if there was any-
thing to laugh about, or criticizing
later if there was anything to deplore.
At this time I must have been four or
five. Sometimes people got nicknames
for use amongst ourselves. Like other
nuggets of my early childhood, they
continue to gleam in my mind, al-
though often I forget who the people
were to whom the nicknames were
attached. One friend of a friend, whom
my mother and I encountered some-
times at the putting green of Brunts-
field Links, was called the Ray of Sun-
shine. She was lodging with a couple
known to my parents; the husband had



38

assured them that this lady was “a ray
of sunshine.” In reality she looked
terribly grim as she tried in a vexed
way to get her golf ball into the hole.
“We met the Ray of Sunshine,” my
mother blithely told my father when
we got home for tea.

I had been given a dolls’ pram con-
structed for twins, with a folding hood
at each end. My dolls, Red Rosie and
Queenie, sat facing each other. I re-
member one day I was crying and
bawling for some reason. My father
fetched a facecloth and wiped the faces
of my two dolls, bidding them each not
to cry. I was so fascinated by this
performance that I stopped crying, and
I distinctly recall experiencing a sensa-
tion or instinct that, if I could have put
it into words, would have been “I’m
not taken in by this ruse, but at the
same time what a good child psycholo-
gist he is!”

It must have been about 1923, just
before I went to school, that I went to
my first theatre show, a matinée at the
Lyceum. It was surely a public holiday,
for neither Auntie Gertie nor my father
went to work. Instead, my parents left
me in charge of Gertie and went off
in high spirits to the Musselborough
races. Presumably, my brother, five
years my elder, went with them or had
been sent somewhere else. Auntie Ger-
tie and I were alone. We had our
lunch, which was “dinner” to us. She
then dressed me in my best clothes,
and, herself looking very natty in her
cherry hat and her skirt that showed
her knees, conveyed me forth to see
Florrie Ford.

Florrie Ford was a music-hall per-
former. The house was packed. I had
never been in a place so big, in such
a big room, with so many people sit-
ting in tiers going up and up. The cur-
tain rose to reveal buxom Miss Ford,
dressed in a one-piece suit resembling
the modern body tights, all gold-
bronze spangles.

There was a thunder of applause. I
was used to hearing applause, because
my parents used to have “musical eve-
nings,” when my mother played, and
my father sang “Forever and For-
ever,” or my mother herself sang
“Rose in the Bud”; on such occasions
our guests would clap their hands
warmly at the end of the piece. But this
applause, of Florrie Ford down there
on the stage, was so vastly public that I
was full of wonder at how she could

TO A BOX TURTLE

Size of a small skull, and like a skull segm

ented,

of pentagons healed and varnished to form a dome,
you almost went unnoticed in the meadow,

among its tall grasses and serrated strawberry leaves
your mottle of amber and umber effective camouflage.

You were making your way through grave distances,
your forefeet just barely extended and as dainty as dried
coelacanth fins, as miniature sea fans, your black nails
decadent like a Chinese empress’s, and your head

a triangular snake-head, eyes ringed with dull gold.

Let me pick you up. Your silent head withdraws.
Your bottom plate, hinged once, presents a firm No
with its courteous waxed surface, a marquetry

of inlaid squares, fine-grained and tinted
tobacco-brown and the yellow of a pipe smoker’s teeth.

What are you thinking, thus sealed inside yourself?
My hand must have a smell, a killer’s warmth.

It holds you upside down, aloft, undignified,

your leathery person amazed in the floating dark.
How much pure fear can your wrinkled brain contain?

I put you down. Your tentative, stalk-bending walk
resumes. 1" he manifold jewel of you melts into grass.
Power mowers have been cruel to your race, and creatures
less ornate and fantastic have long gone extinct;

yet nature’s tumults pool to form a giant peace.

carry it all without apparently feeling
shy.

She carried it off as if the stage were
her own home. Other people on the
stage came and went, especially men in
evening dress, but Florrie in her span-
gles dominated the enormous house.
She sang to the accompaniment of an
orchestra, and also danced. Only one of
her numbers has remained in my mem-
ory. Miss Ford reclined glittering in
the middle of the stage beside an enor-
mous wireless set with multicolored
illuminated ‘“valves,” which looked
like light bulbs. Radios with valves
were then a luxury in our parts. My
brother had only recently constructed a

— Joun UpPDIKE

wireless set that was operated by a
small lump of uneven and shining
metal called “the crystal” and a wire
called “the cat’s whisker.” It was a
complicated and awe-inspiring con-
traption, which, when attached to
headphones (thirty shillings) and
acoustically tuned in with a tender
scratching of the cat’s whisker on the
crystal, gave us a fugitive and intermit-
tent program from the BBC. A wire-
less set with valves (whatever they
actually were) was as yet beyond our
means. But not beyond Florrie Ford’s.
She rested on one elbow and with the
other hand twiddled the knobs on her
glamorous wireless set; meanwhile she
sang a slow song called “Dream,
Daddy.”

Auntie Gertie and I were home be-
fore my parents returned from the
races. By the time they arrived, the
kitchen table was set for our tea. We
hadn’t yet sat down; my parents were
full of which horses had won a place
and which, in my father’s words, were
“still coming up the field.” And what
had we done with our day?



“We went to see
Florrie Ford,” said
Auntie Gertie, to such

great amusement of my
parents that my auntie
looked at me in an
almost fellow-juvenile
amazement. My father
and mother couldn’t
stop laughing. “Gertie
took her to see Flor-
rie Ford,” my mother
managed to splutter.

“They’re killing
themselves laughing,”
murmured my auntie.

And why they were
standing there laugh-
ing in the kitchen, fall-
ing into each other’s
arms in their mirth, I
did not know and will
never know,

MRS. RULE, FISH JEAN,
AND THE KAISER

WAS fascinated
from the earliest
age I can remember by
how people arranged
themselves. I can’t re-
member a time when
I was not a person-watcher, a be-
haviorist. I was also an avid listener. It
seems to me that my parents’ friends
and the people who called at our small
flat were endless. I can remember the
names and faces of people dating from
my preschool years far better than any
others at any other period of my life.
Most important to me were Mors.
Rule and her husband, Professor Rule,
a young American couple. He was
studying theology at Edinburgh Uni-
versity. T hey stayed with us for a time.
I remember Mrs. Rule by the fireside,
with her dimples and an exciting set
of cards one inch square, each with
a letter on it. With these she taught
me to read, egged on by Andrew K.
Rule, D.D., as I found out her husband
was, when I was well able to read his
name on an envelope. I was between
the ages of three and four. It was an
early start, although in Edinburgh at
that time it was not unusual for chil-
dren to read and write fluently before
they were five. The firelight played on
Mrs. Rule’s hands and face, on Pro-
fessor Rule’s bearded smile, and on my
lettered, red-backed cards on a tray be-
fore me, as I sat at the fire on a low

puffy stool, while Mrs. Rule declared
that a “t” and an “h” together sound-
ed “th.” The Rules went home to
America, from where they wrote let-
ters to my mother, leaving with me the
precious cards.

I knew about everyone who wrote
letters to my parents and everyone who
called at the house. We had a spatially
small life, and my mother could never
forbear to comment on any happening.
I used to love the doorbell to ring.

And it was a joy to go out visiting
with my mother. No special arrange-
ments were made to entertain children.
We were just brought along, and we
were expected to sit quietly. Not all
children liked to do this, but for me it
was better that way. I liked to listen.
Not only did I feel at home with the
immense list of characters who peopled
our lives, and who largely ignored me,
but there were also those whom I knew
by hearsay, and often I touched people
who had touched real history.

Such a person was Mrs. Lippitz, as
she was to us, Susan to her husband. I
was aware that she was elderly. She sat
every afternoon at the bow-fronted
window of their ground-floor flat in
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Bruntsfield Crescent, a sweep of tall
houses that had been constructed in
1870 and that one could see from our
front windows. Mrs. Lippitz had been
born in Alsace-Lorraine but spoke
without a foreign accent. One day,
when I accompanied my mother to her
house, I heard her tell how, when she
was a schoolgirl in Alsace-Lorraine,
after the Franco-Prussian War, the
children had to run and hide their
French books, because the Kaiser was
visiting. This must have been 1871,
after the peace treaty of Frankfurt,
when France ceded Alsace-Lorraine
to the Germany of Kaiser Wilhelm I.
And it still amazes me to reflect that
the childhood experience of my friend
Mrs. Lippitz going back to 1871 coin-
cided with the year of publication of
“Middlemarch,” by George Eliot,
““The Descent of Man,” by Charles
Darwin, and “Through the Looking
Glass,” by Lewis Carroll. At the time,
of course, I had no historical awe,
only an attraction to Mrs. Lippitz’s
words “run and hide our French books”
and “the Kaiser.” For a while I con-
fused this Kaiser with the other Kai-
ser, his son, about whom people still
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talked. The Great War had only been
over a few years.

Another legendary character, whom
I missed by being born just too late, was
Fish Jean, who was much reminisced
over by my father and his friends.
(“Do you mind Fish Jean?” they
would say, meaning do you remember
her.) The wonder of Fish Jean was not
that, like other fishwives of the fairly
prosperous Newhaven fishing commu-
nity, she went through the streets cry-
ing her wares but that she did so in
such flamboyant style. The driving seat
of her horse cart had to be made spe-
cially wide to take Fish Jean’s great
girth; she wore large diamond rings on
all her fingers down to the knuckles,
and would plunge these diamond-cov-
ered hands in amongst her glittering
herrings and mackerels, proudly to
serve her customers.

Another person I never met except
through hearsay was Mrs. Emmeline
Pankhurst, the leader of the women’s-
rights movement of those days. Their
main aim was to obtain the vote for
women. My maternal grandmother,
Adelaide Uezzell, in the Watford
group of the Suffragette movement (as
they called themselves), had marched
with Mrs. Pankhurst, carrying an um-
brella, as they all did. My grandmother
told me about these events, from an
early age. But it was too late for me to

know or see Mrs. Pankhurst. I had to
imagine the scene.

Mrs. Lippitz’s Kaiser, my father’s
Fish Jean—dead, both dead before I
could even set eyes on them. And my
grandmother’s Mrs. Pankhurst—to
me only an item of hearsay.

COMMODITIES

SHOPPING with my mother was a

geography lesson, although she
wouldn’t have known it. There were
grocer’s shops with their sacks of beans
and other products, and price tags
stuck into them. Everything in those
days came from somewhere. Rice came
from Patna. Tea came from the then
Ceylon. Bacon came from Ayrshire or
Wiltshire. Beef came from Angus. (It
was marked Angus Beef.)

Lamb and mutton came from Wales
or Scotland when it didn’t come from
New Zealand.

Sometimes butter came from New
Zealand, but mainly from nearby
Dumfries.

Cream came from Ayrshire, Corn-
wall, or Devon.

Cheese came from Cheddar. I re-
member no other in my preschool days.
Later we had Gorgonzola all the way
from Gorgonzola.

Fish came from the North Sea or
(for the best herring) Loch Fyne. Be-
sides herring, there were mackerel,
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John Dories, haddock, halibut, turbot,
plaice, flounder, and sole.
“Caller herrin’” meant fresh her-
ring. The popular ballad went:
Wha'll buy my caller herrin’?
They're bonny fish and halesome farin’.

Wha'll buy my caller herrin’?
New drawn frae the Forth.

Cotton came from India or Egypt.
Silk came from Milan and Lyons. Lisle
thread (for our stockings and summer
underwear) came from Lille (formerly
Lisle), in France.

Straw hats came from Leghorn or
Panama.

Money was pounds (paper notes) or,
equally, sovereigns (gold), silver half
crowns (eight to the pound), silver
florins (ten to the pound), silver shil-
lings (twenty made one pound), six-
penny bits (silver, half a shilling), tiny
silver threepenny bits (half a sixpence),
bronze pennies (known as “coppers,”’
twelve to the shilling), and, of the
same alloy, halfpennies (pronounced
“hayp’nies,” half a penny), and far-
things (half a halfpenny). There were
also genteel guineas, but there were no
notes or coins for these; a guinea
merely meant one pound plus one shil-
ling. Doctors sent in their bills in
guineas, as did furriers and high-class
dressmakers and hatters. The best
clothes shops marked their wares in
guineas, but children’s clothes were in
pounds, shillings, and pence, as
were food and railway tickets.

I remember a local furrier,
Mrs. Forrest, a large-bosomed
lady, had been altering a fur cape
of my mother’s for a price that
my parents took to be five pounds
but that the furrier insisted was
guineas. Mrs. Forrest sat in the
bow window of our sitting room,
having delivered the restructured
cape; she was silhouetted against
the light, repeating, “No, not
five pounds, five guineas. I said
five. We furriers always mean
guineas. I said five.” I remember
my father forking out the extra
five shillings in question; and
always afterward my parents re-
ferred to Mrs. Forrest as I Said
Five. They loved to repeat the
phrase after each other. I Said
Five lived and worked opposite
our house, so we saw her fre-
quently from the window. “Good
afternoon, Mrs. Forrest,” my
mother would say, passing her in
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the street. But later she would tell my
father, “I saw I Said Five.”

NEIGHBORS

EETING people in the street

meant that you stopped and
talked or you said something about the
weather and went on. If the weather
was good, the amiable comment was
“Good morning, Mrs. X. Fine day.”
If it was raining, blowing hard from
the north, or snowing, the words in
passing were “Good morning, Mrs. X.
Seasonable weather.” First names were
never used. Among the older Edin-
burgh women it was not unusual to
address a married lady as Mistress X
instead of Mrs. X. All during the
thirties a very elderly and well-edu-
cated friend, Mrs. Hardie, called my
mother Mistress Camberg.

On the ground floor of the block of
flats next to ours was a jeweller’s shop,
the back premises of which were occu-
pied by the owners, the Page family.
On Sunday mornings Mr. Page used to
go to the Mound, which is the pan-
oramic Hyde Park Corner of Edin-
burgh, there to set up his box and
preach the Bible, or about the Bible.
What his message was I do not know.
On Sunday afternoons, his duty ful-
filled, red-haired Mr. Page would set
off with his motorbike and sidecar to
the country. His red-haired son James,
still a schoolboy, rode on the pillion,
while Mrs. Page sat in the sidecar with
their small daughter, Isabel, on her
knee. My brother and I were both
redheads, and so I considered it right
that there should be some red-haired
neighbors.

Isabel was exactly my age, and my
first playmate. The back windows of
our flats looked out on a pretty stretch
of green that formed a large grassy
courtyard within four sides of a street
block. And there we could play safely
under the watchful glances of our
mothers from their respective win-
dows. Isabel and I played with our
dolls, pitched a rudimentary tent, or
embarked on digging a hole to Austra-
lia until it was time to be called in to
tea. Scottish summer days are long.
The weather cannot always have been
good enough for us to play outside, but
when we did the sunlight went on
forever. On miraculous days Mrs.
Kerr, our upstairs neighbor, would
open her window at about three in the
afternoon and let down a picnic in a
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basket. I don’t remember what exactly
this picnic consisted of, except that we
were always delighted with it and ate it
all up.

Mrs. Kerr was a good deal older
than my mother. Her daughter,
Maudie, was already in her twenties,
training to be a singer. She had a job
in the Civil Service, but a career as
a singer was her ambition, testified to
night after night from the flat above.
We never complained, even among
ourselves. It was accepted that Maudie
was in a destined category. Mrs. Kerr
told us about Maudie’s training in leg-
endary tones meant to impress us.
Maudie was to sing in a concert: “Of
course she has to eat liver for her
voice.” Great bouquets of flowers were
ordered, so that they should be handed
up to blend, blue-eyed Maudie on the
stage. “They all do it,” said Mrs.
Kerr. “All singers get their own bou-
quets sent up to them on the stage.”

It was Mrs. Kerr who taught my
mother to make soup. “Three brees to
a bane,” said Mrs. Kerr, which
sounded shivery and poetic to me, like

a line from a Border ballad. But I
quickly realized what she meant: you
got three brews out of every bone.
Our next-door neighbor, poor bed-
ridden Miss Peggy Moffat, who was
arthritic and had once been a painter,
spoke plain English with a Scottish
accent, but her housekeeper, Miss
Draper, a wiry and scornful sooth-
sayer, spoke much of the dialect; when
I won a prize at school, Miss Draper’s
disconcerting comment was “The
De’il aye kens his ain,” which I well
knew to mean ‘“The Devil always
knows his own.” I would have been
horrified if Miss Moffat herself had
said anything like this, but as it was
only Miss Draper being her true self,
I bore no resentment at all. One of
Peggy Moffat’s oil paintings, of a
glade in the botanical gardens, adorned
our walls. That she would never wield
a brush again had been her destiny
before I was born. I liked to go to visit
her and stand by her high bed, which I
cauld just see over the side of.
Downstairs, next door on the right,
was Miss Morrison’s sweet shop,
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where she stood with tall authority, her
side of the counter having been built up
higher than the customer’s side. If you
went there without your mother to buy
a pennyworth of chocolate drops, of
Licorice All-Sorts, or a ha’pennyworth
of Hundreds and Thousands (minute
multicolored balls), or a swirling bar-
ley stick, Miss Morrison would inquire
closely as to where you got that penny
or that ha’penny, who gave it to you;
and she would further interrogate you
as to whether your mother knew you
were spending those coins, held be-
tween your fingers, on sweeties. Only
after satisfying herself on these and
other deeply moral points would she
take down the sweetie jar and weigh
out the just portion; and even then she
cautioned us to go straight home with
our purchase and not eat it all up out
there in the street. It was generally
considered ill-mannered for parents to
give money to young children to spend
willy=-nilly.

On the left was a large shoe shop,
Lauders’, now a Chinese restaurant.
We never bought our shoes at Lau-
ders’, but I remember a pale daugh-
ter, a girl of about fifteen, very thin,
green and gray, who stood by the win-
dow looking out. William Todd, the
grocer, was at the end of the block,
as it turns into Viewforth. He was
important, because he had a license to
sell wines. Gilbey’s port, four shillings
and sixpence a bottle, was the great
favorite with my mother; she sipped it
throughout the day: “my tonic.” Mr.
Todd gave a penny back on each empty
bottle. And round the corner from
Todd’s was the home of the two ladies
to whom my brother and I were sent to
learn to play the piano, for although
my mother had been a music teacher
she didn’t feel equal to teaching her
own children. Among all the names of
my infancy, those two sisters’ are
among the very few that escape me. I
know their house had a funny smell
and that one of them had a stocking
always twisted. My brother attended
assiduously to his piano lessons. I much
preferred to play with the parrot,
which fascinated me, both at the time
and later, in my thoughts.

In the next block, in Bruntsfield
Place, was William Christie’s butcher
shop, where gruesome carcasses of ani-
mals hung on hooks, the floor covered
with sawdust, and where jellied meats

YELLOW FLOWERS

Pie-wedge petals

deeply pinked and

the yellow of yellow oranges,
set in a single

layer, ray out

from a pollen-shedding tuft:
see the bright dust

on this filing cabinet
enamelled the greeny-cream
of the seed-cradling inner flesh
of an avocado

these yellow flowers

on wiry stems, bunched

in a thick gray pitcher:

two bands of washed-out blue,
two transfers in same (“You

were displayed in the window under
fearful names like ““potted head.”” But
Bill Christie was a sweet man.

The main feature of interest in the
large draper’s shop on the opposite side
of the street was a system of overhead
pneumatic tubes that carried containers
of money from the customer, via the
assistant, to the counting house and
sent back the change. The shop assis-
tant wrapped our money in the invoice
and packed it into an egg-shaped re-
ceptacle that she pulled down from a
wire dangling above her head. This
would then shoot up and away. On its
return a bell would ring and the assis-
tant would reach up and pull down our
change wrapped in its wooden cocoon.

Next door to this draper’s shop was
glamorous Rudolph the hairdresser,
with a model bust of a beautiful, blush-
ing lady in the window, her short hair
waved incredibly.

Just round the corner in Viewforth

don’t want
that clunky thing””)

and petals fall and tufts
puff up, a brown fuzz ball
with a green frill: the hard
green balls with green frills
of course are buds: and

you plunge your face

in their massed

papery powdery sweetness
and grunt in delight

at their sunset sweetness

it begins with “C”

yes: coreopsis
—JaMES SCHUYLER

lived Nita McEwen, who resembled
me very much. She was already in her
first year at James Gillespie’s School
when I saw her with her parents,
walking between them, holding their
hands. I was doing the same thing. I
was not yet at school. It must have been
a Saturday or Sunday, when children
used to walk with their parents. My
mother remarked how like me the little
girl was; one of her parents must have
said the same to her. I looked round at
the child and saw she was looking
round at me. Either her likeness to me
or something else made me feel
strange. Later, at school, although
Nita was in a higher class and we never
played together, our physical resem-
blance was often remarked upon. Her
hair was slightly redder than mine.
Years later, when I was twenty-one, I
was to meet Nita McEwen in a board-
ing house in the then Rhodesia, now
Zimbabwe. There our likeness to each
other was greatly remarked on. One
night, Nita was shot dead by her hus-
band, who then shot himself. I heard a
scream, followed by two shots. That
was the factual origin of my short story
“Bang-Bang You’re Dead.”

MYTHS AND IMAGES

OMETIMES I would be out with
my parents when darkness fell,
probably on a Saturday, when my fa-
ther didn’t go to work. In winter it was
dark between three and four in the
afternoon. We came home by tramcar,



from whose windows I could see the
lights of the city making patterns in the
distance. If we were walking I might
get tired, and my father would carry
me the last part of the way home; then
the lights of the city bobbed up and
down against the dark-blue sky.

Electricity had come to the principal
streets of Edinburgh long before I was
born, but in our Bruntsfield Place the
street lamps were still lit by gas. We
had progressed from the days of Robert
Louis Stevenson’s lamplighter (“With
lantern and with ladder he comes post-
ing up the street”); our gas lamps had
pilot lights, so that the lamplighter
who passed by at dusk came posting
with a long pole in his hand, with
which he deftly turned on the lamp-
light. Like Stevenson, I used to wait at
the window to witness this perfor-
mance.

My preschool dresses were not made
of stuff like other children’s. They
were knitted in silk and wool by my
mother and Auntie Gertie in a variety
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of colors, among which I remember
royal blue, bronze, and old gold. My
simple white silk knitted dress for par-
ties had a featherstitch. Many small
girls at parties had ballerina-type
dresses. The small boys generally wore
kilts. We all carried our party shoes in
a special bag and changed into them
inside the house, something that I do to
this day. To make my house shoes
more partified my mother would mold
a rosette of pink sealing wax on the
front of each one. Parties were for
Christmas or birthdays. Christmas was
largely a children’s feast in the Scot-
land of those days. Many shops, offices,
and factories remained open at Christ-
mas Day; the great day was New
Year’s. Friends would come first-foot-
ing (which meant being the first visitor
of the year) shortly after midnight on
Hogmanay (New Year’s Eve)—a dark
man taking precedence, for luck.

One party I remember was at the
house of my school friend of many
years Frances Niven. We were still
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quite tiny. I came to love this house, at
Howard Place, adjoining the house
where Robert Louis Stevenson was
born. At the party of my memory, the
children, about twenty of us, were set-
tled at a long table in the large, fes-
tively decorated pantry next to the
kitchen. We were given some kind of
orange mousse, served prettily in half-
orange skins, and we ate this with
teaspoons. Frances’s mother and aunt,
and some other elders, were hovering
around. One of them said, “Look at
them tucking in!” I seemed to be the
only child who heard this, and al-
though I didn’t make any fuss, I was
ridiculously affected. I thought it a
terrible thing to say, and I put down
my spoon, unable to finish my delicious
orange sweet.

My mother used to come and collect
me when it was time to go home. Her
black hair had been cut short by Ru-
dolph, and she wore powder and paint,
as makeup was called. The powder was
Coty’s, shade Rachel. The paint was



carmine, a red powder bought from the
chemist in very small quantities; it nes-
tled in the fold of a piece of white
paper, and it cost tuppence. My own
hair must have been cut about that
time, when many small girls had short
hair, for I remember people saying to
me, “Where are your curls?”

What images return! My father
made rings with his cigarette smoke,
he made the shadow of Queen Victoria
in profile on the wall, and rabbits out of
table napkins. I learned to tell the time
from his pocket watch.

“Coal!” would come the cry from
the streets every morning, and when
we needed coal the coal man’s horse
would bring his cart to a clicking stop
at my mother’s bidding from the win-
dow. Then up the stairs would tramp
the coal-black man with his hun-
dredweights to tip them into our coal
cellar, which was built into the flat.
How heavy the word “hundredweight”
sounded. Each sack cost half a crown.
We used coal to heat the water and to
burn in the fireplaces. More than once,
our chimney caught fire and my father
had to go and pay a fine. Sometimes the
chimney sweeps, sootier even than the
coal man, would come and clean
the flues. This was done partly inside
the house and partly on the roof. Two
men were involved, calling up to each
other an eerie “Ooh-whoo.”

“Rags, bottles, or bones! Any old
rags?’ was another street cry that came
wafting up to our windows. Why did
he want to buy bones, I wondered, and
still wonder. What bones, I thought.
Whose bonest The rag man had no
horse. He pushed his cart by hand, and
on it were piled old cartons, old pieces
of furniture, kettles, tins.

My mother was full of superstitions

and presentiments. She wouldn’t wear
green, But I knew that this was mad
from the evidence of perfectly happy
people I saw wearing green. Her terror
of thunder and lightning likewise had
no effect on me. She would huddle with
me in a darkened room during a thun-
derstorm, but as soon as I got away on
holiday to the seaside at Crail in Fife I
ran down to the wonderful beach to
watch thunderstorms in progress over
the North Sea.

For my mother, shoes on a table
were bad luck. But who would put
shoes on a table? Crossed cutlery was a
bad omen. My mother turned over the
money in her purse when she saw the
new moon and bowed three times to it,
no matter who was watching her. (I
still do this myself. True, I do it for
fun; but all the same I do it.) She and
her mother were fond of quoting max-
ims. My grandmother:

A whistling woman, a crowing hen
Is neither fit for God nor man.

My mother (rousing herself to action):
“This won’t pay the old woman her
ninepence’’; “Laugh before seven, cry
before eleven”; and (burdensome fore-
warning to me) “A son’s a son till he
gets a wife, but a daughter’s a daughter
all her life.”

There was also the often repeated
“The eyes are the windows of the
soul.” (She herself had lovely large
brown eyes.)

My father’s sayings were more hu-
morous and savored of the music hall.
If there was a lull in the conversation
he might say, “If this weather contin-
ues, we’ll have no change.” And set-
ting forth for a walk: “Take my arm
and call me Lucy.” There was also a
mysterious person named by my father

Mr. Poomschtok, whose chief charac-
teristic was that he didn’t exist, so that
a great many happenings could be at-
tributed to him. My father also per-
formed a strange dance to the tune of
“In a Persian Market.” He did another
country-type dance, holding in his fin-
gers the knees of his trousers as if they
were a skirt.

When he took my mother to a dance,
he wore an evening suit with a white
scarf and kid gloves, which, I was told,
he kept on while dancing, as was the
custom. My mother went out in a
white beaded dress with an uneven
hem, which made her square in shape
but was greatly approved of by Auntie
Gertie.

I was woken in the middle of the
night and taken to the window to see
the fireworks in the back greens. “It’s
19221” my mother said. I was given
some warm port wine.

I had measles and saw my face in the
mirror, all red freckles. Dr. Thatcher
arrived in his black frock coat, or
morning coat, as it was sometimes
called, his striped trousers, and his top
hat, which he placed upside down on
the bed, while my mother stood aside,
more concerned about the clean towel
and basin of water for the doctor to
wash his hands than she was about
me. The tramcars rattled past while
Dr. Thatcher bade me say “Ah,”
and frowned against their noise. Dr.
Thatcher knew about my mother’s
much-vaunted nervous breakdown,
which she had had some years before I
was born. She still boasted a nervous
condition, insofar as she couldn’t be
left in the house quite alone; she was
afraid. But she could go out alone. I
took this robustly for granted; it was
part of life.



Legends and stories of that time
before I was born were also enfolded
into the passing of the day. My father,
the youngest of eleven, had run away to
sea at the age of fourteen. He reached
Kirkwall, in the Orkneys, very seasick,
and was put ashore at the local police
station, where his father came from
Edinburgh to recover him. There was
the story of his engagement to my
mother long ago—it must have been
1909—and of how the engagement
was at one time broken off at the insis-
tence of my mother’s Aunt Sarah, this
worthy woman having learned that my
father had given my mother a pair of
gloves. It was regarded with blank
horror for a man to present an unmar-
ried girl with what was termed an item
of apparel. It was the end of the world.

I never knew my paternal grandpar-
ents, who were known to their family
as Pa and poor Ma. It was said that
poor Ma could sit on her hair and that
she sat reading the Bible by the win-
dow all day. I imagined her doing both
at the same time.

THE DOORBELL

HAT ring at the door that I

loved so much would bring, in
the afternoon, my mother’s friends or,
on rare occasions, my married aunts.
In the evening a much more exciting
variety of family friends rang the bell,
many of them fairly eccentric, in whom
I took a deep interest. A pulley on the
landing—or doorlifter, as we called it
—would open the street door for visi-
tors who pulled that wonderful door-
bell. The magic pulley on the landing
would often admit a voice first of all,
calling up the stairs, for there was a
curve in the staircase and one could not
see immediately who the caller was.

Then onstage to us, as it seemed, came
one of the following:

Miss Pride, her small face covered
with tiny red veins, in a neat brown
coat and hat, fawn gloves, and fawn
wool stockings. What she had to do
with my parents, what was the basis of
their friendship, I can’t think. She was
neither of the race of Auntie Gertie,
who practiced the Charleston with my
mother on the kitchen waxcloth (as
floor covering was then generally
called in Edinburgh), nor was she of
the class of tall, fair, gentle Fanny
Pagan, then wife of a bus driver, who
used to come and give my mother a
hand in scrubbing floors.

There was Miss Macdonald, whose
name was Margaret, as I gathered
from a piece of conversation she re-
ported. Miss Macdonald was dressed in
navy blue with a white blouse. She was
finer-bred than Miss Pride, but it was
said she was not all there. I think my
parents were sorry for her. All the time
she spoke, tears coursed down her
cheeks. They trickled down into her
cup of tea. She couldn’t ever stop cry-
ing. She was bound up in a court case
against someone who had wrongly ac-
cused her. Her brother, a lawyer,
couldn’t do much more than he had
already done. The word “like” pep-
pered her conversation. “My brother,
like, wouldn’t go, like, any further
with it, like . . .”

Bella Myers, large-hipped and full
of cheer, was much less of a puzzle, and
a much closer friend. Nobody under-
stood why she hadn’t married, except
that she was less beautiful than her
married sister, Gertie Rosenbloom. She
brought stories of her office life, she
discussed music, she gossiped wildly
about people. She reported office puns,

such as “Many are cauld”—Scottish
for “cold”—*‘but few are chosen,” the
heating in her place of work having
broken down. Bella Myers hardly no-
ticed my presence, which to me was all
to the good.

Another of the random and varied
characters that the doorbell brought
was a Bavarian fraulein whose name I
can’t remember. She was tubby and had
a large round face with reddish-gold
hair drawn back in a bun. I am not
clear what she was doing in Edin-
burgh, but I think she was a private
nurse. How did my parents know her?
Later in the thirties this lady disap-
peared; my mother supposed she had
been ‘‘called back” to Germany by
Hitler. The same applied to a young
philosopher, also reddish in coloring,
who sometimes frequented our house.
He went for walking tours. Mr.
Anchutz was his name. He had noth-
ing to do with the Bavarian woman;
their visits never coincided. He spent a
great deal of time urging my parents to
vote Labour. But, more understand-
ably, since he was a university man, he,
too, went back. And I wonder, indeed,
what happened to him.

Mary Wright was an afternoon
crony of my mother’s, flighty, pow-
dered and painted and fox-furred. She
was the mother of Billy, who, with my
brother, dressed me up as a boy and
plastered back my hair with water, so
that I caught a cold. The Pattersons,
with their schoolgirl daughters—
Doris, especially dear to my mother,
and Constance—were most glamorous
of all. There was a son, Atholl, a
grown schoolboy on whom I took a
shine, and whom I would follow every-
where. I remember following him over
stretch upon stretch of grass, and pick-



46

ing up windfall apples; I suppose this
was in the Pattersons’ garden.

THE ROYAL VISIT

LEARNED that children could be

born out of wedlock, and I gathered
this information in a very simple way.
The King (George V) and Queen
Mary came on an official visit to Edin-
burgh. For this animated occasion our
friend Mrs. Hardie (or, as she pre-
ferred, Mistress Hardie), who was
then an active ninety, had obtained
seats on the balcony of a smart shop in
Princes Street. I sat between Mrs.
Hardie and my mother. We were right
in the front. Flags were flying every-
where, all up Princes Street. Mors.
Hardie sat very erect, as was her wont.
It was a lovely sunny day. The royal
entrance began: Carriages, horses,
plumes bobbing up and down. Kilts,
bagpipes. The first carriage, flanked in
state by cavalry, contained a gentleman
with a cocked hat, uniform, and a
pointed beard. “T'he police escort,”
murmured my mother. “Chief Consta-
ble Ross.” At this, Mrs. Hardie leaned
across me and touched my mother’s
arm. “That’s King Edward’s bairn,”
she said. As is common with adults, she
didn’t think for a moment that a child
would understand her. I didn’t quite
understand at first, although I knew
that King Edward had been the present
King’s father. Then came the enlight-
enment: The next carriage contained
a gentleman almost the twin image
of Chief Constable Ross. With his
plumed hat, gleaming uniform, and
pointed beard, he would have been the
Chief Constable all over again, except
that, with pink-and-white Queen
Mary, wearing her usual toque, at his
side, and his arm raised in salutes and
greetings, he was obviously King
George V, another of King Edward’s
bairns. I put two and two together, full
of wonder, while Mrs. Hardie pro-
ceeded to explain to my mother that
Queen Mary’s beautiful complexion
was ““all enamel.”

1923

WE tended to pay and return visits

to our relations when they were
expected. When my aunts Rae and
Esther did call unexpectedly it was
always in the late afternoon, and they
always put my mother in a flap. Rae
was a fresh-air fiend and insisted on my
mother’s throwing open all the win-

dows, complaining that our house was
stuffy. Auntie Rae was a Francophile;
the best compliment she could pay was
“very French.” Esther, the eldest of my
father’s family, was a practicing, if not
absolutely Orthodox, Jew, and my
mother was always anxious to hide
from Esther evidence of ham, bacon,
pork sausages, or any other unholy
delicacy that she had in mind to pre-
pare for our high tea when my father
and Gertie should come home from
their work. But Auntie Esther took a
keen interest in my reading and writ-
ing, and I loved her for that. I remem-
ber her best at a time when I was
wearing my dark-red (we called it ma-
roon ) school blazer and could show her
my first schoolbooks.

In the summer of 1923 I already had
my new schoolbooks, ready to start
school in September. Nelson’s Infant
Primer, bought at Thin’s, in Cham-
ber’s Street, was my first reading book.
I read it avidly all summer and still
have a vivid impression of the pastoral
illustrations (for nobody in those story-
books lived in a city). My brother, now
on his school holidays, was making a
model of the Forth Bridge with his
Meccano set; it was augmented by var-
ious spare parts that my father brought
home from his workplace, having made
them specially with his own hands.
Those summer evenings of Edinburgh
go on till ten at night, and I would see
from the window the golfers returning
with their golf cliques (as we called
clubs) in their hands from their round
of golf on the Bruntsfield Links, where
my school-to-be was situated. My
brother also played golf; I was prom-
ised a putter for next year. My mother
lingered at the piano on the long sum-
mer evenings. I had a pencil case and
some new-smelling notebooks to go
with my Infant Primer. I had outdoor
shoes with laces to tie, as well as my
normal house shoes, with a strap to
button up with a buttonhook. I had a
black velours hat with a red-and-yel-
low band and a JGS monogrammed

badge on it. The yellow JGS stood for
James Gillespie’s School. On my ma-
roon blazer pocket was another badge,
a rampant yellow unicorn surmounting
the school motto: “Fidelis et Fortis.”
My parents had informed themselves
that this meant “Faithful and Strong.”
How clever we all were!

I don’t know at what point before I
went to school I became aware of poor
men or women, sometimes accompa-
nied by children, singing for pennies in
the back green. When my mother told
me they were hungry, I looked out at
them with tears. Usually my mother
wrapped up a penny in a piece of
newspaper and threw it out, as did a
few others among our neighbors. No
one remarked on the quality of the
performance, the singing itself; it
would have seemed irrelevant. This
was part of the distress following the
First World War. The men who had
returned could not find work, and the
social services were inadequate. I once
saw a child of about seven selling
newspapers at Toll Cross without so
much as a vest underneath the thin
jacket of his coat. He was barefoot. My
mother was dismayed. Such children
were mostly destined to die of tubercu-
losis. It was said, I think truly, that
their parents drank every penny they
could lay hands on, including their
children’s gains. Children clustered
outside the smelly public houses as we
passed, waiting for their elders. I was
not exposed to many of these sights, but
certainly before I went to school I was
conscious that others suffered. Poor as
we certainly were, there were others
greatly poorer than we, positively in
want, and I, in the safety of holding
my parents’ hands, saw it.

Sometimes I compare my early in-
fancy with that of my friends whose
very early lives were in the hands of
nannies, who were surrounded by ser-
vants and privilege. Those preschool
lives seem nothing like so abundant as
mine was, nothing like so crammed
with people and with amazing infor-
mation. I was not set aside from adult
social life, nor cozied up in a nursery,
and taken for nice regular walks far
from the madding crowd. I was wit-
ness to the whole passing scene. Per-
haps no other life could ever be as rich
as that first life, when, five years old,
prepared and briefed to my full capac-
ity, I was ready for school.

—MuURrIEL SPARK
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ATURE, we believe, takes for-
ever., It moves with infinite
slowness through the many

periods of its history, whose names

we can dimly recall from high-school
biology—the Cambrian, the Devonian,
the T'riassic, the Cretaceous, the Pleis-
tocene. At least since Darwin, nature
writers have taken pains to stress the
incomprehensible length of this path.

“So slowly, oh, so slowly, have the

great changes been brought about,”

John Burroughs wrote in 1912, “The

Orientals try to get a hint of eternity by

saying that when the Himalayas have

been ground to powder by allowing a

gauze veil to float against them once in

a thousand years, eternity will only

have just begun. Our mountains have

been pulverized by a process almost as
slow.” We have been told that man’s
tenure is as a minute to the earth’s day,

Z, |

but it is that vast day that has lodged in
our minds. The age of the trilobites
began six hundred million years ago.
The dinosaurs lived for a hundred and
fifty million years. Since even a million
years is utterly unfathomable, the mes-
sage is: Nothing happens quickly.
Change takes unimaginable—“geo-
logic”—time.

This idea about time is essentially
misleading, for the world as we know
it, the world with human beings
formed into some sort of civilization, is
of quite comprehensible duration. Peo-
ple began to collect in a rudimentary
society in the north of Mesopotamia
some twelve thousand years ago. Using
twenty-five years as a generation, that
is four hundred and eighty generations
ago. Sitting here at my desk, I can
think back five generations—I have
photographs of four. That is, I can

think back one-ninety-sixth of the way
to the start of civilization. A skilled
genealogist could easily get me one-
fiftieth of the distance back. And I can
conceive of how most of those forebears
lived. From the work of archeologists
and from accounts like those in the
Bible I have some sense of daily life at
least as far back as the time of the
Pharaohs, which is almost half the
way. Three hundred and twenty gen-
erations ago, Jericho was a walled city
of three thousand souls. Three hun-
dred and twenty is a large number, but
not in the way that six hundred million
is a large number, not inscrutably
large. And within those twelve thou-
sand years of civilization time is not
uniform. The world as we really know
it dates back to the Renaissance. The
world as we really know it dates back to
the Industrial Revolution. The world
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“And what, pray tell, is the ratio of flake
to raisin this morning?”

as we feel comfortable in it dates back
to perhaps 1945.

In other words, our sense of an
unlimited future, which is drawn from
that apparently bottomless well of the
past, is a delusion. True, evolution,
grinding on ever so slowly, has taken
billions of years to create us from slime,
but that does not mean that time always
moves so ponderously. Over a lifetime
or a decade or a year, big and imper-
sonal and dramatic changes can take
place. We have accepted the idea that
continents can drift in the course of
aeons, or that continents can die in a
nuclear second. But normal time seems
to us immune from such huge changes.
It isn’t, though. In the last three de-
cades, for example, the amount of car-
bon dioxide in the atmosphere has in-
creased more than ten per cent, from
about three hundred and fifteen parts
per million to about three hundred and
fifty parts per million. In the last de-
cade, an immense ‘“hole” in the ozone
layer has opened up above the South
Pole each fall, and, according to the
Worldwatch Institute, the percentage
of West German forests damaged by

acid rain has risen from less than ten
per cent to more than fifty per cent.
Last year, for perhaps the first time
since that starved Pilgrim winter at
Plymouth, America consumed more
grain than it grew. Burroughs again:
“One summer day, while I was walk-
ing along the country road on the farm
where I was born, a section of the stone
wall opposite me, and not more than
three or four yards distant, suddenly
fell down. Amid the general stillness
and immobility about me, the effect was
quite startling. ... It was the sudden
summing-up of half a century or more
of atomic changes in the material of the
wall. A grain or two of sand yielded to
the pressure of long years, and gravity
did the rest.”

In much the same comforting way
that we think of time as imponderably
long, we consider the earth to be in-
conceivably large. Although with the
advent of space flight it became fash-
ionable to picture the planet as a small
orb of life and light in a dark, cold
void, that image never really took hold.
To any one of us, the earth is enor-
mous, “infinite to our senses.” Or, at

least, it is if we think about it in the
usual horizontal dimensions. There is
a huge distance between my house, in
the Adirondack Mountains, and Man-
hattan—it’s a five-hour drive through
one state in one country of one conti-
nent. But from my house to Allen Hill,
near town, is a trip of five and a half
miles. By bicycle it takes about twenty
minutes, by car seven or eight. I've
walked it in an hour and a half. If you
turned that trip on its end, the twenty-
minute pedal past Bateman’s sandpit
and the graveyard and the waterfall
would take me to the height of Mt.
Everest—almost precisely to the point
where the air is too thin to breathe
without artificial assistance. Into that
tight space, and the layer of ozone
above it, are crammed all that is life
and all that maintains life.

This, I realize, is a far from novel
observation. I repeat it only to make
the case I made with regard to time.
The world is not as large as we intui-
tively believe—space can be as short as
time. For instance, the average Ameri-
can car driven the average American
distance—ten thousand miles—in an
average American year releases its own
weight in carbon into the atmosphere.
Imagine every car on a busy freeway
pumping a ton of carbon into the atmo-
sphere, and the sky seems less infinitely
blue.

Along with our optimistic percep-
tions of time and space, other, rela-
tively minor misunderstandings distort
our sense of the world. Consider the
American failure to convert to the met-
ric system. Like all schoolchildren of
my vintage, I spent many days listening
to teachers explain litres and me-
tres and hectares and all the other
logical units of measurement, and then
promptly forgot about it. All of us did,
except the scientists, who always use
such units. As a result, if I read that
there will be a rise of 0.8 degrees
Celsius in the temperature between
now and the year 2000, it sounds less
ominous than a rise of a degree and a
half Fahrenheit. Similarly, a ninety-
centimetre rise in sea level sounds less
ominous than a one-yard rise—and
neither of them sounds all that omi-
nous until one stops to think that over a
beach with a normal slope such a rise
would bring the ocean ninety metres
(that’s two hundred and ninety-five
feet) above its current tideline. In
somewhat the same way, the logarith-
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forming his ideas, he
(v ! concluded that my
theory also would not

} exist long.”
Arrhenius’s under-
standing of electrolyt-
ic conduction was not
his only shrug-provok-
ing new idea. As he
surveyed the first few
decades of the In-
dustrial Revolution, he
realized that man was
burning coal at an un-
precedented rate—
“evaporating our coal
mines into the air.”
Scientists already knew
4 that carbon dioxide, a
by-product of fossil-

DEATH

OF A SALESPERSON

mic scale we use to determine the acid-
ity or alkalinity of our soils and our
waters—pH—distorts reality for any-
one who doesn’t use it on a daily basis.
Normal rainwater has a pH of 5.6. But
the acidified rain that falls on Buck
Hill, behind my house, has a pH of 4.6
to 4.2, which is from ten to fourteen
times as acid as normal.

Of all such quirks, though, probably
the most significant is an accident of
the calendar: we live too close to the
year 2000. Forever we have read about
the year 2000. It has become a symbol
of the bright and distant future, when
we will ride in air cars and talk on
video phones. The year 2010 still
sounds far off, almost unreachably far
off, as if it were on the other side of a
great body of water. But 2010 is as
close as 1970—as close as the breakup
of the Beatles—and the turn of the
century is no farther in front of us than
Ronald Reagan’s election to the Presi-
dency is behind. We live in the shadow
of a number, and that makes it hard to
see the future.

Our comforting sense, then, of the
permanence of our natural world—our
confidence that it will change gradu-
ally and imperceptibly, if at all—is the
result of a subtly warped perspective.
Changes in our world which can affect
us can happen in our lifetime—not just
changes like wars but bigger and more
sweeping events. Without recognizing
it, we have already stepped over the

threshold of such a change. I believe
that we are at the end of nature.

By this I do not mean the end of the
world. The rain will still fall, and the
sun will still shine. When I say “na-
ture,” I mean a certain set of human
ideas about the world and our place in
it. But the death of these ideas begins
with concrete changes in the reality
around us, changes that scientists can
measure. More and more frequently,
these changes will clash with our per-
ceptions, until our sense of nature as
eternal and separate is finally washed
away and we see all too clearly what we
have done.

SVANTE ARrrHENIUS took his doctor-
ate at the University of Uppsala in
1884. His thesis earned him the lowest
possible grade short of outright failure.
Nineteen years later, the same thesis,
which was on the conductivity of solu-
tions, earned him a Nobel Prize. He
later explained the initial poor recep-
tion: “I came to my professor, Cleve,
whom I admired very much, and I said,
‘I have a new theory of electrical con-
ductivity as a cause of chemical reac-
tions.” He said, “T'his is very interest-
ing,” and then he said, ‘Goodbye.” He
explained to me later that he knew very
well that there are so many different
theories formed, and that they are al-
most all certain to be wrong, for after a
short time they disappeared; and there-
fore, by using the statistical manner of

fuel combustion,
trapped solar infrared
radiation that would
otherwise have been
reflected back to space.
The French polymath
Jean-Baptiste- Joseph Fourier had
speculated about the effect nearly a
century before, and had even used the
hothouse metaphor. But it was Ar-
rhenius, employing measurements of
infrared radiation from the full moon,
who did the first calculations of the
possible effects of man’s stepped-up
production of carbon dioxide. The
average global temperature, he con-
cluded, would rise as much as nine
degrees Fahrenheit if the amount
of carbon dioxide in the air doubled
from its pre-industrial level; that is,
heat waves in mid-American latitudes
would run as high as a hundred and
thirty degrees, the seas would rise sev-
eral metres, crops would wither in the
fields.

This idea floated in obscurity for a
very long time. Now and then, a scien-
tist took it up—the British physicist
G. S. Callendar speculated in the nine-
teen-thirties that rising carbon-dioxide
levels could account for the warming
of North America and northern Eu-
rope which meteorologists had begun
to observe in the eighteen-eighties. But
that warming seemed to be replaced by
a decline, beginning in the nineteen-
forties; in any case, we were too busy
creating better living through petro-
leum to be bothered with such long-
term speculation. And the few scien-
tists who did consider the matter con-
cluded that the oceans, which hold
much more carbon dioxide than the
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atmosphere, would soak up any excess
that man churned out—that the oceans
were an infinite sink down which to
pour the problem.

Then, in 1957, two scientists at the
Scripps Institution of Oceanography,
in California, Roger Revelle and Hans
Suess, published a paper in the journal
Tellus on this question of the oceans.
What they found may turn out to be
the single most important limit in an
age of limits. They found that the
conventional wisdom was wrong: the
upper layer of the oceans, where the air
and sea meet and transact their busi-
ness, would absorb less than half of the
excess carbon dioxide produced by
man. “A rather small change in the
amount of free carbon dioxide dis-
solved in seawater corresponds to a
relatively large change in the pressure
of carbon dioxide at which the oceans
and atmosphere are at equilibrium,”
they wrote. That is to say, most of the
carbon dioxide being pumped into the
air by millions of smokestacks, fur-
naces, and car exhausts would stay in
the air, where, presumably, it would
gradually warm the planet. “Human
beings are now carrying out a large-
scale geophysical experiment of a kind
that could not have happened in the
past nor be repeated in the future,”
they concluded, adding, with the mor-
bid dispassion of true scientists, that
this experiment, “if adequately docu-
mented, may yield a far-reaching in-
sight into the processes of weather and
climate.” While there are other parts
to this story—the depletion of the
ozone, acid rain, genetic engineering
—the story of the end of nature centers
on this greenhouse experiment, with
what will happen to the weather.

HEN we drill into an oil field,

we tap into a vast reservoir of
organic matter—the fossilized remains
of aquatic algae. We unbury it. When
we burn oil—or coal, or methane (nat-
ural gas)—we release its carbon into
the atmosphere in the form of carbon
dioxide. This is not pollution in the
conventional sense. Carbon monoxide
is pollution—an unnecessary by-prod-
uct; a clean-burning engine releases
less of it. But when it comes to carbon
dioxide a clean-burning engine is no
better than the motor in a Model T. It
will emit about five and a half pounds
of carbon in the form of carbon dioxide
for every gallon of gasoline it con-
sumes. In the course of about a hun-

dred years, our various engines and
industries have released a very large
portion of the carbon buried over the
last five hundred million years. It is as
if someone had scrimped and saved his
entire life and then spent everything on
one fantastic week’s debauch. In this,
if in nothing else, wrote the great bi-
ologist A. J. Lotka, “the present is
an eminently atypical epoch.” We are
living on our capital, as we began to
realize during the oil crises of the
nineteen-seventies. But it is more than
waste, more than a binge. We are
spending that capital in such a way as
to alter the atmosphere.

There has always been, at least since
the start of life, a certain amount of
carbon dioxide in the atmosphere, and
it has always trapped a certain amount
of the sun’s radiation to warm the
earth. If there were no atmospheric
carbon dioxide, our world might re-
semble Mars: it would probably be so
cold as to be lifeless. A little green-
house effect is a good thing—Ilife
thrives in its warmth. The question is:
How much? On Venus, the atmosphere
is ninety-seven per cent carbon dioxide.
As a result, it traps infrared radiation
a hundred times as efficiently as the
earth’s atmosphere, and keeps the plan-
et a toasty seven hundred degrees
warmer than the earth. The earth’s at-
mosphere is mostly nitrogen and oxy-
gen; it is only about .035 per cent car-
bon dioxide, which is hardly more than
a trace. The worries about the green-
house effect are worries about raising
that figure to .055 or .06 per cent,
which is not very much. But enough, it
turns out, to make everything different.

In 1957, when Revelle and Suess
wrote their paper, no one even knew
for certain whether carbon dioxide was
increasing. The Scripps Institution
hired a young researcher, Charles
Keeling, and he set up monitoring

stations at the South Pole and on the
side of Mauna Loa, in Hawaii, eleven
thousand feet above the Pacific. His
data soon confirmed their hypothesis:
more and more carbon dioxide was
entering the atmosphere. When the
first readings were taken, in 1958, the
atmosphere at Mauna Loa contained
about three hundred and fifteen parts
per million of carbon dioxide. Subse-
quent readings showed that each year
the amount increased, and at a steadily
growing rate. Initially, the annual in-
crease was about seven-tenths of a part
per million; in recent years, the rate has
doubled, to one and a half parts per
million. Admittedly, one and a half
parts per million sounds absurdly
small. But scientists, by drilling holes
in glaciers and testing the air trapped
in ancient ice, have calculated that the
carbon-dioxide level in the atmosphere
prior to the Industrial Revolution was
about two hundred and eighty parts per
million, and that this was as high a
level as had been recorded in the past
hundred and forty thousand years. At a
rate of one and a half parts per million
per year, the pre-Industrial Revolution
concentration of carbon dioxide would
double in the next hundred and forty
years. Since, as we have seen, carbon
dioxide at a very low level largely
determines the climate, carbon dioxide
at double that very low level, small as it
is in absolute terms, could have an
enormous effect.

And the annual increase seems
nearly certain to go higher. The essen-
tial facts are demographic and eco-
nomic, not chemical. T'he world’s pop-
ulation has more than tripled in this
century, and is expected to double, and
perhaps triple again, before reaching a
plateau in the next century. Moreover,
the tripled population has not con-
tented itself with using only three times
the resources. In the last hundred
years, industrial production has grown
fiftyfold. Four-fifths of that growth
has come since 1950, almost all of it
based on fossil fuels. In the next half
century, a United Nations commission
predicts, the planet’s thirteen-trillion-
dollar economy will grow five to ten
times larger.

These facts are almost as stubborn as
the chemistry of infrared absorption.
They mean that the world will use
more energy—two to three per cent
more a year, by most estimates. And the
largest increases may come in the use of
coal—which is bad news, since coal
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spews more carbon dioxide into the
atmosphere than any other fuel. China,
which has the world’s largest hard-
coal reserves and recently passed the
Soviet Union as the world’s largest
coal producer, has plans to almost dou-
ble coal consumption by the year 2000.
A model devised by the World Re-
sources Institute predicts that if energy
use and other contributions to carbon-
dioxide levels continue to grow very
quickly, the amount of atmospheric
carbon dioxide will have doubled from
its pre-Industrial Revolution level by
about 2040; if they grow somewhat
more slowly, as most estimates have it,
the amount will double by about 2070.
And, unfortunately, the solutions are
neither obvious nor easy. Installing
some kind of scrubber on a power-plant
smokestack to get rid of the carbon
dioxide might seem an obvious fix,
except that a system that removed
ninety per cent of the carbon dioxide
would reduce the effective capacity of
the plant by eighty per cent. One often
heard suggestion is to use more nuclear
power. But, because so much of our
energy is consumed by automobiles and
the like, even if we mustered the politi-

cal will and the economic resources to
quickly replace each of our non-nu-
clear electric plants with nuclear ones
our carbon-dioxide output would fall
by only about thirty per cent. The same
argument would apply, at least ini-
tially, to fusion or any other clean
method of producing electricity.
Burning fossil fuels is not the only
method human beings have devised to
increase the level of atmospheric car-
bon dioxide. Burning down a forest
also sends clouds of carbon dioxide into
the air. Trees and shrubby forests still
cover forty per cent of the land on
earth, but the forests have shrunk by
about a fifth since pre-agricultural
times, and the shrinkage is accelerat-
ing. In the Brazilian state of Pari, for
instance, nearly seventy thousand
square miles were deforested between
1975 and 1986; in the hundred years
preceding that decade, settlers had
cleared about seven thousand square
miles. The Brazilian government has
tried to slow the burning, but it em-
ploys fewer than nine hundred forest
wardens in an area larger than Europe.
This is not news; it is well known
that the rain forests are disappearing,
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and are taking with them a majority of
the world’s plant and animal species.
But forget for a moment that we are
losing a unique resource, a cradle of
life, irreplaceable grandeur, and so
forth. The dense, layered rain forest
contains from three to five times as
much carbon per acre as an open, dry
forest—an acre of Brazil in flames
equals between three and five acres of
Yellowstone. Deforestation currently
adds about a billion tons of carbon to
the atmosphere annually, which is
twenty per cent or more of the amount
produced by the burning of fossil fuels.
And that acre of rain forest, which has
poor soil and can support crops for only
a few years, soon turns to desert or to
pastureland. And where there’s pasture
there are cows. Cows support in their
stomachs huge numbers of anaerobic
bacteria, which break down the cellu-
lose that cows chew. That is why
cows, unlike people, can eat grass. The
bugs that digest the cellulose excrete
methane, the same natural gas we use
as fuel. And unburned methane, like
carbon dioxide, traps infrared radiation
and warms the earth. In fact, methane
is twenty times as efficient as carbon
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dioxide at warming the planet, so even
though it makes up less than two parts
per million of the atmosphere it can
have a significant effect. Though it
may come from seemingly “natural”
sources—the methanogenic bacteria—
the present huge numbers of these bac-
teria are man’s doing. Mankind owns
well over a billion head of cattle, not to
mention a large number of camels,
horses, pigs, sheep, and goats; to-
gether, they belch about seventy-three
million metric tons of methane into the
air each year—a four-hundred-and-
thirty-five-per-cent increase in the last
centur}n

We have raised the number of ter-
mites, too. Like cows, termites harbor
methanogenic bacteria, which is why
they can digest wood. We tend to think
of termites as house-wreckers, but in
most of the world they are house-
builders, erecting elaborate, rock-hard
mounds twenty or thirty feet high. If a
bulldozer razes a mound, worker ter-
mites can rebuild it in hours. Like most
animals, they seem limited only by the
supply of food. When we clear a rain
forest, all of a sudden there is dead
wood everywhere—food galore. As de-

forestation has proceeded, termite
numbers have boomed; Patrick Zim-
merman, of the National Center for
Atmospheric Research, in Boulder,
Colorado, estimates that there is more
than half a ton of termites for every
man, woman, and child on earth. Ter-
mites excrete phenomenal amounts of
methane: a single mound may give off
five litres a minute.

Researchers differ on the importance
of termites as a methane source, but
they agree about rice paddies. The
oxygenless mud of marsh bottoms has
always sheltered the methane-produc-
ing bacteria. (Methane is sometimes
known as swamp gas. ) But rice paddies
may be even more efficient; the rice
plants themselves act a little like
straws, venting as much as a hundred
and fifteen million tons of methane
annually. And rice paddies must in-
crease in number and size every year, to
feed the world’s growing population.
Then, there are landfills. T'wenty per
cent of a typical landfill is putrescible:
it rots, creating carbon dioxide and
methane. At the main New York City
landfill, on Staten Island, the methane
is pumped from under the trash
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straight to the stoves of thousands of
homes, but at most landfills it just seeps
out.

What’s more, some scientists have
begun to think that these sources by
themselves may not account for all the
methane. For one thing, an enormous
amount of methane is locked up as hy-
drates in the tundra and in the mud of
the continental shelves. These are, in
essence, methane ices; the ocean muds
alone may hold ten trillion tons of
methane. If the greenhouse effect
warms the oceans, if it begins to thaw
the permafrost, then those ices could
start to melt. Some estimates of the
potential methane release from the
ocean muds run as high as six hundred
million tons a year—an amount that
would more than double the present at-
mospheric concentration. This would
be a nasty example of a feedback loop:
warm the atmosphere and release
methane; release methane and warm
the atmosphere; and so on.

When all the sources of methane are
combined, we have done an even more
dramatic job of increasing methane
than of increasing carbon dioxide.
Samples of ice from Antarctic glaciers
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“We used to be old-fashioned. Now we’re postmodern.”

show that the concentration of meth-
ane in the atmosphere has fluctuated
between 0.3 and (.7 parts per million
for the last hundred and sixty thousand
years, reaching its highest levels dur-
ing the earth’s warmest periods. In
1987, methane composed 1.7 parts per
million of the atmosphere; that is, there
is now two and a half times as much
methane in the atmosphere as there was
at any time since the onset of the ice
age preceding the most recent one.
The level is now increasing at a rate of
one per cent a year.

Man is also pumping smaller quanti-
ties of other greenhouse gases into the
atmosphere. Nitrous oxide, the chlo-
rofluorocarbons—which are notori-
ous for their ability to destroy the plan-
et’s ozone layer—and several more all
trap warmth with greater efhiciency
than carbon dioxide. Methane and the
rest of these gases, even though their
concentrations are small, will together
account for fifty per cent of the pro-
jected greenhouse warming. They are
as much of a problem as carbon diox-
ide. And as all these compounds warm
the atmosphere it will be able to hold
more water vapor—itself a potent
greenhouse gas. The British Meteoro-

logical Office calculates that this extra
water vapor will warm the earth two-
thirds as much as the carbon dioxide
alone.

OST discussion of the green-
house gases rushes immediately
to their future consequences, without
pausing to let the simple fact of what
has already happened sink in: the air
around us—even where it’s clean, and
smells like spring, and is filled with
birds—is significantly changed. We
have substantially altered the earth’s
atmosphere.

That said, the question of what this
new atmosphere means must arise. The
direct effects are unnoticeable. Anyone
who lives indoors breathes carbon di-
oxide at a level several times the atmo-
spheric concentration without suffer-
ing any harm; the federal government
limits industrial workers to a chronic
exposure of five thousand parts per
million, or almost fifteen times the
current atmospheric level. A hundred
years from now, a child at recess will
still breathe far less carbon dioxide
than a child in a classroom. This,
however, is only mildly good news.
Changes in the atmosphere will change
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the weather, and that will change re-
cess. I'he weather—the temperature,
the amount of rainfall, the speed of the
wind—will change. The chemistry of
the atmosphere may seem an abstrac-
tion, a text written in a foreign lan-
guage. But its translation into the
weather of New York and Cincinnati
and San Francisco will change the life
of each of us.

Theories about the effects all begin
with an estimate of expected warming.
The wave of concern that began with
Revelle and Suess’s article and Keel-
ing’s Mauna Loa and South Pole data
has led to the development of complex
computer models of the entire globe.
The models agree that when, as has
been predicted, carbon dioxide (or
the equivalent combination of carbon
dioxide and other greenhouse gases)
doubles from the pre-Industrial Revo-
lution level, the average global temper-
ature will increase, and that the in-
crease will be one and a half to five and
a half degrees Celsius, or three to ten
degrees Fahrenheit. Perhaps the most
famous of these computer models has
been constructed by James Hansen and
his colleagues at the National Aero-
nautics and Space Administration’s
Goddard Institute for Space Studies.
Even though it remains a rough simu-
lation of the real world, they have
improved it to the point where they are
willing to forecast not just the effects of
a doubling of carbon dioxide but the
incremental effects along the way—
that is, not just the forecast for 2050
but the one for 2000.

Take Dallas, for instance. Accord-
ing to Hansen’s calculations, the
doubled level of gases would increase
the annual number of days with tem-
peratures above 100°F. from nineteen
to seventy-eight. On sixty-eight days,
as opposed to the current four, the
nighttime temperature wouldn’t fall
below 80°F. A hundred and sixty-two
days a year—half the year, essentially
—the temperature would top 90°F.
New York City would have forty-eight
days a year above the ninety-degree
mark, up from fifteen at present. And
so on. This would clearly change the
world as we know it. One of Hansen’s
colleagues told reporters, “It reaches a
hundred and twenty degrees in Phoe-
nix now. Will people still live there
if it’s a hundred and thirty degrees!
A hundred and forty?” (And such
heat waves are possible even if the av-
erage global increase, figured over a
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year, is only a couple of degrees, since
any average conceals huge swings.)
These changes, Hansen and his col-
leagues said in a paper published last
fall in the Journal of Geophysical Re-
search, should begin to be obvious to
the man in the street by the early
nineteen-nineties; that is, the odds of a
very hot summer will, thanks to the
greenhouse effect, become better than
even beginning now.

In recent years, there have, of
course, been any number of doom-
laden prophecies that haven’t come
true—oil is selling at eighteen dollars a
barrel, half its price just a few years
ago. Is the warming theory valid? The
obvious way to check is to measure the
temperature and see if it’s going up.
But this is easier said than done. In the
first place, the warming doesn’t show
up immediately. The oceans can hold a
lot of heat; the warming so far may be
stored there, ready to re-radiate out to
the atmosphere, the way the sun’s heat
is held through the night by a rock.
This “thermal lag” may be as little as
ten years, as much as a hundred. And
when you check the thermometers it
won’t do to measure only a few places

for only a few years, because climate is
“noisy”’—full of random fluctuations.
(If you had spent this summer in Thuc-
son, for example, you would have been
sure that something was happening:
the city set forty-seven high-tempera-
ture records. New York, by contrast,
has had fairly normal summer temper-
atures.) To find what climatologists
call the “warming signal® through the
static of naturally cold and hot years
requires an enormous effort. T'wo such
studies have been done—one by Han-
sen and his NASA colleagues, the other
at the University of East Anglia. The
studies reach back to 1880, when scien-
tists first began systematic weather
observations. To find truly global
averages, they include readings from
thousands of land-based and shipboard
monitoring stations. Both studies con-
clude that the earth’s temperature in-
creased a little more than a degree
Fahrenheit from 1880 to 1980. This
is consistent with what most of the
greenhouse models indicate. Updates of
both studies show that the four warm-
est years on record occurred in the
nineteen-eighties; the rise is accelerat-
ing as more gases enter the air, just as
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the models indicate. The British study
lists the six warmest years on record as
(in descending order) 1988, 1987,
1983, 1981, 1980, and 1986.

In 1988, the American drought hit
the heart of the Grain Belt, where most
of the nation’s and much of the world’s
food is grown. It followed a dry fall
and winter, so its effects were quickly
evident; the Mississippi River, for ex-
ample, sank to its lowest level since
1872, when the Navy began taking
measurements. And just about the time
that the pictures on television began to
grab everyone’s attention it got very,
very hot in the urban East, where those
in the government and the media estab-
lishment, among others, have their
homes. It happened that in late June,
as the anxiety intensified—newscasters
telling us that the next two weeks were
crucial for corn pollination, meteor-
ologists issuing pessimistic sixty-day
forecasts—the Senate Committee on
Energy and Natural Resources held a
hearing on the greenhouse effect. It
was actually the second part of the
hearing. Part I had been held the pre-
vious November, when, according to
the Louisiana Democrat J. Bennett
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Johnston, the senators listened with
“concern” as they were told that one
expected result of the greenhouse effect
would be a drying of the Midwest and
the Southeast. But now, “as we ex-
perience a-hundred-and-one-degree
temperatures in Washington, D.C.,
and [reduced] soil moisture across the
Midwest is ruining the soybean crops,
the corn crops, the cotton crops,” Sen-
ator Johnston said, concern was giving
way to “alarm.” Several of the senators
said that they had already read the
report of Dr. Hansen, the chief wit-
ness, and predicted that it would startle
listeners. Hansen’s report, Dale Bump-
ers, of Arkansas, said, should be ‘“‘cause
for headlines in every newspaper in
America tomorrow morning.” As it
turned out, he was not exaggerating.
Hansen testified that he was ready to
state that the warming signal was
beginning to emerge above the noise of
normal weather, that there was only a
one per cent chance that the tempera-
ture increases seen in the last few years
were accidental, and that we now lived
in the greenhouse world.

It was a claim no other established
scientist had made—
certainly not one on a
government payroll.
The reaction was
much as the senators
had expected. The
next day’s Tismes, for
instance, ran a story at
the top of the front
page under the head-
line “GLOBAL WARM-
ING HAS BEGUN, EX-
PERT TELLS SENATE.”
The message was fi-
nally getting across,
nearly a century after
Arrhenius and three
decades after Revelle
and Suess. But the heat
of the day may have
been a mixed blessing;
though it focussed
everyone’s attention on
the issue, it also led
most people to think
that what Hansen had
said was that the heat
and drought of 1988
WEre greenh{}use—re—
lated. Strictly speak-
ing, that is not what he
had testified to. “It is
not possible to blame a
specific heat wave or

drought on the greenhouse effect,” he
said—and, indeed, some experts think
that the drought and heat of 1988 were
mainly the result of a fluctuation of
tropical ocean currents which steered
the North American jet stream, with
its cargo of rainstorms, north of the
Great Plains.

What we can blame the carbon diox-
ide and the methane for is a longer-
range pattern. Even if the summer of
1988 had been cool and damp, even if
there had been mushrooms growing in
the wheat fields of Kansas, Hansen
would have said the same thing. What
had convinced him was not the devas-
tation in the Midwest or the misery in
the Eastern cities but the numbers that
his computer kept spitting at him.
“There are two time scales to con-
sider,” he explained, some months after
giving his testimony. “One is the last
three complete decades, for which the
natural variability in temperature has
been calculated—it is about point
thirteen degrees Celsius. This coin-
cides roughly with the thirty years for
which we have precise measurements
of carbon dioxide and other gases.

[COFFEE-TABLE KIDS' BooKS]

And our readings show that the global
mean temperature has risen about point
four degrees in the three-decade pe-
riod. The other is the larger record—
the observations back to the eighteen-
eighties. Over that period, there’s been
about a point-six-degree-Celsius rise.
Now, over a longer period there’s also
more natural variability—sources like
fluctuations in solar activity, deep
ocean circulation, and so forth.” The
standard deviation over the longer pe-
riod, he noted, was about .2°C. So in
both cases Hansen’s observed rise was
almost exactly three times the standard
deviation. “There’s no magic point
where you pick out the signal,” he said.
“But when it gets to three sigma—
when it gets to three times the standard
deviation—you’re getting to a level
where it’s unlikely to be an accidental
warming.”

Some recent studies tend to agree
with Hansen’s conclusion that the
warming has already begun: precipita-
tion appears to have increased above 35
degrees north latitude and decreased
below it since the early nineteen-fifties,
for instance—a result anticipated in
the greenhouse models.
And some investiga-
tors have found a “vari-
able but widespread”

warming of the Alas-
kan permafrost, which
changes temperature
much more slowly than
the air and thus may
provide a better record.

But not all scien-
tists—not even all
those committed to the
greenhouse theory—
believe that the warm-
ing has already begun.
Hansen, though well
respected, is out on a
limb, if a fairly stout
one. Some have taken
issue with his use of
statistics, and others
with his outspoken-
ness. At a workshop
on global warming
at Amherst College
this spring, the assem-
bled climatologists
concluded that while
it was ‘“‘tempting to
attribute’” the recent
warm years to the
greenhouse effect
“such an attribution
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Not easily pleased. In other words, they
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cannot now be made with any degree of
confidence.” Stephen Schneider, a se-
nior scientist at the National Center for
Atmospheric Research and a longtime
proponent of the greenhouse theory,
offers a gambler’s analogy: the warm
years of the nineteen-eighties, he says,
are not “proof” of a warming any more
than a dealer’s drawing four aces
“proves” that he’s dealing from the
bottom of the deck. “Different tastes
cause some people to accept the reality
of a hypothesized climatic change at a
low signal-to-noise ratio, whereas
others might not believe in the reality of
the change until a large signal has per-
sisted for a very long time,” Schneider
told the Senate two months after Han-
sen testified. ““Quite simply, accepting
any particular signal-to-noise ratio as
‘proof’ of global warming reflects the
personal judgment of the investigator.”

Kenneth Watt, a professor of zool-
ogy and environmental studies at the
University of California at Davis, says
that studies such as Hansen’s fail to
correct enough for the ‘‘urban-heat-
island effect’””—a phenomenon well
known to meteorologists, in which, as
cities grow up around ther-
mometers, concrete and
exhaust skew readings.
There’s also no guarantee
that other factors—solar
flares, perhaps, which coin-
cide with both warming
and cooling trends, or the
strong El Nino current of
recent years—aren’t skew-
ing the readings. Last Jan-
uary, 1'im Barnett, a cli-
matologist at Scripps, cor-
rectly forecast much cooler
low-latitude temperatures
for the first part of this year
as a result of “La Nina,” a
tropical “‘cold event” that
is the opposite of El1 Nino.
During the summer of
1988, in some parts of the
ocean off equatorial South
America the water temper-
ature dropped 7°F. Hansen
saw the dip in his computer
data, and he agrees that it
may make this year’s over-
all readings go down. “But
such things are bumps,” he
says.

But few of the objections
are to the theory as a whole.
Everyone in the scientific
community agrees that

carbon dioxide is on the rise, and al-
most everyone believes that the rise
cannot help having some effect. An oc-
casional scientist says that the onset of
the effect may be delayed as much as
forty years, but this is considerably
different from dismissing it. Last May,
Hansen returned to Capitol Hill to tell
the Senate’s Science, Technology, and
Space Subcommittee that his studies
showed a definite danger of future
drought. The White House tried to
alter his testimony, arguing that, in the
words of the Presidential press secre-
tary, Marlin Fitzwater, ‘‘there are
many points of view on the global-
warming issue.” But Fitzwater didn’t
cite any studies undercutting Hansen’s,
and the same day Stephen Schneider
assured the subcommittee that “there is
virtually no scientific controversy”
over the contention that more carbon
dioxide in the atmosphere will produce
higher temperatures. “That’s not a
speculative theory,” he said.

HERE is debate, though, over
the question of what will happen
as the heating begins. A large-scale
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change in the climate will set off a
series of other changes, and while some
of these would make the problem
worse, others might lessen it. Skeptics
are inclined to argue that the warming
will trigger some natural compensatory
brake. S. Fred Singer, a professor of
environmental sciences at the Univer-
sity of Virginia, has assumed a part-
time role as greenhouse curmudgeon,
expressing his doubts to reporters and
on various Op-Ed pages. He grants
that the earth’s temperature should in-
crease “provided that all other factors
remain the same.” But, he says, they
won’t. “For example, as oceans warm
and more water vapor enters the atmo-
sphere, the greenhouse effect will in-
crease somewhat, but so should cloudi-
ness—which can keep out incoming
solar radiation and thereby reduce the
warming.” There are other possibili-
ties. “The feedbacks are enormously
complicated,” Michael MacCracken,
of the Lawrence Livermore National
Laboratory, in California, told T7me in
1987. “It’s like a Rube Goldberg
machine in the sense of the number
of things that interact in order to tip
the world into fire or ice.”

The computer models
have tried to incorporate
such factors. In some cases,
Hansen admits, we simply
don’t have enough knowl-
edge to make more than
educated guesses; the behav-
ior of the oceans is some-
thing of a wild card, and
so are the clouds. (The
difficulty of estimating
cloud feedback is a major
reason that most warming
predictions are expressed as
a range of temperatures,
and not as a single num-
ber.) But almost every
doubt is double-edged.
Low-level stratocumulus
clouds reflect a lot of solar
radiation and might tend to
cool the earth. Monsoon
clouds, on the other hand,
are long and thin, and let
in the sun’s heat while
preventing its escape. Han-
sen’s work suggests that
the over-all effect of clouds
will be to increase the
warming.

A variety of other feed-
back effects have also been
identified and tallied
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up. For instance, every surface has an
albedo—a degree to which it reflects
light. A polar ice cap, or a white shirt,
has a high albedo—a large proportion
of the sun’s rays are reflected back into
space. If the ice is replaced by dark-
blue ocean, more heat will be absorbed.
Tropical rain forests absorb a lot of
heat now; if they turn to deserts, these
deserts will reflect heat. The feedbacks
are products of the warming signal,
and are distinct from phenomena that
always have affected and always will
affect temperature—volcanoes, say,
which can throw up so much
dust that it acts as a veil, or
El Ninos, or solar flares. In
any event, the warming esti-
mates provided by the comput-
er models are not worst-case
scenarios. They are the mid-
dle ground. Stephen Schneider
told the Senate energy com-

mittee last year that it was |
“‘equally likely” that the warm-

ing forecasts were too low as that they
were too high.

Some of the potential feedbacks are
so enormous that they may someday
make us almost forget what originally
caused the greenhouse warming.
Twenty thousand years ago, the land
that surrounds my house in the Adi-
rondacks was covered by glaciers that
had spread slowly down from Canada,
and eventually retreated there. As the
ice disappeared, “the fierce ruthlessness
of nature gave way to a benevolent
mood,” in the words of a local writer.
“Rains came over the years to chasten
the harshness of the landscape. The
startling gaping holes in the earth were
filled with crystal-clear water. Soft
green foliage came to clothe the naked
rock-hewn slopes.” This was a slow
process, and is even now incomplete—
some plant and animal species are still
migrating up here. Great forests rose
on the glacial till and soon created
more soil for greater forests, and so on
—a process that was first interrupted
a couple of hundred years ago, when
men began cutting down most of the
Adirondack woods. But this interrup-
tion was only temporary; just before the
turn of this century, New York State,
in an early burst of environmental con-
sciousness, began buying huge tracts of
land in the Adirondacks and stipulat-
ing that they be “forever kept as wild”
—off limits to loggers and real-estate
developers alike. As a result, this area,
though still threatened, is a happy
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exception—a reforested, replenished
zone, a second-chance wilderness.

But the trees that live here don’t do
so because of the laws; they do so
because of the climate. They have
slowly marched north as the climate
warmed since the end of the last ice
age, and if it continued slowly warm-
ing they would slowly keep marching;
the convoy of pines might march right
out of here, and the mass of hardwoods
found in lower Appalachian latitudes
might march in to replace them. But
before we get too used to this marching
metaphor it is worth recalling
that trees are rooted in the
ground; forests move only by
the slow growth of new trees
along their edges. In a year, a
forest moves, naturally, a half
mile at most. Which is fine,
if that’s how slowly the climate
is changing. The computer
models, however, project an in-
crease in average global temper-
ature as high as one degree Fahrenheit
per decade. An increase of one degree
in average global temperature moves
the climatic zone some thirty-five to
fifty miles north. So if the temperature
increases one degree per decade the for-
est surrounding my home would be due
at the Canadian border by 2020, which
is just about the time that we’d be
expecting the trees from a hundred
miles south to start arriving. They
won’t—nhalf a mile a year is as fast as
forests move. The trees outside my
window will still be there, but they’ll
be dead or dying.

Eventually, perhaps within a few
decades, forests—or, at least, scrub bet-
ter adapted to the new conditions—
will replace the forests that expired.
But in the meantime those dead forests
will release tremendous amounts of
carbon to the atmosphere. Last year’s
Yellowstone fires released carbon
amounting to 2.8 per cent of this coun-
try’s annual emissions from fossil fuels;
that is, in a dozen weeks, on only
about a million and a half acres, the
fires released as much carbon as ten
days’ worth of driving, home heating,
factory production, motorboating, and
so on. The world’s forests, plants, and
soil (which gives up its carbon much
more rapidly as trees die) contain more
than two trillion tons of carbon, proba-
bly more than a third of it in the middle
and high latitudes. By contrast, the
atmosphere at present contains only
about seven hundred and fifty billion
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tons. So even a fairly small change in
the forests could substantially increase
the amount of carbon dioxide in the
atmosphere, intensifying the warming,

This vast decline, this forest “die-
back,” is not some distant proposition.
A 1988 study issued by the World
Meteorological Organization and the
United Nations Environmental Pro-
gram found that, given a fairly rapid
warming, “reproductive failure and
forest dieback is estimated to begin
between 2000 and 2050.” A University
of Virginia study predicts what
Michael Oppenheimer, of the Envi-
ronmental Defense Fund, calls “bio-
mass crashes” in the pine forests of the
southeastern United States over the
next forty years if the warming contin-
ues. Last September, James Hansen
told reporters that the birch trees and
many of the evergreens of the North-
east ““may have a hard time surviving,
even in the next ten to twenty years.”
There are signs—frightening signs—
that some of the feedback loops are
starting to kick in. In May, George
Woodwell, a biologist at the Woods
Hole Research Center, told the Sen-
ate’s science-and-technology subcom-
mittee that the annual one-and-a-half-
parts-per-million increase in atmo-
spheric carbon dioxide seemed to have
surged upward in the last eighteen
months to two and a half parts per
million, “I’m suggesting that the
warming of the earth is increasing the
decay of organic matter,” he said, add-
ing that such an event had not been
worked into the computer climate
models—in other words, their esti-
mates of future warming might well
be too low.

For the moment, though, forget
about the higher temperatures and the
dead trees and the other effects. The
physical consequences of increasing the
level of carbon dioxide will be stagger-
ing, but no more staggering than the
simple fact of what we have already
done. Carbon-dioxide levels have gone
up significantly, and globally. Elevated
levels can be measured far from indus-
try and miles above the ground. And
the changes are irrevocable. They are
not possibilities, They cannot be wished
away, and they cannot be legislated
away, To prevent them, we would
have had to clean up our collective act
many decades ago. We have done this
ourselves—by driving our cars, run-
ning our factories, clearing our forests,
growing our rice, turning on our air-
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conditioners. In the years since the
Civil War, and especially in the years
since the Second World War, we have
changed the atmosphere—changed it
enough so that the climate will change
dramatically, Most of the major events
of human history gradually lose their
meaning: wars that seemed at the time
all-important are now a series of dates
that schoolchildren don’t even try to
remember; great feats of engineering
crumble in the desert. But now the way
of life of one part of the world in one
half century is altering every inch and
every hour of the planet.

MOST mornings, I hike up the hill
outside my back door. Within a
hundred yards, the woods swallow me
up, and there is nothing to remind
me of human society—no trash, no
stumps, no fences, not even a real path.
Looking out from the high places,
you can’t see road or house; it is a
world apart from man. But once in
a while someone will be cutting wood
farther down the valley, and the snarl
of a chain saw will fill the woods.
It is harder these days to get caught
up in the timelessness of the forest,
for man is nearby. The sound of
the chain saw doesn’t blot out all the
noises of the forest, or drive the ani-
mals away, but it does drive away the
feeling that you are in another, sepa-
rate, wild sphere.

Now that we have changed the most
basic forces around us, the noise of that
chain saw will always be in the woods.
We have changed the atmosphere, and
that is changing the weather. The
temperature and the rainfall are no
longer entirely the work of some un-
civilizable force but instead are in part
a product of our habits, our economies,
our ways of life. Even in the most
remote wilderness, where the strictest
laws forbid the felling of a single tree,
the sound of that saw will be clear, and
a walk in the woods will be changed by
its whine. The world outdoors will
mean the same thing as the world
indoors, the hill the same thing as the
house. An idea can become extinct, just
like an animal or a plant. The idea in
this case is “nature”—the wild prov-
ince, the world apart from man, under
whose rules he was born and died. We
have not ended rainfall or sunlight.
The wind still blows—but not from
some other sphere, some inhuman
place. It is too early to tell exactly how
much harder the wind will blow, how
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much hotter the sun will shine. That is
for the future. But their meaning has
already changed.

The argument that nature is ended
is complex; profound objections to it
are possible, and I will try to answer
them. But to understand what is end-
Ing requires some attention to the past.
Not the ancient past, not the big bang
or the primal soup—the European ex-
ploration of the New World is far
enough back, since it is man’s idea of
nature that is important to this discus-
sion, and it was in response to that
wild country that much of our modern
notion of nature developed. North
America was not unaltered by man
when the Europeans arrived, but its
previous occupants had treated it fairly
well. Most of it was still wilderness
on the eve of the Revolution, when
William Bartram, one of America’s
first professional naturalists, set out
from his native Philadelphia to tour
the South. Though some of the land
through which he travelled had been
settled (he spent a number of nights on
plantations), the settlement was sparse,
and the fields of indigo and rice gave
way quickly to wilderness—not the
dark and forbidding wilderness of Eu-
ropean fairy tales but a blooming,
humming, fertile paradise. Every page
of his diary of the journey through
“North & South Carolina, Georgia,
East & West Florida, the Cherokee
Country, the Extensive Territories of
the Muscogulges, or Creek Confeder-
acy, and the Country of the Chactaws”
shouts of the fecundity, the profligacy,
of that fresh land: “I continued several
miles [over] verdant swelling knolls,
profusely productive of flowers and fra-
grant strawberries, their rich juice dye-
ing my horse’s feet and ankles.” When
he stops for dinner, he picks a wild
orange, and stews a fresh-caught trout
in its juice over his fire.

Whatever direction he struck off in,
Bartram found vigorous beauty. His
diary brims over with the grand Latin
binomials of a thousand plants and
animals (Kalmia latifolia, “snowy
mantled” Philadelphus inodorus, Pinus
sylvestris, Populus tremula, Rheum
rhaponticum, Magnolia grandifiora)
and also with the warm common names
—the bank martin, the water wagtail,
the mountain cock, the chattering
plover, the bumblebee. But the roll call

" of his adjectives is even more indicative

of his mood. In the account of a single
evening, he musters fruitful, fragrant,
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sylvan (twice), moderately warm, ex-
ceeding pleasant, charming, fine, joy-
ful, most beautiful, pale gold, golden,
russet, silver (twice), ultramarine, vel-
vet-black, orange, prodigious, gilded,
delicious, harmonious, soothing, tune-
ful, sprightly, elevated, cheerful
(twice), high and airy, brisk and cool,
clear, sweet, and healthy. And where
he can’t see, he imagines marvels: the
fish disappearing into subterranean
streams, ‘‘where, probably, they are
separated from each other, by innumer-
able paths, or secret rocky avenues; and
after encountering various obstacles,
and beholding new and unthought-of
scenes of pleasure and disgust, after
many days absence from the surface of
the world emerge again from the
dreary vaults, and appear exulting in
gladness, and sporting in the transpar-
ent waters of some far distant lake.”
But he is no Disney—this is no “Fan-
tasia.” He is a scientist recording his
observations, and words like ““cheer-
ful” and “sweet” seem to be technical
descriptions of the untouched world in
which he wandered.

This sort of joy in the natural world
was not a literary convention, a given.
Much of literature regarded wilderness
as ugly and crude until the Romantic
movement of the late eighteenth cen-
tury; Andrew Marvell, for one, re-
ferred to mountains as “ill-designed
excrescences.” This silliness changed
into a new silliness with the Roman-
tics. Chateaubriand’s immensely popu-
lar “Atala’ describes the American
wilderness as full of bears “drunk with
grapes, and reeling on the branches of
the elm trees.” But the rapturous fever
took on a healthier aspect in this coun-
try. Most of the pioneers, to be sure,
saw a buffalo as something to hunt, a
forest as something to cut down, a flock
of passenger pigeons as a call for heavy
artillery (farmers would bring their
hogs to feed on the carcasses raining
down in the slaughter), but there were
always a good many—even, or es-
pecially, among the hunters and log-
gers—who recognized and described
the beauty and order of this early
time.

Of a thousand examples, my favorite
single description comes from George
Catlin, who travelled the frontier in
the eighteen-thirties to paint the por-
traits of American Indians. In his
journal he describes a valley, “far
more beautiful than could have been
imagined by mortal man,” in which he
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spent the night on a ride north from
Fort Gibson to the Missouri River:

An enchanting little lawn of five or six
acres, on the banks of a cool and rippling
stream, that was alive with fish; and every
now and then, a fine brood of young ducks,
just old enough for delicious food, and too
unsophisticated to avoid an easy and sim-
ple death. This little lawn was surrounded
by bunches and copses of the most luxuri-
ant and picturesque foliage, consisting of
lofty bois d’arcs and elms, spreading out
their huge branches, as if offering protec-
tion to the rounded groups of cherry and
plum-trees that supported festoons of
grapevines, with their purple clusters that
hung in the most tempting manner over
the green carpet that was everywhere
decked out with wild flowers, of all tints
and of various sizes, from the modest wild
sun-flowers, with their thousand tall and
drooping heads, to the lilies that stood,
and the violets that crept beneath them.
... The wild deer... were repeatedly ris-
ing from their quiet lairs, and bounding
out, and over the graceful swells of the
prairies which hemmed it in.

If this passage had a little number at
the start of each sentence, it could be
Genesis; it sticks in my mind as a base-
line, a reminder of where we began.

Such visions of the world as it ex-
isted outside human history became
scarcer with each year that passed. By
1929, when Bob Marshall, a co-found-
er of the Wilderness Society, set off to
explore Alaska’s Brooks Range, every
stretch of the lower forty-eight had
been visited, mapped, and named. Each
day of his trek brought eight, ten, a
dozen ridges and streams and peaks
under his eye, and hence into human
history:

We discovered that Clear River
emerged from none of the three gorges we
had imagined, but from a hidden valley
which turned almost at right angles to the
east. I cannot convey in words my feeling
in finding this broad valley lying there, just
as fresh and untrammelled as at the dawn
of geological eras hundreds of millions of
years ago. Nor is there any adequate way
of describing the scenery....I could
mention dozens of thousand-foot sheer
precipices; I could liken the wvalley to a
Yosemite without waterfalls, but with
rock domes beside which the world-
renowned Half Dome would be trivial—
yet with all that, I would not have con-
veyed the sense of the continuous, exulting
feeling of immensity. ... Best of all it was
fresh—gloriously fresh. At every step there
was the exhilarating feeling of breaking
new ground. There were no musty signs of

human occupation. This, beyond a doubt,
was an unbeaten path,

Marshall was very nearly the last
person to see any part of this continent
unpolluted even by the knowledge that
someone had been there before. His
explorations were a last echo of the
journeys of discovery that had marked
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an earlier epoch. It is hard for us to
believe that only a hundred and twenty
years ago the valley of the Colorado
River—the Grand Canyon—was a
blank spot on maps of the Southwest,
or that fifty years before that the
Rockies were a rumor among white
men. When Thoreau climbed Mt,
Katahdin, in 1846, he could list the
five white men who had preceded him
to the peak. “I am reminded by my
journey how exceedingly new this
country still is,”” Thoreau wrote.
“Those Maine woods differ essentially
from ours [in Concord]. There you
are never reminded that the wilderness
which you are threading is, after all,
some villager’s familiar wood-lot,
some widow’s thirds, from which her
ancestors have sledded fuel for genera-
tions, minutely described in some old
deed.” Nowadays, Katahdin, though
preserved as a park, is so jammed with
climbers that the authorities must limit
their number; sometimes several hun-
dred people are at the summit at once.
On a holiday weekend, the trail up Mt.
Marcy, the Adirondacks’ highest peak,
is like Macy’s escalators with a heavy
balsam scent.

Over time, though, we’ve reconciled
ourselves to the idea that we’ll not be
the first up any hill. The wonder of
nature does not depend on its freshness.
The Grand Canyon is so grand that
we don’t mind not being the first people
to see it. But still we feel the need for
pristine places. We have legislated wil-
derness, set aside big tracts of land
where, in the words of the federal
statute, “the earth and its community
of life are untrammelled by man.”
Even if we don’t visit them, they mat-
ter to us. The Arctic National Wild-
life Refuge, on Alaska’s northern
shore, is reached by just a few hundred
people a year, but it has a vivid life in
the minds of many more, who are upset
that oil companies want to drill there.
They are upset not only because it
might harm the caribou but because
here is a vast space free of roads and
buildings and antennas—a blank spot.

When Rachel Carson wrote “Silent
Spring,” she was able to find some
parts of the Arctic still untouched—no
DDT in the fish, the beaver, the be-
luga, the caribou, the moose, the polar
bear, the walrus. The cranberries, the
salmonberries, and the wild rhubarb
all tested clean, though two snowy
owls, probably as a result of their mi-
grations, carried small amounts of the
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pesticide, as did fat samples from sev-
eral Eskimos who had been away to the
hospital in Anchorage. In other words,
as pervasive a problem as DDT was
and is, one could always imagine that
somewhere a place existed free of its
taint. (And, largely as a result of Car-
son’s book, there are more and more
such places.) As pervasive and growing
as the problem of acid rain surely is, at
the moment places still exist with a
rainfall of an acceptable pH. And if we
wished to stop acid rain we could:
experimenters have raised tents over
groves of trees to demonstrate that if
the acid bath ceases a forest will return
to normal. Even the radiation from an
event as nearly universal as the explo-
sion at the Chernobyl nuclear power
plant has begun to fade, and Scan-
dinavians can once more eat some of
the vegetables they grow. The idea
of wildness, then, can survive most of
man’s destruction of nature. If the
ground is dusty and trodden, we look at
the sky; if the sky is smoggy, we travel
to some place where it’s clear; if we
can’t travel to some place where it’s
clear, we imagine ourselves in Alaska
or Australia or some other place where
it 1s, and that works nearly as well.
Nature is durable in our imaginations.
The idea of wildness has outlasted the
exploration of the entire globe. Stand-
ing in the middle of a grimy English
mill town, George Orwell reflected,
“In spite of hard trying, man has not
yet succeeded in doing his dirt every-
where. The earth is so vast and still so
empty that even in the filthy heart of
civilization you find fields where the
grass is green instead of grey; perhaps
if you looked for them you might even
find streams with live fish in them
instead of salmon tins.”

But now the basis of that faith is lost.
The idea of nature will not survive the
new, global pollution—the carbon di-
oxide and the methane and the like.
This new rupture with nature is differ-
ent both in scope and in kind from
salmon tins in an English stream. We
have deprived nature of its indepen-
dence, and that is fatal to its meaning.
Nature’s independence is its meaning.

If you travel by plane and dog team
and snowshoe to the farthest corner of
the Arctic and it is a mild summer day,
you will not know whether the temper-
ature is what it is “supposed” to be or
whether you are standing in the equiv-
alent of a heated room. If the wind is
howling and the temperature is twenty
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below, might it otherwise be forty be-
low? Since most of us get to the North
Pole only in our minds, our situation is
more like this: if, in July, there’s a heat
wave in London, it won’t be a natural
phenomenon. It will be a man-made
phenomenon—an amplification of what
nature intended, or a total invention.
Or it might be a man-made phenome-
non, which amounts to the same thing.
The storm that could have snapped the
hot spell may never form, or may veer
off in some other direction—not by the
laws of nature but by the laws of nature
as rewritten by man. If the sun feels
sweet on the back of your neck, well,
that’s fine, but it isn’t nature. What has
happened is the extinction of summer
and its replacement with something
else that will be called “summer.”
This new summer will retain some of
the season’s relative characteristics—it
will be hotter than the rest of the year,
for instance, and it will be the time of
year when crops grow—but it will not
be summer, just as even the best pros-
thesis is not a leg. Those “record
highs” and “record lows” that the
weathermen are always talking about
are meaningless now. They imply a
connection between the past and the
present which doesn’t exist. And, of
course, climate determines an enormous
amount of the rest of nature—where
the forests stop and the tundra or the
prairies begin, where the rain falls and
where the arid deserts squat, where the
wind blows strong and steady, where
the glaciers form, how fast the lakes
evaporate, and how high the seas rise,

About half a mile from my house,
right at the head of a small lake, the
town has installed a street light. It is
the only one for miles, and it is a good
thing that it is there; without it, a car
or two each summer would miss the
turn and end up in the drink, Still, it
intrudes on the dark. Most of the year,
once the summer people have left, there
is not another light to be seen. On a
starry night, the Milky Way stands out
like a marquee; on a cloudy night, you
can walk in pitch-black darkness, un-
able to see even the dog trotting at your
side. But then, around a bend, there is
the street lamp, breaking up the feeling
of the night. And now it is as if we had
put a huge lamp in the sky and cast that
same prosaic light everywhere.

E will have a hard time ac-
cepting this new state of affairs.
Even the most far-seeing naturalists of
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an earlier day failed to comprehend
that the atmosphere, the climate,
could be dramatically altered. Tho-
reau, complaining about the log-
ging that eventually destroyed almost
every stand of virgin timber between
the Atlantic and the Mississippi, said
that soon the East “would be so bald
that every man would have to grow
whiskers to hide its nakedness, but,
thank God, the sky was safe.” And
John Muir, the Scottish-born explorer
of Yosemite, wrote one day in his
diary, about following a herd of graz-
ing sheep through the valley, “Thou-
sands of feet trampling leaves and flow-
ers, but in this mighty wilderness they
seem but a feeble band, and a thousand
gardens will escape their blighting
touch. They cannot hurt the trees,
though some of the seedlings suffer,
and should the woolly locusts be
greatly multiplied, as on account of
dollar value they are likely to be, then
the forests, too, may in time be de-
stroyed. Only the sky will then be
safe.”” George Perkins Marsh, the first
modern environmentalist, who knew
over a century ago that cutting down
forests was a disastrous idea, wrote,
“The revolutions of the seasons, with
their alternations of temperature, and
of length of day and night, the climate
of different zones, and the general con-
dition and movements of the atmo-
sphere and the seas, depend upon causes
for the most part cosmical, and, of
course, wholly beyond our control.”

Even as it dawns on us what we have
done, there will be plenty of opportu-
nity to forget—at least, for a while—
that anything has changed. It isn’t
natural beauty that is ended; in the
same way that smog breeds spectacular
sunsets, there may be new, unimagined
beauties. What will change is the
meaning that beauty carries, for when
we look at a sunset we see, or think we
see, many things beyond a particular
arrangement of orange and purple and
rose.

It is also true that this is not the first
huge rupture in the globe’s history.
Some thirty times since the earth
formed, “planetesimals” at least ten
miles in diameter and travelling at
sixty times the speed of sound have
crashed into the earth, releasing per-
haps a thousand times as much energy
as would be liberated by the explosion
of all present stocks of nuclear weap-
ons; such events, some scientists say,
may have destroyed up to ninety per
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cent of all living organisms. Ice ages
have come and gone. On a larger scale,
the sun has steadily increased its
brightness, growing nearly thirty per
cent more luminous since life on earth
began, forcing that life to keep forever
scrambling to stay ahead (a race it will
eventually lose, though not for some
billions of years). Or consider an
example more closely resembling the
sharp divide we have now crossed.
About two billion years ago, the spread
of a particular kind of cyanobacteria
caused, in short order, an increase in
atmospheric oxygen from one part in a
million to one part in five—that is,
from one-ten-thousandth of a per cent
to twenty-one per cent, Compared with
that, the increase in carbon dioxide
from two hundred and eighty to five
hundred and sixty parts per million is
as the hill behind my house to An-
napurna. ““T'his was by far the greatest
pollution crisis the earth has ever en-
dured,” the microbiologist Lynn Mar-
gulis writes in “Microcosmos.” Ox-
ygen poisoned most microbial life,
which, Margulis points out, “had no
defense against this cataclysm except
the standard way of DNA replication
and duplication, gene transfer, and
mutation.” And, indeed, these adapta-
tions produced the successful oxygen-
utilizing life forms that now dominate
the earth.

But each of these examples is differ-
ent from what we now experience, for
they were ‘“natural,” as opposed to
man-made. A pint-size planet cracks
into the earth; the ice advances and
retreats; the sun, by the immutable laws
of stars, burns brighter until its inevi-
table explosion; genetic mutation sets
certain bacteria to spewing out oxygen
until they dominate the planet—a
strictly “natural” pollution.

One could argue that the current
crisis, too, is “‘natural,” since man is
part of nature. This echoes the views
of the early Greek philosophers who
made no distinction between matter
and consciousness: nature included ev-
erything. The British scientist James
Lovelock wrote some years ago that
“our species with its technology is sim-
ply an inevitable part of the natural
scene’’; that is, we are little more than
mechanically advanced beavers. Ac-
cording to this view, to say that human
beings have “ended” nature, or even
damaged nature, makes no sense. But it
is a debater’s point, a semantic argu-
ment. When I say that we have ended
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fluxes that scientists can find
with their telescopes. The na-
ture that matters is the tempera-
ture, and the rain, and the
leaves turning color on the ma-
ples, and the raccoons around
the garbage can.

The invention of nuclear
weapons may have marked the
beginning of the end of na-
ture; we possessed, finally, the
ability to overmaster it, to
leave an indelible imprint ev-
erywhere, all at once. “The
nuclear peril is usually seen in
isolation from the threats to
other forms of life and their
ecosystems, but in fact it should
be seen as the very center of the
ecological crisis—as the cloud-
covered Everest of which the
more immediate, visible kinds
of harm to the environment are
the mere foothills,” Jonathan
Schell wrote in “The Fate of
the Earth.” And, indeed, at the
time he was writing—Iless than
a decade ago—it was hard to
conceive of a threat of the
same magnitude. Global warm-
ing was one obscure theory
among many; nuclear weapons
were unique—and remain so, if
only for the speed with which

nature, I mean not that natural
processes have ceased but that we have
ended the thing that has—at least, in
modern times—defined nature for us:
its separation from human society.
That separation has been real. I sit
writing here in my office. On the wall
facing me is a shelf of reference books,
and underneath them a typewriter and
a computer. Visible through the win-
dow is a steep mountain, with nearly a
mile of bare ridge and a pond almost at
the peak. The mountain and the office
are separate parts of my life; I do not
think of them as connected. At night,
it’s dark out there; save for the street
lamp by the lake, there’s not a light for
twenty miles to the west and thirty to
the south. But in here the light shines.
Its beams stretch a few yards into the
night and then falter, turn to shadow
and black. In the winter, it’s cold out
there, but in here the fire burns until
near dawn, and when it dwindles the
oil burner kicks in. What happens in

Tt

here I control; what happens out there
has always been the work of some
independent force. It is this separate
nature I am talking about when I use
the word—*“nature,” if you like.
Scientists may argue that natural
processes still rule, that the chemicals
even now trapping the earth’s reflected
heat or eating away the ozone or acidi-
fying the rain are proof that nature is
still in charge—still our master. Some
have talked about God as present in the
interstices of the atom, or in the mys-
teries of quantum theory, or in the
double helix of DNA and other bits of
“information.” To all but the few who
really understand the math, though,
this is a minor and secondhand comfort
—an occult, esoteric knowledge. We
draw our lessons from what we can see
and feel and hear around us. The
nature that matters is not the whirling
fuzziness of electrons and quarks and
neutrinos, which will continue un-
changed; it is not the vast fields and

they work. But the nuclear
dilemma is at least open to
human reason. We can decide
not to use the weapons—even to
reduce and perhaps eliminate them.
And the horrible power of these
weapons, which has been amply
demonstrated in Japan and on Bikini
and under Nevada and many times in
our imaginations, has led us fitfully in
that hopeful direction.

By contrast, the various processes
that lead to the end of nature have been
essentially beyond human thought.
Only a few people, for instance, knew
that carbon dioxide would warm up the
world, and for a long time they were
unsuccessful in their efforts to alert the
rest of us. Now it is too late—not too
late (as I shall discuss) to ameliorate
some of the changes, and so perhaps
avoid the worst of their consequences.
But a shift in weather is inevitable,

Just how inevitable we can see from
the remedies that some scientists have
proposed to save us—solutions that
might bring things back to “normal.”
The most natural method anyone has
suggested involves growing huge num-
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bers of trees to take carbon dioxide out
of the air. Consider, for argument’s
sake, a new coal-fired electric-generat-
ing station that produyces a thousand
megawatts and operates at thirty-eight
per cent thermal efficiency and seventy
per cent availability. To counteract
the carbon dioxide generated by that
plant alone, you would need to cover
the surrounding area to a radius of
some fifteen miles with American syca-
more trees—a fast-growing species—
planted at four-foot intervals and
“harvested” every four years. A gov-
ernment forestry expert told the Senate
energy committee that, with genetic
screening, spacing, thinning, pruning,
weed control, fire and pest control,
fertilization, and irrigation, net annual
forest growth could be “very much
higher than at present.” Lay aside for
the moment the inconvenient fact that
enough forests to sop up merely the
American output of carbon dioxide
would cover fifty per cent more terri-
tory than we actually possess. Would
this tree plantation be nature? A walk
through an endless glade of evenly
spaced sycamores, with the weed-con-
trol chopper hovering overhead and
the quiet gurgle of the irrigation pipes,
represents a fundamental break with
our idea of the wild world.

Other proposals are even odder.
The Columbia geochemist Wallace
Broecker has speculated about the use
of “a fleet of several hundred jumbo
jets” to ferry thirty-five million tons of
sulfur dioxide into the stratosphere an-
nually, in order to reflect sunlight away
from the earth. Other scientists recom-
mend launching “giant orbiting satel-
lites made of thin films,” which could
cast shadows on the earth, counteract-
ing the greenhouse effect with a sort of
venetian-blind effect. To deal with
ozone depletion, Dr. Thomas Stix, a
professor of physics at Princeton, sug-
gests using a laser to scrub chloro-
fluorocarbons from the earth’s atmo-
sphere before they have a chance to
reach the ozone layer. Dr. Stix calcu-
lates that an array of infrared lasers
spaced around the world could blast
apart a million tons of chlorofluoro-
carbons a year—a procedure he refers
to as “‘atmospheric processing.” Cer-
tain practical problems may hamper
these various projects; Dr. Broecker,
for instance, points out that injecting
large quantities of sulfur dioxide into
the atmosphere would increase acid
rain and give a pale cast to the blue sky.

Still, one or another of them just might
work. And perhaps, as Dr. Broecker
contends, ““a rational society needs
some sort of insurance policy on how to
maintain a habitable planet.” But even
if they do work—even if the planet
remains habitable—it will not be the
same. The whitish afternoon sky
blessed by the geometric edge of the
satellite cloud will fade into a dusk
crisscrossed by lasers. There is no way
to reassemble nature.

THE passing of nature as we have
known it, like the passing of any
large idea, will have its recognizable
effects both immediately and over time.
In 1893, when Frederick Jackson
Turner announced to the American
Historical Association that the frontier
was closed, no one was aware that the
frontier had been the defining force in
American life. But in its absence this
was understood. One reason we pay so
little close attention to the separate
natural world around us is that it has
always been there and we have pre-
sumed that it always would be. As it
disappears, its primal importance will
become clearer, in the same way that
some people think they have put their
parents out of their lives, until the day
comes to bury them.

Above all else, the world displays a
lovely order, an order comforting in its
intricacy. And the most appealing part
of this harmony, perhaps, is its perma-
nence—the sense that we are part of
something with roots stretching back
nearly forever and branches reaching
forward just as far. Purely human life
provides only a partial fulfillment of
this desire for a kind of immortality.
But the earth and all its processes—the
sun growing plants; flesh feeding on
these plants; flesh decaying to nourish
more plants, to name just one cycle—
give us some sense of an enduring role.

John Muir expressed this sense of
immortality beautifully. Born to a stern
Calvinist father, who used a belt to
help him memorize the Bible, Muir
eventually escaped to the woods, trav-
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elling to the Yosemite Valley of Cali-
fornia’s Sierra Nevada. The journal of
his first summer there is filled with a
breathless joy at the grandeur around
him. Again and again in that Sierra
June—*the greatest of all the months
of my life”—he uses the word “im-
mortality,” and he uses it in a specific
way, designed to contrast with his fa-
ther’s grim and selfish religion. Time
ceases to have its normal meaning in
those hills: “Another glorious Sierra
day in which one seems to be dissolved
and absorbed and sent pulsing onward
we know not where. Life seems neither
long nor short, and we take no more
heed to save time or make haste than do
the trees and stars. This is true free-
dom, a good practical sort of immortal-
ity.”” To someone in a mood like this,
space is no more of a limitation than
time: “We are now in the mountains
and they are in us...making every
nerve quiver, filling every pore and cell
of us. Our flesh-and-bone tabernacle
seems transparent as glass to the beauty
about us, as if truly an inseparable part
of it, thrilling with the air and trees,
streams and rocks, in the waves of the
sun—a part of all nature, neither old
nor young, sick nor well, but immor-
tal.”

Some dim recognition that God and
nature are interwined has led us to pay
at least lip service to the idea of “stew-
ardship” of the land. If there is a God,
He probably does want us to take good
care of the planet, but He may want
something even more radical. The Old
T'estament contains in the book of Job
one of the most far-reaching defenses
ever written of wilderness—of nature
free from the hand of man. The argu-
ment gets at the heart of what the loss
of nature will mean to us. Job is, of
course, a just and prosperous man
brought low. He refuses to curse God,
but he does demand a meeting with
Him and an explanation of his misfor-
tune. Job refuses to accept the reason-
ing of his orthodox friends—that he
has unknowingly sinned and is there-
fore being punished. T heir view—that
the earth revolves around man, and
every consequence is explained by
man’s actions—doesn’t satisfy Job, be-
cause he knows he is innocent.

Finally, God arrives, a voice from
the whirlwind. But instead of engag-
ing in deep metaphysical discussion
He talks at some length about nature,
about creation. “Where were you when
I laid the earth’s foundation?” He
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asks. In an exquisite poem He lists His
accomplishments, His pride in His
creation always evident. Was Job there
when He “put the sea behind closed
doors™? Job was not; therefore, Job can-
not hope to understand many myster-
ies, including why rain falls “on land
where no one lives, to meet the needs of
the lonely wastes and make grass
sprout upon the ground.”

“Behold now Behemoth,” God
roars. “He eateth grass as an ox. Lo
now, his strength is in his loins. And
his force is in the muscles of his belly.
He moveth his tail like a cedar. . . . His
bones are as tubes of brass. His limbs
are like bars of iron. ... Behold, if a
river overflow he trembleth not. He is
confident, though Jordan swell even to
his mouth. Shall any take him when he
is on the watch, or pierce through his
nose with a snare!” The answer,
clearly, is no: not all nature is ours to
subdue.

Nature has provided a way for us to
recognize God, and to talk about who
He is—even, as in Job, a way for God
to talk about who He is. So what will
the end of nature as we have known it
mean to our understanding of God and

of man! For those of us who have
tended to locate God in nature—who
look upon spring, say, as a sign of His
existence and a clue to His meaning—
what does it mean that we have de-
stroyed the old spring and replaced it
with a new one, of our own devising?
We as a race turn out to be stronger
than we suspected—much stronger. In
a sense, we turn out to be God’s equal,
or, at least, His rival—able to destroy
creation. This idea has been building
for a while. “We became less and less
capable of seeing ourselves as small
within creation, partly because we
thought we could comprehend it sta-
tistically, but also because we were
becoming creators, ourselves, of a me-
chanical creation by which we felt our-
selves greatly magnified,” the essayist
Wendell Berry writes. “Why, after
all, should one get excited about a
mountain when one can see almost as
far from the top of a building, much
farther from an airplane, farther still
from a space capsule!” And our nu-
clear weapons obviously created the
possibility that we could exercise god-
like powers. But the possibility is dif-
ferent from the fact. Though we seem
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to have recognized the implications of
nuclear weapons and begun to back
away from them, we have shown no
such timidity in our wholesale altera-
tion of nature. We are in charge now,
like it or not. When God asks, as He
does in Job, “Who shut in the sea with
doors...and prescribed bounds for
it?” and “Who can tilt the waterskins
of the heavens?” we must now answer
that it is us.

ITH this new power comes a

deep sadness. I took a day’s hike
last fall, following the creek that runs
by my door to the place where it crosses
the main county road. It’s a distance
of maybe nine miles as the car flies,
but rivers are far less efficient, and
endlessly follow time-wasting, un-
economical meanders. The creek cuts
some fancy figures, and so I was able to
feel a bit exploratory—a budget Bob
Marshall. In a strict sense, it wasn’t
much of an adventure. I stopped at
the store for a liverwurst sandwich
at lunchtime, the path was generally
downhill, the temperature stuck at an
equable fifty-five degrees, and since it
was the week before the hunting season
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“Melody, Pve targeted you for matrimony.”

opened I didn’t have to sing as I
walked. It isn’t Yosemite, this small
valley, but its beauties are absorbing,
and one can say, with Muir on his
mountaintop, “Up here all the world’s
prizes seem as nothing.”

And so what if it isn’t nature prime-
val! One of my neighbors has left
several kitchen chairs along his stretch
of the bank, spaced at fifty-yard inter-
vals, for comfort in fishing. At one old
homestead, a stone chimney stands at
each end of a foundation now filled by a
graceful birch. Near the one real wa-
terfall, a lot of rusty pipe and collapsed
concrete testifies to the mill that once
stood there. But these aren’t disturbing
sights; they’re almost comforting—re-
minders of the way that nature has
endured and outlived and with dignity
reclaimed so many schemes and disrup-
tions of man. (A mile or so off the
creek, there’s a mine where a hundred

and fifty years ago a visionary tried to
extract pigment for paint and pack it
out by mule and sledge. He rebuilt after
a fire; finally, an avalanche convinced
him. The path in is faint now, but his
chimney, too, still stands, a small
Angkor Wat of free enterprise.) Large
sections of the area were once farmed;
but the growing season is not much
more than a hundred days in a good
year, and the limits established by that
higher authority were stronger than
the (powerful) attempts of individual
men to circumvent them, and so the
farms returned to forest, with only a
dump of ancient bottles or a section of
stone wall as a memorial. These ruins
are humbling sights, reminders of the
negotiations with nature which have
established the world as we know it.
Changing socks in front of the wa-
terfall, I thought back to the spring of
1987, when a record snowfall melted
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in only a dozen or so warm April days.
A little to the south, a swollen stream
washed out a highway bridge, closing
the New York Thruway for months.
The creek became a river, and the
waterfall, normally one of those diaph-
anous-veil affairs, turned into a cata-
ract. It filled me with awe to stand
there then, on the shaking ground, and
think, This is what nature is capable
of. But as I sat there this time, and
thought about the dry summer we’d
just come through, there was nothing
awe-inspiring or instructive, or even
lulling, in the fall of the water. It
suddenly seemed less like a waterfall
than like a spillway to accommodate
the overflow of a reservoir. That didn’t
decrease its beauty, but it changed its
meaning. It has begun, or will soon
begin, to rain and snow when the
chemicals we’ve injected into the atmo-
sphere add up to rain or snow—when
they make it hot enough over some
tropical sea to form a cloud and send it
this way. In one sense, I will have no
more control over this process than I
ever did. But the waterfall seemed dif-
ferent, and lonelier. Instead of a world
where rain had an independent and
mysterious existence, I was living in a
world where rain was becoming a
subset of human activity: a phenome-
non like smog or commerce or the noise
from the skidder towing logs on the
nearby road—all things over which I
had no control, either. T he rain bore a
brand: it was a steer, not a deer. And
that was where the loneliness came
from. There’s nothing here except us.

At the same time that I felt lonely,
though, I also felt crowded—without
privacy. We go to the woods in part to
escape. But now there is nothing except
us, and so there is no escaping other
people. As I walked in the autumn
woods, I saw a lot of sick trees. With
the conifers, I suspected acid rain. (At
least I have the luxury of only sus-
pecting; in too many places, they
know.) And so who walked with me in
the woods! Well, there were the presi-
dents of the Midwestern utilities, who
kept explaining why they had to burn
coal to make electricity (cheaper, fidu-
ciary responsibility, no proof it kills
trees), and then there were the con-
gressmen, who couldn’t bring them-
selves to do anything about it (person-
ally favor, but politics the art of
compromise, very busy with the war on
drugs), and before long the whole hu-
man race had arrived to explain its
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aspirations. We like to drive, it said,
air-conditioning is a necessity nowa-
days, let’s go to the mall. Of course, the
person I was fleeing most fearfully was
myself, for I drive, and I’m burning a
collapsed barn behind the house next
week because it is much the cheapest
way to deal with it, and I live on about
four hundred times the money that
Thoreau conclusively proved was
enough, so I’ve done my share to take
this independent, eternal world and
turn it into a science-fair project.

Our local shopping mall has a club
of people who go “mall-walking” ev-
ery day. They circle the shopping cen-
ter en masse—Caldor to Sears to J. C.
Penney, circuit after circuit, with an
occasional break to shop. This seems
less absurd to me now than it did at
first. I like to walk in the outdoors not
solely because the air is cleaner but also
because outdoors we venture into a
sphere larger than we are. Mall-walk-
ing involves too many other people,
and too many purely human sights,
ever to be more than good-natured
exercise. But now, out in the wild, the
sunshine on one’s shoulders is a re-
minder that man has cracked the

ozone, that, thanks to us, the atmo-
sphere absorbs where once it released.
The greenhouse effect is a more apt
name than those who coined it can
have imagined. The carbon dioxide
and the other trace gases act like the
panes of glass of a greenhouse—the
analogy is accurate. But it’s more than
that. We have built a greenhouse—a
human creation—where once there
bloomed a sweet and wild garden.
A HURRICANE draws its might
from the heat transferred to the
atmosphere when ocean water evapo-
rates. The warmer the ocean’s surface,
and the deeper beneath the surface the
warm water runs, the more powerful
the hurricane. If the sea turns cold a
few metres down, the winds will soon
churn up that frigid water, and the
storm will brake itself. But if the warm
water runs deep—and in the tropics it
may extend down a hundred and fifty
metres or more—the hurricane will
continue to build. Under present con-
ditions—tropical ocean-surface tem-
peratures of about 80° F.—Hurricane
Gilbert, which formed off the Wind-
ward Islands in September of 1988,
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approached what Kerry Emanuel, a
professor of meteorology at the Massa-
chusetts Institute of Technology, has
calculated to be the upper limit of
intensity for a hurricane. The atmo-
spheric pressure at its center dropped to
about eight hundred and eighty-five
millibars, and so its wind speed reached
two hundred miles per hour. A hurri-
cane can’t get much worse than that—
under present conditions. But a rise of
three or four degrees in tropical sea-
surface temperatures could raise the
upper limit of hurricane strength. In
the middle of these warmer storms,
atmospheric pressure could fall to eight
hundred millibars; as a result, the de-
structive potential of a hurricane
would grow between forty and fifty per
cent—a Gilbert and a half,

In the place of the old nature rears
up a new “‘nature’’ of our own making.
This new nature may not be predict-
ably violent. It won’t be predictably
anything, and it will take us a long time
to work out our relationship with it, if
we ever do. The salient characteristic
of this new nature is its unpredict-
ability, just as the salient feature of
the old nature was its utter dependabili-
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ty. We are used to thinking of the

manifestations of nature—rain or sun-
shine, say—as devious, hard to predict.
And over short time spans and for par-
ticular places they are. But on a larger
scale nature has been quite constant,
and on a global scale it has been a
model of reliability.

Virtually all settlement patterns tes-
tify to the dependability of nature. Ev-
ery year during the late summer, the
Nile overflows its banks—or did until
the Aswan Dam was built. A pilot
knows how the air will behave along
his flight path—that a tropical air mass
in summer over the Southeast will
breed thunderstorms. Even extreme
events, weather emergencies, have been
fairly predictable. Engineers calcu-
late the ability of every drainage and
wall to withstand the “hundred-year
storm.”” Every developer who builds a
resort along the coast, every under-
writer who insures a ship or a plane
does so with a conscious dependence on
the reliability of nature. And even
more dependent are those of us who
rely unconsciously on nature’s past per-
formance. The farmer has always
watched for rain, and sometimes his
crops have shrivelled, but those of us
who do our harvesting at the super-
market never doubt that enough rain
will fall on enough farms, and always
it has.

It is this very predictability that has
allowed most of us in the Western
world to forget about nature, or to
assign it a new role, as a place for
withdrawing from the cares of the
human world. In some parts of the
globe, nature has been more capricious,
withholding the rain one year or two,
pouring it down by the lakeful the
next, and in those places people think
about the weather—about nature—
more than the rest of us do. But even in
Bangladesh, say, people have known
that for the most part nature would
support them. We have had what Lor-
en Eiseley called “an old contract, an
old promise . . . that nature, in degree,
is steadfast and continuous.” And this
promise has enabled life to establish it-
self even in places we think of as harsh,
since they have been harsh in a fairly
dependable way. That promise was
long ago broken for passenger pigeons,
and for the salmon who ran into dams
on the ancestral streams, and for pere-
grine falcons, whose eggshells were so
weakened by DDT that they couldn’t
reproduce. But now it is broken for us,

too—nature’s lifetime warranty has
expired.

Even if our knack for some sort of
adaptation proves hardy—and, after
all, boat people moving from Cambodia
to Canada experience a much more
severe climatic shift than anything the
scientists predict—the stress will be
continuous, unrelenting, because no
one knows how all this will turn out. It
will undoubtedly be worst for those
already living on the edge, already
subject to nature’s whim—out on the
floodplains of Bangladesh. But it will
affect, at the very least, the mind of
each of us. We are not necessarily
doomed to suffer some cataclysm, but
we can no longer count on not being so
doomed. Professor Emanuel points out
that there is no certainty that an in-
crease in global warmth will push up
tropical ocean temperatures and thus
hurricane strength; neither is there any
certainty that it won’t. The uncer-
tainty itself is the first cataclysm, and
perhaps the most profound. When we
can’t depend on enough snow falling to
fill the reservoirs that feed our faucets,
or when we have to worry about too
much of that water evaporating in the
heat, then the weather report is going
to be leading off the evening newscasts.

In the summer of 1988, while
America sweltered, scientists on the
staff of the Environmental Protection
Agency were finishing up the most
comprehensive assessment yet made
of the possible effects of the climate
change. Congress had requested the
study two years earlier, and the E.P.A.
had done its work diligently, studying
four regions in great detail and compil-
ing most of the available literature on
the subject. Thhe authors of the report,
which was entitled “The Potential Ef-
fects of Global Climate Change on the
United States,” inserted several cave-
ats. “We have no experience with the
rapid warming . .. projected to occur
during the next century,” they wrote.
“We cannot simulate in a laboratory
what will happen over the entire North
American continent.” And they added,
with ominous modesty, “The results
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are also inherently limited by our
imaginations. Until a severe event oc-
curs such as the drought of 1988, we
fail to recognize the close links between
our society, the environment, and cli-
mate. For example, in this report we
did not analyze or anticipate the reduc-
tions in barge shipments due to lower
river levels, the increases in forest fires
due to dry conditions, or the impacts on
ducks due to disappearing prairie
potholes.”

Let’s look at that last, small item,
“the impacts on ducks,” for it sums up
many of the lessons of this new, artifi-
cial nature. As the changes wrought by
man have accelerated, so has the dam-
age to other species. But there have
been extensive efforts in recent years to
save enough nature to accommodate at
least some ducks (and bears and elk and
eagles), and—to a certain degree, at
least—these efforts have succeeded. In
1988, however, as ducks flew north in
the summer they found very little wa-
ter. Parts of North Dakota were ninety
per cent dry, and one aerial survey of
the Canadian prairie, Penny Ward
Moser reported in Sports Illustrated,
showed only seven of three hundred
and thirty prairie potholes holding wa-
ter. The potholes were a product of
nature’s slow pace: when the glaciers
retreated from the northern Great
Plains ten thousand years ago, they
left pockmarks. Over the last hundred
years or so, men have drained many of
them, and the drought of 1988 emptied
most of the rest. “The strongest of the
early arrivals,” Moser wrote of the
ducks, “staked a claim, mated, and
tried to raise a clutch in rapidly dwin-
dling waters, surrounded by predators
who congregated nearby, anticipating
a summer-long feast.” Some ducks
took one look and decided to forget
about mating; they spent the summer
floating unproductively on larger lakes.
Others flew farther north and arrived
finally at usable habitat, but by then
they were too protein-starved to pro-
duce eggs. Meanwhile, ducks that had
found marshes to nest in, and had sur-
vived the lurking predators, began to
contract botulism. In the warm and
shallow water, it became an epidemic.
Other ducks—many other ducks—
died when the United States Depart-
ment of Agriculture, in an attempt to
aid drought-stricken farmers, released
millions of acres of “set aside” and
conservation land they had paid the
farmers not to touch. As the tractors
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roared through, nests and ducks were
mowed and baled along with the hay.
Millions of fish were dying, too, as

temperatures soared in streams and D = F

lakes and as lowering water levels lr P(.t r Om
made fish more vulnerable to pes-
ticides. Moser, on the farm in northern

Illinois where she grew up, wrote, The New I/brker
“We see no great blue herons in our
streams this summer. There are barely

any streams at all. The muskrats’ un-
derwater tunnels are high in the banks

above the water. ... Hanging over a Reader Services

culvert along the road, we watch some
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sequence of a global warming is
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been rising, but so slowly that it has
almost been a constant. In conse-
quence, people have extensively devel-
oped the coastlines. But a hundred and
twenty thousand years ago, during the
previous interglacial period, sea level
was twenty feet above the current level;
at the height of the last ice age, when
much of the world’s water was frozen
at the poles, sea level was three hun-
dred feet below what it is now. Scien-
tists estimate that the world’s remain-
ing ice cover contains enough water so
that if it should all melt it would
raise sea level more than two
hundred and fifty feet. "This po-
tential inundation is stored in the
Greenland Ice Sheet (if it melts,
it will raise the world’s oceans
twenty-three feet), the West Antarctic
Ice Sheet (another twenty-three feet),
and East Antarctica (more than two
hundred feet), with a smaller amount
—perhaps half a metre—in the plan-
et’s alpine glaciers. (Melting the ice
currently over water, such as the sea ice
of the Arctic Ocean, won’t raise sea
level, any more than a melting ice cube
overflows a gin-and-tonic.) The East
Antarctic is relatively safe; the direst
fears of a rising sea came as the result
of a 1968 study concluding that the
Ross and Filchner-Ronne ice shelves,
which support the West Antarctic Ice
Sheet, could disintegrate within forty
years. Subsequent investigations, how-
ever, seem to have demonstrated that
such a disintegration would take at
least two centuries, and probably more
like five (though several investigators
have speculated that it might become
irreversible within the next century).
But the salvation of the West Ant-
arctic does not mean the salvation of
Bangladesh, or even of East Hampton.
A number of other factors may raise sea
level significantly. Glaciers bordering
the Gulf of Alaska, for example, have
been melting for decades, and consti-
tute a source of fresh water about the
size of the entire Mississippi River
system. And even if nothing at all
melted, the increased heat would raise
sea level considerably, Warm water
takes up more space than cold water;
this thermal expansion, given a global
temperature increase of between one
and a half and five and a half degrees
Celsius, should raise sea level a foot,
according to James Hansen. It is by
now widely accepted that sea level will
rise significantly over the next decades.
The E.P.A. has estimated that it will
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rise between five and seven feet by
2100, and speculated about worst-case
scenarios that might lead to an eleven-
foot rise; the National Academy of
Sciences has been more conservative;
other researchers have turned in even
scarier numbers. Suffice it to say that
included in the range of guesses of
almost every panel and scientist study-
ing the problem is an increase in global
sea level of better than three feet over
the next century.

That may not sound like very much,
but it means that the sea would
reach a height unprecedented in
the history of civilization. The
immediate effects of the swollen
sea would be seen in a place like
the Maldives. By most accounts,
this archipelago of eleven hundred and
ninety small islands about four hun-
dred miles southwest of Sri Lanka is
fairly paradisal. Its residents had never
heard a gun fired in anger until last
year, when a short-lived coup attempt
was mounted by foreign mercenaries.
They survived the downturn in the
coir business (coir is an elastic fibre
made from coconut husks); breadfruit
and citron trees are abundant. But most
of this happy nation rises only two
metres above the Indian Ocean. If sea
level were to rise one metre, storm
surges would become an enormous,
crippling danger; were it to rise two
metres—well within the range of pos-
sibilities predicted by many studies—
the country would all but disappear. In
October of 1987, the Maldivian Presi-
dent, Maumoon Abdul Gayoom, went
before the United Nations General A -
sembly. He described his country
as “an endangered nation.” The
Maldivians, he pointed out, “did not
contribute to the impending catastro-
phe . .. and alone we cannot save our-
selves.” A map drawn a hundred years
from now may not show the Maldives
at all, except as a danger to mariners.

Other nations, though not extin-
guished, would be very badly hurt. A
two-metre rise in sea level would flood
twenty per cent of the land in Ban-
gladesh, much of which is built on the
floodplains at the mouth of the Brah-
maputra., In Egypt, such a rise would
inundate less than one per cent of the
land, but that area constitutes much of
the Nile Delta, where most of the
population lives. Nor is the danger
only to the Third World. Several years
ago, the E.P.A. distributed a work-
sheet to allow local governments to



THE NEW YORKER

calculate their future position vis-a-vis |

the salt water. In Sandy Hook, New
Jersey, for instance, add thirteen inches
to the projected increase in sea level to
account for local geologic subsidence,
for a net ocean rise, in the next hun-
dred years, of four feet one inch. In
Massachusetts, between three thousand
and ten thousand acres of oceanfront
land worth between three billion and
ten billion dollars might disappear by
2025, and that figure does not include
land lost to encroaching ponds and
bogs as the rising sea lifts the water
table. But storm surges would do the
most dramatic damage: in Galveston,
Texas, ninety-four per cent of the land
is within the plain that would be
flooded by the worst storms. Such
surges are the reason that Holland built
many of its protective dikes. The most
extensive barriers went up after the
winter of 1953, when a surge breached
the existing dikes in eighty-nine places
along the central delta, killing nearly
two thousand people and tens of thou-
sands of cattle. Afterward, the Dutch
decided to spend more than three bil-
lion dollars building new defenses.

As the Dutch effort indicates, much
can be done to defend against increases
in sea level. The literature abounds
with studies of how much it would cost
to protect coastal areas. The trouble is,
spending the money to protect the
shoreline would lead to ecological costs
harder to calculate but easy to under-
stand. Coastal marshes or wetlands ex-
ist in a nearly unbroken chain along
the Gulf and Atlantic Coasts of the
United States. Protected from the
waves of the ocean by barrier islands or
peninsulas, they are part land and part
water, and are home to an abundance
of plants and animals. They are more
biologically productive than either the
ocean or the dry land, in part because
tidal flows spread food and flush out
waste; it is a cycle that encourages
quick growth and rapid decay. These
communities support an immense vari-
ety of birds, fish, shellfish, and plants.
Early settlers (with noble exceptions,
like William Bartram) thought coastal
marshes ‘“miasmal,” and drained or
filled many of them. In recent years,
federal and state authorities have
grudgingly begun to protect them. As
King Canute demonstrated, however,
the ocean disregards governments, and
as its level rises the area of the wetlands
will dwindle. This is not axiomatic: if
the marsh has room and time enough
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finest most comfortable way to see the islands

DISCOVER PERU

JULY 15 TO 25, 1990
Lima and Cuzco with their splendid Spanish co-
lomial churches and museums, followed by our
dramatic route through the Sacred Valley of the
Incas, over the spactacular Malaga Pass steeply
down into tropical lowlands and on by dawn train
to Machu Picchu, where we stay two nights

JOURNEY TO AN AFRICAN KINGDOM
AUGUST 22 TO SEFTEMBER 4, 1990
There is no more vividly African place than the
saelf-governing kingdom of Swaziland. It is indeed
the real Africa, and the country about which
Rider Haggard wrote his celebrated King Solo-
mon's Mines During our tour we hope to be
received in audience in the Royal Kraal at

Lobomba by His Majesty King Mswati |11,

EXPEDITION TO EASTER ISLAND
OCTOBER 19 TO 28, 1990
The small, remote island in the South Pacific 15
ranowned for its mysterious stone statues and
has fired the imaginations of explorers and
travelers since It was discovered in 1722
THE NILE AND THE SINAI
NOVEMBER 7 TO 25, 1990
Cairo, Luxor, Aswan and Abu Simbel, a felucca
cruise down the Nile, and across the Sinal Penin-
sula in the footsteps of Moses.

We will be glad to send you any or ail detalfed
brochures of these diligently escorted tours

HANNS EBENSTEN TRAVEL, INC

513 FLEMING STREET, KEY WEST, FLORIDA
TELEPHONE (305) 294 8174
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to back up, it will, and the drowned
wetland will be replaced by a new one.
But, as another recent E.P.A. report
pointed out, “in most areas...the
slope above the marsh is steeper than
the marsh; so a rise in sea level causes a
net loss of marsh acreage.” That is, in
many cases the marsh will run into a
cliff it can’t climb. In a number of
places, the cliffs will be man-made. If I
have a house on Cape Cod, and my
choice is to build a wall in front of it or
let 2 marsh come in and colonize my
basement, I will probably build the
wall.

Should the ocean go up a metre, at
least half the nation’s coastal wetlands
will be lost one way or another. “Most
of today’s wetland shorelines still
would have wetlands,” according to
the E.P.A. report to Congress. “The
strip would simply be narrower. By
contrast, protecting all mainland areas
would generally replace natural shore-
lines with bulkheads and levees.” The
relentlessly practical authors add that
“this distinction is important because
for many species of fish, the length of a
wetland shoreline is more critical than
the total area.” It’s also important if
you are used to the idea of the ocean
meeting the land with ease and grace
instead of bumping into an endless
concrete wall.

There are other reasons to fear a
sea-level rise. In normal times, the
water pouring out of a river pushes the
ocean back. But in a drought the re-
duced flow creates a vacuum that the
sea oozes in to fill. The “salt front”
advances. In the drought of the nine-
teen-sixties, it nearly reached the point
in the Delaware River where Philadel-
phia’s water intake is located. During a
drought, New York City must release
vast quantities of water from its reser-
voirs on the upper Delaware to keep
the salt front from creeping upriver.
New Yorkers, however, continue to
take showers and wash their hands. In
the summer of 1985, city officials made
up for the diminished flow from reser-
voirs by pumping water straight from
the Hudson. This worked well—the
water turned out to be considerably
cleaner than many had expected—ex-
cept that as the flow of the Hudson was
reduced the salt front began to move up
that river, and the town fathers of
Poughkeepsie grew worried about their
supply’s getting salty. As the green-
house warming kicks in, increased
evaporation could steal from ten to
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twenty-four per cent of the water in
New York’s reservoirs, the E.P.A.s
1988 report continues. In addition, a
one-metre sea-level rise could push the
salt front up past the city’s water intake
on the Hudson. In all, the report ob-
serves, “doubled carbon dioxide could
produce a shortfall equal to twenty-
eight to forty-two per cent of planned
supply in the Hudson River Basin.”

HE expected effects of sea-level
rise typify the many other conse-
quences of a global warming. On the
one hand, they are of such magnitude
that we can’t grasp them. If there is
significant polar melting, the earth’s
center of gravity will shift, tipping the
globe in such a way that sea level might
actually drop at Cape Horn and along
the coast of Iceland. (I read this in the
E.P.A. report and found that I didn’t
really know what it meant to tip the
earth, though I was awed by the idea.)
On the other hand, the changes ulti-
mately acquire a quite personal dimen-
sion: Should I put a wall in front of my
house? Does this taste salty to you?
What’s more, many of the various ef-
fects of the warming compound one
another. If the weather grows hotter
and I take more showers, more water
must be diverted from the river, and
the salt front moves upstream, and so
on. The complications multiply al-
most endlessly (more air-conditioning
means more power generated means
more water sucked from the rivers to
cool the generators means less water
flowing downstream, et cetera ad infi-
nitum). These aren’t the simple com-
plexities of, say, last summer, when
everyone on the East Coast rushed to
the beaches to escape the hot weather,
only to discover a tide of syringes and
fecal matter. These complexities are
the result of throwing every single
natural system into an uproar at the
same time, so that none of nature’s
reliable compensations can be counted
on. For example, at the same time that
sea level is increasing, and the warmer
air is gathering up more water vapor
and presumably increasing the over-all
precipitation, the temperature is con-
tinuing to go up. The result, the com-
puter modellers say, will be greatly
increased levels of evaporation; in
many parts of the world, there will be a
drier interior to complement the sodden
coasts.
It’s not simply a matter of heat. If
the temperature rises, the number of
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days with snow cover will likely fall.
When the snow-melting season ends,
more of the sun’s energy is absorbed by
the ground instead of being reflected
back to space, and, as a result, the soil
begins to dry out. In the greenhouse
world, this seasonal change will begin
earlier, because the snow will melt
faster. In some areas, other weather
changes may offset the evaporation.
Roger Revelle, of the Scripps Institu-
tion, has estimated that flows in the
Niger, the Senegal, the Volta, the Blue
Nile, the Mekong, and the Brahmapu-
tra would increase—probably with di-
sastrous results in the last two cases—
whereas flows might diminish in the
Hwang Ho, in China; the Amu Darya
and the Syr Darya, which run through
the Soviet Union’s principal agricul-
tural areas; the Tigris-Euphrates sys-
tem; and the Zambezi. The United
States, as usual, has been most closely
studied. America is blessed with ample
water; on an average day, four trillion
two hundred billion gallons of precipi-
tation fall on the lower forty-eight
states. Most of that water evaporates,
leaving only about one trillion four
hundred and thirty-five billion gallons
a day, of which in 1985 only about
three hundred and forty billion gallons
a day were withdrawn for human use.
It seems like more than enough. How-
ever, as anyone who has ever flown
across the nation (and looked out the
window) can attest, the water is not
spread evenly. In its report to Con-
gress, the E.P.A. notes that total water
use exceeds average stream flow in
twenty-four of the fifty-three Western
water-resource regions, a difference
made up by “mining” groundwater
stocks and importing water. Much of
the Colorado River’s flow, for example,
is dammed, diverted, and consumed by
irrigation projects and by the millions
upon millions of people living in places
that would otherwise be too dry.

And matters may get worse. After
studying the temperature and stream-
flow records, Revelle and the clima-
tologist Paul Waggoner concluded
that if a “conservative,” two-degree-
Celsius increase in temperature occurs,
the virgin flow of the Colorado could
fall by nearly a third; the same study
predicts that if, as some of the computer
models suggest, this temperature rise
is accompanied by a ten-per-cent de-
crease in precipitation in the South-
west because of new weather patterns,
runoff into the upper Colorado could
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fall by forty per cent. Even if rainfall
went up ten per cent, the runoff would
still drop by nearly twenty per cent.
Across the West, the picture is similar:
in the Missouri, Arkansas, lower-Col-
orado, and Rio Grande irrigation re-
gions, supply could fall by more than
half. In the Missouri, Rio Grande, and
Colorado basins, the estimated water
needs in the year 2000 could not be met
by stream flows after the expected cli-
matic changes. One model predicts a
twenty-five-per-cent increase in the
demand for irrigation water from

the Ogallala Aquifer, the subter-
ranean lake that irrigates the
Great Plains and is already badly
depleted.

A compelling question is what

all this means for agriculture.
The answer comes on several levels,
the first being that of the individual
plant. Quite apart from heat and
drought, the simple increase of atmo-
spheric carbon dioxide affects plants.
Ninety per cent of the dry weight of a
plant comes from the conversion of
carbon dioxide into carbohydrates by
photosynthesis. If nothing else limits a
plant’s growth—if it has plenty of sun-
shine, water, and nutrients—then in-
creased carbon dioxide should increase
the yield. And in ideal laboratory con-
ditions this is what happens; as a result,
some journalists have rhapsodized
about ‘“‘supercucumbers” and found
other green linings to the cloud of
greenhouse gases. But there are draw-
backs. If some crops grow more quick-
ly, farmers may need to buy more fer-
tilizer, since leaves may become richer
in carbon but poorer in nitrogen,
reducing food quality not only for
human beings but for nitrogen-craving
insects, who may eat more leaf to get
their fix. In the best case, direct effects
of increased carbon dioxide on yield are
expected to be small; the annual har-
vest of well-tended crops might rise
about five per cent when the carbon-
dioxide level reaches four hundred
parts per million, all other things being
equal.

But all other things won’t be equal.
All other things—moisture, tempera-
ture, growing season—will be differ-
ent. It is an obvious point, but worth
repeating: most of what we eat spends
its growing life in the open air, “ex-
posed,” in the words of Paul Wag-
goner, “to the annual lottery of the
weather.” About fifty million acres of
America’s cropland and rangeland are
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irrigated, but even those fields depend
on the weather over any long stretch.
And we can’t just stick the wheat crop
under glass.

It is a tricky business trying to pre-
dict what changes in the weather will
do to crops. A longer growing season
—the period between killing frosts—
surely helps; a lack of moisture surely
hurts. If temperatures stay warm,
plants grow nicely. If temperatures get
really hot, they wither. (A long stretch
above ninety-five degrees Fahrenheit,

for instance, can sterilize corn.)
T'he climate models are too crude
to project with any precision
what will happen in a given area,
and too many variables make

& even the broadest predictions dif-

ficult. The severe droughts of the
Dust Bowl] years provide scant guid-
ance: on the one hand, the tech-
nological revolution in agriculture has
tripled yields since then, but on the
other, as a government report notes,
“the economic robustness associated
with general multiple-enterprise farms
has long since passed from the scene on
any significant scale,” and therefore
““the current vulnerability of our
agricultural system to climate change
may be greater in some ways than in
the past.” Most of the experts have
simply thrown up their hands. The
best guesses seem to be that the north-
ern reaches of the Soviet Union and
Canada will be able to grow more food
and the Great Plains of the United
States less—not so little that America
couldn’t feed itself but enough below
present production so that United
States food exports, which earn the
country some forty billion dollars in a
good year, might fall by seventy per
cent. “It has been suggested,” Stephen
Schneider told the Senate energy com-
mittee last year, ‘““that a future with
soil-moisture change . .. would trans-
late to a loss of comparative advantage
of United States agricultural products
on the world market”—a sentence to
make an economist shiver on an Au-
gust day,

This sounds like somewhat com-
forting news—as if we would still have
enough to eat—but when computers
are modelling something as complex as
all of agriculture the potential for error
is enormous (or the potential for accu-
racy is small). The effect of the heat
and drought of 1988 made liars of most

of the computer models in just a few
weeks. They had concluded that the
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expected doubling of carbon dioxide in
several decades might make the
weather hot and dry enough to cut
American corn and soybean yields as
much as twenty-seven per cent, but in
the summer of 1988, when the rains
held off, the American corn crop fell
thirty per cent—down by about two
and a half billion bushels.

Even if, as seems likely, that heat
wave had little to do with the green-
house effect, we now have some idea
what it will feel like once it is here. As
of late August, the grain stored around
the world amounted to only about two
hundred and eighteen million metric
tons—enough to last forty-seven days,
and the lowest level since 1973.
Worldwide consumption of grain out-
paced worldwide production by sixty
million metric tons last year. You can
live with a budget deficit for quite a
while, but when the food runs out
there’s no central bank to mint some
more,

The thing to remember is that all
these changes may be happening at
once. It’s hotter, and it’s drier, and sea
level is rising as fast as food prices, and
hurricanes are strengthening, and so
on. And not least is the simple fact of
daily life in a hotter climate. The
American summer of 1988, when no
one talked about anything but the heat
and how soon it would end, was only a
degree or two warmer, on average,
than what we were used to. But the
models predict that summers could
eventually be five or six or seven de-
grees warmer than the old “normal.”
Science has yet to devise a way of
determining what percentage of people
feel like human beings on any giv-
en August afternoon, or the number
of work hours lost to the third cold
bath of the day—or, for that matter,
the loss of wit and civility in a pop-
ulation concerned mainly with keep-
ing its shirts dry. These are impor-
tant matters, and a future full of sum-
mers like that one is a grim prospect.
Summer will come to mean something
different—not the carefree season any-
more but a time to grit one’s teeth
and get through. To anyone who
lived through the 1988 heat it seems un-
likely that people will simply get used
to 1t.

A certain number of people who
didn’t get used to the heat died of it.
Public-health researchers have corre-
lated mortality and temperature tables.
When the weather gets hot, they find,
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preterm births and perinatal deaths
both rise. Mortality from heart disease
goes up during heat waves, and emphy-
sema gets worse. If, the E.P.A. notes,
in its 1988 report to Congress, “cli-
mate change encourages a transition
from forest to grassland in some areas,
grass pollens could increase,” worsen-
ing hay fever and asthma. “A variety
of other U.S. diseases indicate a sensi-
tivity to changes in weather,” the re-
port continues. “Higher humidity may
increase the incidence and severity of
fungal skin diseases (such as ringworm
and athlete’s foot), and yeast infections
(candidiasis). Studies on soldiers sta-
tioned in Vietnam during the war indi-
cated that outpatient visits for skin
diseases (the largest single cause of
outpatient visits) were directly corre-
lated to increases in humidity.”

That last sentence suggests that a
useful place to look for information
about American weather might be
Vietnam. There is nothing wrong
with the Vietnamese climate—it is not
“better” or “worse” than the various
American climates, or the weather in
Britain, or the cold of Canada. And
people have been able to move back and
forth between all these zones, adapting
to conditions. In fact, we often want to
—a change of climate is perhaps the
single biggest inducement to travel.
But now the climate is travelling. A
recent United Nations study estimates
that sometime in the next century the
climate of Finland will have become
similar to that of northern Germany,
that of southern Saskatchewan to
northern Nebraska, of the Leningrad
region to the western Ukraine, of the
central Urals to central Norway, of
Hokkaido to northern Honshu, and of
Iceland to northeast Scotland. If we
felt like keeping the weather we’re
accustomed to, it’s we who would have
to move, travelling north ahead of the
heat.

The list of miscellaneous circum-
stances that might result from changes
in the atmosphere looks to be infinite.
In New York City, the heat of the
summer of 1988 softened asphalt and
caused thousands of ‘“hummocks”—
potholes in reverse—in the streets.
“When it’s over ninety degrees for a
prolonged period of time, the problem
is virtually out of control,” Lucius
Riccio, of the New York City Bureau
of Highway Operations, told the
Tmes. Steel expansion joints buckled
along Interstate 66 around Washing-
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ton, D.C., during the heat wave, and a
hundred and sixty people were injured
when a train derailed in Montana,
apparently because the heat warped the
rails. Coupled with the physical predic-
tions are endless political and financial
conjectures. Francis Bretherton, of the
National Center for Atmospheric Re-
search, told Time that if the Great
Plains became a dust bowl and people
followed the seasonable temperatures
north, Canada might replace the
United States as the Western super-
power.

This game swings from the specific
to the wildly speculative, There is no
easy way to say that something can’t
happen or is unlikely to happen; fore-
casts have to be based on the past, and
there is no longer a relevant past. Jesse
Ausubel, the director of programs at
the National Academy of Engineers,
told Fortune that it “may become dif-
ficult to find a site for a dam or an
airport or a public transportation sys-
tem or anything designed to last thirty
to forty years,” and asked, “What do
you do when the past is no longer a
guide to the future!”” We are left with
a vast collection of “mights,”” and only
one certainty: we have changed the
world, and therefore some of the
“mights” are inevitable. I find myself
thinking often of some purple-martin
chicks that Penny Moser found
“cooked to death” near her Illinois
farm in 1988’ heat. This was an ac-
tual event and also a metaphor. The
heat will cook the eggs of birds, and
that destruction—and the hurricanes
and the rising sea and the dying forests
—will rob us of our sense of security.
That the temperature had never
reached a hundred degrees at the air-
port in Glens Falls, the city nearest my
home, made it a decent bet that it never
would. And then, in July of 1988, it
did. There is no good reason anymore
to say that it won’t reach a hundred
and ten degrees. The old planet is a
different planet. There is no reason to
feel secure, because there is no reason
to be secure.

AST summer, I paddled across a
northern Adirondack lake with a
state biologist to visit an eagle’s nest.
Thirty years before, in an effort to curb
black flies, communities in this area put
big blocks of DDT in the streams. The
black flies survived (they hung in
clouds around us the whole morning),
but the eagles, among others, didn’t.
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The chemical thinned the shells of |7

their eggs; when the mother eagles sat
on the eggs, the shells collapsed. Fi-
nally, last year, three pairs of eagles
returned to the Adirondacks and built
nests. We sat in the canoe and watched
a big eagle circle above us with patient
irritation, head ruffled. His mate was
on the nest, and we were too close.
He swooped nearby; we backed off;
he rose with a beat or two of his
six-foot wingspan and flew for the
nest. When he got there, he flared
his wings, stalled, and dropped softly
down.

Had Rachel Carson not written
when she did about the dangers of
DDT, it might well have been too late
by the time anyone cared about what
was happening. She pointed out the
problem; she offered a solution; the
world shifted course. That is how this
discussion should end, too. At this
writing, the greenhouse effect shows
every sign of becoming an important
political issue. President George Bush
has called for an international scientific
workshop on the subject; there is talk of
drawing up an international treaty on
climate change modelled on the recent
international accords to phase out pro-
duction of chlorofluorocarbons. It all
sounds promisingly rational. We
ought to come up with a good practical
response, a plan, a series of steps, a
seven-point proposal to offset the
greenhouse effect. That is our reflex.
The minute the scientists at the June,
1988, congressional hearings finished
explaining that we were heating up the
earth, senators began talking about nu-
clear power; it was literally their first
reaction. Senator Frank Murkowski,
of Alaska, asked, “Is it indeed a reality
that we must look more aggressively to
nuclear as a release! Because I don’t
see the public demanding any reduction
in the power requirements that our air-
conditioners run off of, everything else
that we enjoy.” Not even the senator
from Alaska can imagine life without
air-conditioning, so we must come up
with some solution, and fast. But is
nuclear power a solution? Lay aside the
questions of whether it’s safe and what
we will*do with the resulting waste
(though it is a sign of the depth of our
addiction that we would be willing to
lay aside such considerations). Nuclear
energy is, at the moment and for the
foreseeable future, useful for generat-
ing electricity but not for, say, power-

ONCE IT CATERED TO PRESI
TODAY IT ALSO CATERSTO CEOS

enjoyed the graces of the Willard.

Today this famous hotel is
used not only by Presidents but by
CEOs and other “powerful” people.
Its not surprising. The meticulously
restored Willard Inter-Continental
combines the grandeur of a bygone
era with all the modern services of
today:

There are two addresses in
Washington where the powerful
stay. The White House and the
Willard Inter-Continental. Only

one takes reservations.

Spanning the administrations
of Lincoln to Coolidge to Reagan,
many of our nation’s leaders

-
-

(1) THE WILLARD INTER-CONTINENTAL
ts where you go when you've arrived.™

Call 1-202-628-9100 or 1-~(1-332-4246 or your Travel Agent
1401 Pennsylvania Avenue N. W, Washington, D.C. 20xx 4.

ing my Honda. We may well need to

SU PUERTA AL
MUNDO HISPANICO

Get a penetrating view of the Hispanic
world and perfect your Spanish with
Puerta del Sol, the exciting Spanish-
language audio magazine! Produced by
Ifiaki Gabilondo, Spain's most celebrated
radio and television journalist, each
monthly, hour-long edition features lively
interviews with prominent policymakers
and trendsetters. You'll also hear selec-
tions of contemporary music and conver-
sation about books, movies, art exhibi-
tions, places to go and things to do. To
help you learn as you listen, a word-for-
word transcription is included, complete
with a Spanish-English vocabulary section,
extensive cultural notes, and all song
lyrics. Study supplements, priced separ-
ately, strengthen your lan-
b guage skills with exercises
b — based on selected program
segmenits.

I%ndd;j'aﬂ

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE
Start your subscription with the stimulating
September edition. If you're not completely
satisfied with the program. call for a full refund.

Serd chick or monay corder to Puerta del Saf
Degt, S = PO Box 158067 * MNashwille, TM 37215-B0GT
5 edivons [563) 11 editsons (S105]) I
Stun:v;-, supplement Study supplement
[S20) [‘&-M'; I
fennessee residents add 7 75% sales tax

i
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The Good Life

at a Great Price.
Gulf Coast Vacation Condos

Why rent just a condo, when
you can have a spacious two bed-
room vacation condo that comes
with beach, spa. 4 pools, water
sports, tennis center, restaurants,
entertainment, and 80 acre resort.

Two bedroom condos start at
S1110 per week, based upon 7 day/
6 night stay. Other rates available
for longer and shorter stays.

For reservations see your Travel
Agent or call 800-343-7170.

Effective through December 20 1989

)

Sonesta Sanibel Harbour
Resort & Spa

17260 Harbour Pointe Drive
Fort Myers, Florida 33908
(813) 466-4000

EXCLUSIVE REPLICAS OF

CLASSICAL
SCULPTURE
FROM MAJOR
EUROPEAN
MUSEUMS

ZEUS » An excellent and striking example of the
“Supreme God'' of Hellenistic period. From

EomMeniE  CIUST
GALLERY

bronze or sandstone
finish.

1920 Washington St., Boston, MA 02118
PLEASE SEND $2 00 FOR CATALOGIE

GALAPAGOS

You, 9 other adventurers and our licensed
naturalist will sail by yacht to explore more
islands than any other Galapagos expedition.

50 Trip dates. Machu Picchu Option.
FREE BROCHURE

INCA GFLOATS 415-420-1550
1311y 63rd ST, EMERYVILLE, CA 94608

BOSTON BOUND?

Cur short-term furnished apartments cater to those not
wanting a full year lease but wanting accommodations at
attractive rates. We have pleasant, clean, fully equipped
apartments, complete with linen, china and kitchenware
in the nicer parts of Back Bay and Beacon Hill

Home Away, (617) 523-1432
66 Mt Vernon Street, Boston, Mass. 02108

swallow our fears about safety and
build more reactors, but doing so won’t
make everything all right. Returning
to the same mix of natural gas and coal
that America used in 1973 could save
as much carbon dioxide as expanding
nuclear power fifty per cent. And we
have no spare decades in which to build
more Shorehams and Seabrooks; put-
ting off the solution twenty or thirty or
forty years would give us thirty or forty
or sixty more parts per million of car-
bon dioxide.

But what about increasing efficiency
—what about conservation? There is
—no question—waste, even sixteen
years after the energy crisis. For exam-
ple, most of the electricity consumed by
industry is used to drive motors; com-
panies, anticipating expansion, tend to
buy larger motors than they need;
however, large motors are inefficient
when they run at less than full speed.
The latest edition of the World Re-
sources yearbook estimates that if every
industrial motor in the United States
were to be equipped with available
speed-control technology America’s
total electricity consumption would fall
seven per cent. We must end waste, the
sooner the better. But will this kind of
action solve the problem! Consider a
few numbers supplied by Irving Mint-
zer, of the World Resources Institute.
He describes a “base case” scenario
that “reflects conventional wisdom in
its assumptions about technological
change, economic growth, and the
evolution of the global energy system.”
In this model, nations do not enact
policies to slow carbon-dioxide
emissions, nor do they provide
more than minimal support for
increased energy efficiency and
solar research and development,
though they do slow the rate of
chlorofluorocarbon production.
The result is an average global
warming of up to 4.7°F. by the
year 2000, and of up to 8.5°F.
by 2030. This, Mintzer says, “is by no
means the worst possible outcome.” If
the use of coal and synthetic fuels is en-
couraged, and tropical deforestation
continues to increase, the planet would
be doomed to an increase of up to
12.6°F. by 2030, and, by 2075, to a
nearly thirty-degree jump—a level
with implications too sci-fi for us to
imagine. The good news, such as it
is, concerns Mintzer’s “slow buildup
scenario.” In this one, strong inter-
national efforts to reduce greenhouse-
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gas emissions “‘eventually stabilize the
atmosphere’s composition.” Coal, gas,
and oil prices are markedly increased,
per-capita energy use declines in indus-
trialized countries, and governments
actively pursue the development of so-
lar energy. The world embarks on
“massive” reforestation efforts. And so
on, If all these heroic efforts had begun
in 1980, by 2075 we would experience
a warming of between 2.5°F. and
7.6°F., which is still “greater than any
experienced during recorded human
history.”

Carbon dioxide and other green-
house gases come from everywhere, so
the situation they create can be fixed
only by fixing everything. Small substi-
tutions and quick fixes are not the
answer. One common suggestion is to
replace much of the coal and oil we
burn with methane, since it produces
considerably less carbon dioxide. But,
as I have noted, any methane that
escapes unburned into the atmosphere
traps solar radiation twenty times as
efficiently as carbon dioxide does. And
methane does leak—from wells, from
pipelines, from appliances; some esti-
mates suggest that as much as three per
cent of the natural gas tapped in this
country escapes unburned. So con-
verting from oil to natural gas might
make the situation worse. T he size and
complexity of the industrial system we
have built makes even small course
corrections physically difficult.

Not only is that system huge but the
trend toward growth is incredibly
powerful. At the simplest level—popu-
lation—the increase continues,
if not unabated, then only
slightly abated. In some of the
developing countries, thirty-
seven per cent of the population
is under fifteen years of age;
in Africa, the figure is forty-
five per cent. Without a static
population, even the most im-
mediate and obvious goals, like
slowing deforestation or reducing fos-
sil-fuel use, seem far-fetched. Over the
last century, a human life has become
a machine for burning petroleum. At
least in the West, the system that pro-
duces excess carbon dioxide is not only
huge and growing but also psychologi-
cally all-encompassing. It makes no
sense to talk about cars and power
plants and so on as if they were some-
thing apart from our lives—they are
our lives. Moreover, for any pro-
gram to be a success we must act not
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only as individuals and as nations but
as a community of nations. The trouble
is, though, that some countries may
perceive themselves to be potential
winners in a climatic change. The
Russians may decide that the chance of
increased harvests from a longer grow-
ing season is worth the risk of global
warming. And the United States, the
Soviet Union, and China own about
two-thirds of the world’s coal reserves,
so any one of them can scuttle progress.
The possibilities of other divisions—
rich nations versus poor nations, say—
are large. Every country has its own
forms of despoliation to protect; the
Canadians, for instance, who complain
loudly about their position as helpless
victims of American acid rain, are cut-
ting down the virgin forests of British
Columbia at an almost Brazilian pace.
And the fact that decisions must be
made now for the decades ahead means
that, in the words of Richard Benedick,
our Deputy Assistant Secretary of
State for Environment, Health, and
Natural Resources, “somehow, politi-
cal leaders and government processes
and budget-makers must accustom
themselves to a new way of thinking.”
Of all the quixotic ideas discussed here,
that may top the list.

The greenhouse effect is often com-
pared to the destruction of the ozone
layer, another example of atmospheric
pollution with global implications. But
the destruction of the ozone layer can
and likely will be solved by our ceasing
to produce the chemicals currently de-
stroying it. Though this step won’t
end the problem overnight, it will take
care of it eventually. And, though the
necessary international negotiations
may be complex, steps like this are easy
enough so that they will certainly be
taken. Essentially, it’s like controlling
DDT. The problem of global warm-
ing, however, does not yield to the
same sort of solution. With aggressive
action—as Mintzer’s numbers indicate
—we can “‘stabilize” the situation at a
level that is only mildly horrific, but we
cannot solve it.

This is not to say that we should not
act. We must act, and in every way
possible, and immediately. We stand at
the end of an era—the hundred years’
binge of oil, gas, and coal which has
given us both the comforts and the
predicament of the moment. Even
those countries which wouldn’t object
to a degree or two of warming for a
longer growing season can’t endure

endless heating. The choice of doing
nothing—of continuing to burn ever
more oil and gas and coal—is not a
choice. It will lead us, if not straight to
hell, then straight to a place with a
comparable temperature. But even the
scientists calling most vociferously for
controls on emissions say they are do-
ing so in order to slow down the warm-
ing so that we can adapt to it. That
adaptation is all that remains to be
discussed.

H}]USTMENT to the greenhouse
world will not be easy; our addic-
tion to oil is deep. Our every comfort—
especially the freedom from hard labor,
for those of us who enjoy such freedom
—depends on fossil fuels. They al-
lowed us to dominate the earth, instead
of letting the earth dominate us. Our
impulse will be to adapt not ourselves
but the earth—to figure out a new way
to continue our domination, and hence
our accustomed life styles, our hopes
for our children. This defiance is our
reflex. Our impulse will be to defy the
doomsayers and press ahead into a new
world.

The futurist Julian Simon has infu-
riated environmentalists by predicting
that before we ran out of anything
essential, scientists would discover new
ways to produce it; if we started to run
out of copper, say, we would find out
how to make it from other metals. In a
1981 book called “The Ultimate Re-
source,” he writes that with knowl-
edge, imagination, and enterprise ‘“we
can manipulate the elements in such
fashion that we can have all the miner-
al raw materials that we need and de-
sire at prices ever smaller relative to
other prices and to our total incomes.
In short, our cornucopia is the human
mind and heart.”

This is not a scientific treatise—
Simon has not discovered how to pro-
duce copper from other metals. It is,
despite its reliance on “long-run eco-
nomic indicators™ and such, a religious
argument, an article of faith. “The
main fuel to speed our progress is our
stock of knowledge, and the brake is
our lack of imagination,” he writes.
“To have more children grow up is
also to have more people who can find
ways to avert catastrophe.” The religi-
osity of this view can be seen as well in

books like “The Hopeful Future,” of
1983, whose author, G. Harry Stine,
argues that to make predictions based
on current rates of growth and prog-
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| Customer Relations, Corning Glass Center
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STEUBEN

THE CLEAREST FORM OF EXPRESSION

As special as La Jolla

Wine Spectator Grand Award Winner
Voted Most Romantic Dining,
San Diego Magazine 1584-88

(619) 454-7779

Sunsets complimentary

IN SAN FRANCISCO

Just 2 blocks west
of Union Square.
Complimentary
Continental
Breakfast. Home
of the highly ac-
claimed Post 5t.
Bar & Cafe.

$72 to $99
Corporate Rates
Available.

THE ANDREWS HOTEL
624 Post Street, San Francisco, CA 94109
— Call for Brochure —
(800) 227-4742 (415) 563-6877
In California: (800) 622-0557




THE LIFESTYLE RESOURCE "

he Lifestyle Resource gives you the facts necessary to make an informed purchase. Your
satisfaction is our promary concern. If your purchase doesn’t meet your expectations. return
il in original condition within 30 days for prompt refund.

THE BEST CORDLESS PHONE JUST GOT BETTER

Southwestern Bell FE-17.25 Offers-

e JO-foat renge e fearing ard compalibl
e fofld button » ivmumbrer memaory

. jl-a'.: Fereom . ?KI ¢

v Memory dvaling  » Free 5-year service plo

hen a leading consumer magazine rated the FF-1700

Cordless Phone tops for range and quality amongst 21
brands and models in 1988, Southwestern Bell didn’t rest on
its cordless laurels. Instead, it went back to the drawing
board and came up with something even better! The FF-1725
Freedom Phone breaks the “mediocre sound” barrier of
cordless phones, combining the outstanding speech quality
and convenience features of its predecessor with amazingly
clean, crisp sound within a range of 1000 feet. The base unit
serves as a freestanding speakerphone with its own dialpad,
you get two phones in one, Take or make calls around your
home — even next door! Plus an 18-number memory, inter-
com, paging, automatic redial, hold button and 10-channel
selection. Personalized security code protects line from
outside access. Free 5-yr. service plan. $179.95 #2131.
ipulse switehnbl Wani even more freedom? The latest

rar answer from Southwestern Bell is

the FA-1525 Telephone Answering Machine, Features dual-cassette operation for
quality recording. Pick up any household extension and auto-disconnect feature
Interrupts outgoing message and resets tape. Beeper or beeperless remote
operation, so you'll never miss an important call, Plus two-way record for
conversations, call screening, household memo function and voice-activated
record. Soft-touch keys are designed for easy operation. $129.95 #2141,

CAB DRIVERS' SECRETY

NEVER A DULL MOMENT

New York City
cab driver tipped
o us  off about the
Wooden Bead Seat’s
“mystical” massag-
ing action. It enables
you to sit for long
periods of time with-
out discomfort or
e [atigue — whether
youre at a desk or in traffic. It works like
modern-day acupressure, gently massaging your
back and legs, stimulating tired muscles and
improving circulation. It creates a “zone of
comfort” between you and the seat, allowing air
to circulate so you stay cool in summer and warm
in winter. The Wooden Bead Seat has health
benefits, too. It'srecommended by chiropractors
because it supports the lower back and helps
- improve posture. The smooth lacquered
wood beads are handstrung with

flexible, heavy-duty nylon cord.
4 Our Wooden Bead Seat will keep
il you comfortable all year

long. $29.95 #2690;
N
SO

two for $49.95 #2700,

he new Chef's
Choice” Profes-
sional Model 110
sharpener is on the
cutting edge of knife-
sharpening technol-

ogy, honing kitchen,
pocket, fillet and sporting knives te better-
than-razor sharpness in minutes...over the entire
length of the blade! Patented bi-level magnetic
guides hold knives at the precise sharpening angle,
eliminating guesswork. Diamond abrasives safely
sharpen steel or alloy knives in three stages to
form a perfectly smooth, triple bevel edge that will
stay sharp longer than conventional edges. World
class chef Pierre Franey in his V.Y, Times column,

hailed the Chef’'s Choice® as “unparalleled for
“ 2-year limited

‘ IIIII ures 9" x
white #2451,

putting an exceedingly sharp and long-lasting
warranty. UL

e " x 414",

black #2455.

edge on knives of all kinds! Manufacturer’s
listed, meas-
$79.95

Share the comfort —
'I'_I'IE ﬁlﬁﬁﬁlqcompﬁcl' FAN

ince the Caframo Desk Fan was introduced only a few short years ago, it
has earned its reputation as the best little compact fan. It can't be beat
for circulating and freshening the air around you. Goes anywhere —on your
ﬂesk in the kitchen, out in a weekend cabin, or near a radiating woodstove.
Whlsp{-"r quiet, almost un nﬂtlceable highly energy efficient,
and safe, Its patented blade-edge design absorbs impact a,nd

give you years of steady service. Two-speeds; tilts to any angie;
Srubber feet prevent “crawling”. Only 62" high, 33 oz. light. UL
listed. $39.95 #2600.

WORTH WEIGHTING FOR

or over 60 years,
: Health o Meter" has
" | been the leading manu-
facturer of scales for
those who demand 100%
accuracy — doctors and
other medical profession-
als. Chances are, you've
been weighed on one of
them! Now Health o Meter
has incorporated the advanced technology, supe-
rior workmanship and unsurpassed accuracy of its
finest physician-quality scales into a personal
scale, The Professional Dial Scale features a huge
(8" diameter), easy-to-read speedometer dial with
large, bold numbers. A heavyduty professional
rack and pinion weighing mechanism ensures life-
long accuracy and durability on any surface, and
massive heavy-gauge steel platform and base sup-
port up to 325 pounds. Color-
coded weight minders help
you work towards your
goal. With its tough,
non-skid textured
vinyl mat and sturdy
feet, the Profes-
sional Dial Scale is
equally at home in
the bathroom, bed-
room or exercise
room. Full 5year
manufacturer's war-
ranty. $99.95 #2620,

FRESH AIR MACHINES

he Bionaire
500 is like
moving a moun-
tain breeze in-
doors., Removes
up to 99% of all
particulate air
pollutants: soot, dust, animal dander, pollen,
cigarette smoke, smog, molds and fungi. Every-
body breathes more healthfully including allergy
sufferers. The patented electret filter removes
particles 1/10,000 the thickness of a human hair.
Helps clean an average (100 sq. ft.) room three
times an hour. Includes a switchable negative
ion generator — negative ions are well-known
for their presumed psychological good effects.
Its attractive case with woodgrain finish mea-
Fid uses only 45 watts, The

Bronaare WA

sures 11" x 7" x 5"
Bionaire 500 513995 #2710, A larger model
Bionaire 1000, has three speeds and cleans 118
CFM of air. Measures 14" x 8” x 8':" with a life-
time steel housing. Bionaire 1000 $199.95 #2720.
Both are UL listed. Manufacturer’s 1-yr. limited
warranty. Set of two replacement filters for the
500 $19.95 #2715; for the 1000 $24.95 #2725,

Bronaare 500



A WATCH FOR ALL REASONS
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TAKE YOUR CONTACTS FOR A SPIN

his handsome digital-analog chronometer will
swim with you (to a depth of 150 feet), fly with
you, calculate your speed, wake you in the morn-
ing, and tell you the day and date. A push of a
button will convert the digital display to 24-hour
timekeeping. All functions — digital and analog
timekeeping, calendar, alarm, chronometer and
tachymeter —are powered by a highly accurate
electronic quartz movement. The analog hands
and hour markers are luminous. The stopwatch
times to 'sooth of a second, and the rotating bezel
can be used for such practical matters as telling
you when the parking meter will need another
quarter. Adjustable fit. $39.95. Teflon-coated
durable black-matte anodized stainless steel
#1051; Stainless steel and gold-plated #1061,

ontact lenses — so convenient to wear...so inconvenient to clean! The FDA
found the risk of eye damage to be significantly reduced by proper lens
care. The Clensatron | developed specifically to minimize prob- -
lems of lens care, is clinically proven to offer contact lens wearers
an alternative to the traditional, “finger-rubbing” method which
can scratch or tear lenses. Revolving at a rate of 150 cycles per =w
minute, it thoroughly scrubs your lenses in fwo minutes, removing
protein deposits and other contaminants that may damage your eyes.
Works with hard, soft and gas-permeable lenses. Compact for travel, uses
two AA batteries. AC adaptor included; UL listed. Manufacturer's 1-yr.
warranty. $59.95 #2680,

ALLERGY AND COLD BUSTER

major scientific breakthrough — The Viralizer System — gives you relief from cold, sinus and
allergy symptoms. It's the newest development of a concept pioneered at the Pasteur Institute in
Paris. The cause of the common cold is the heat sensitive Rhinovirus family which lives and multiplies
- in the nose and throat. Viralizer delivers a gentle, controlled heat which
penetrates the nose and throat and dispenses either of two mild, over-the-
. _counter, medicated sprays. Vira-Spray I is an analgesic, anti-bacterial
spray. Vira-Spray Il is a decongestant that relieves nasal con-
gestion due to colds, hay fever, sinusitis or allergies. The
Viralizer can produce effective relief by using it for only a
few minutes, several times a day. Clinical tests prove the Vira-
lizer System 90% effective in treating symptoms of upper
respiratory infection. Doctor-recommended, the Viralizer
works in 24 hours or less without pills. Safe for children and
adults. Comes with a 3-pack refill of Vira-Sprays. $39.95 #1691.

POCKET-SIZED MEMORY TO YOUR HEALTH

GOODBYE BAEK PAIN
ore than 6.5 million
Y e Americans suffer from
TOR: N back pain daily...and more

than 8 out of 10 will eventu-
ally suffer from it. Research

G" i has shown that 83% of back
- I problems are caused by mus-
A

N cles that have become weak

‘due to stress and lack of
~ exercise. But that’s

actually good news,
because it means that most back pain is prevent-
able! The “Say Goodbye to Back Pain” video is
derived from the YMCAs “Y’s Way to a Healthy
Back” program which is based on research by
noted back care expert, Dr. Hans Kraus, This
doctor-recommended program is used at YMCA's
nationwide, and has helped hundreds of thou-
sands of people where other methods have failed.
Scientifically proven to reduce or eliminate
back pain in more than 80% of cases. Consult
your doctor before beginning this six-week pro-
gram of easy, relaxing and amazingly effective
exercises which will help restore the strength
and flexibility of your back...no matter how long
you've neglected it. 96 minutes. $39.95 #2370.

he Atari Data Bank is the most innovative, ncient Mandarins dating

easy-to-use, multi-function Data Bank in its back 800 years believed that
class. No more fumbling through notes or phone these Chinese Exercise
books. Touch a key and information is at your Balls induced well-being
fingertips. Holds up to 50 names, numbers and of the body and serenity
memos in its 2K memory. Raised rubber keys for of spirit. These treasured
easy data entry, built-in clock with date display, gifts were given to Presi-

8-function calculator and a seeret function to
safeguard confidential data, all on a 2-line 24-
character display! Offers a scroll feature for
access to information, all in alphabetical order,
or direct search for instant retrieval. Turns itself
off if you forget. Atari’s multi-funetion Data Bank
is the perfect solution for a complete business
and personal organization. $29.95 #2252,

dent Reagan and his
wife while visiting the
People’s Republic of
China. The Chinese say that
rotating the balls in the palm of each
hand stimulates the fingers and
acupuncture points, and improves circula-
tion of vital energy throughout the body.
Sports enthusiasts, musicians, computer users
and health-conscious people everywhere consider
them great muscle conditioners. Arthritis suf-
ferers feel a decided benefit from this gentle but
challenging exercise. Very effective for relaxa-
tion and meditation, Chinese Exercise Balls emit a
distantly mysterious chime as you turn them,
Beautifully handcrafted, 45mm. hollow polished
chrome balls are perfectly weighted and fit com-
fortably into the average man’s or woman’s hand.
In exquisite silk brocade box. $29.95 #1702.
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The {mly 5-star resort on Barbados offers
anidyllicbeach, theisland’s only 18-hole
golf course,* tennis, watersports, excellent
service, award-winning cuisine, entertain-
ment and elegant accommodations.
From $80 per person, dbl. occ. (Oct. 1-
Dec. 18, 1989.) Call your travel agent or
1-800-225-5843,
*Complimentary greens fees to experienced golfers.

Snug and Sophlstlcated

Grey flannel never looked
so good! 100% double-
napped cotton. Soft and
gauzy, with pretty
pink piping and -
buttans Chic match- g8

%tapered pants.
M-L Nightshirt
$25, Pants $10 plus.

$1,50 for shipping. -
Check, Visa or Master

586 N Bank Lane,
Lake Forest, IL 60045

@ ,l_@
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MORE LJTERATE T-SHIRTS!

Dickens, Shakespeare, Sherlock Holmes,
Billie Holiday, Van Gogh, Gandhi, Kafks,
Dostoevsky, K Manx, Jung, Mozart,
Che Guevara, Nietzsche, Cheshire Cat,
Mark Twan, Thoreau, Darwin, Bach,

Ca Vinci, Wilde, Fimbaud, Beethowen,
James Joyee, Hemingway, ¥erouac,
Jane Austen, Poe, Sartre, JFK |, others

Sizes: 5, M, L, XL.
T-Shirt: (white, It. blue

or red) $12.25, 4/$44.
Swealshirt: (white or grey)
$21.00, 2/$40.00.
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ress is absurd. Even a curve that shows
the rate of human progress as increasing
from its present mind-boggling pace
is too conservative. Only “Curve E,”
a “cubic curve that continues to turn
upward ever more steeply with no limit
in sight,” makes sense. “It means that
we can expect eight times as much prog-
ress in the next fifty years as we
have seen in the past fifty,” he says.
This is not, strictly speaking, blind
faith; the optimists can explain their
reasoning. But it is faith, and it comes
with other religious trappings
—a dark view of people who
think differently, for instance.
(“Some of the ‘futurists’ making
‘downside’ forecasts don’t like
people. That means they don’t
like themselves either,” Stine
chides.) And there is a vision of a
not too distant utopia. In the twenty-
first century, Stine writes, enormous
orbiting satellites will beam down
“enough energy for everybody to do
everything.”

I am not dismissing the futurists. On
the contrary, I think it possible that
they are right: we can keep progress-
ing, even in the teeth of the greenhouse
effect. We will invent new tools, new
technologies, to keep ourselves alive on
the planet. We will figure out ways to
extend our control so far that not even
the rogue nature we have inadvertently
created in our last century of progress
will escape our domination. I can
imagine scenarios—a nuclear war, for
instance—that would cancel this
future. But my guess is that the de-
fiant optimists are likely correct in
their assertion that we can have a
“macromanaged” world—one that
may well allow us to continue our ways
of life even in the face of the coming
heat. People with sincere and “pro-
gressive” ideas about man’s future pro-
fess their hope for such a world.
Buckminster Fuller is probably the
great example. He was not an enemy of
the environment; his geodesic domes,
for instance, are as stable as conven-
tional buildings, at about three per cent
of the weight. Were we all to live in
them, there would be a lot more forests
standing.

He was not an enemy of the environ-
ment, but he was a champion of man.
“We have to deal with our spaceship,
Earth, as a machine, which is what
it is,” he wrote in ‘““Approaching
the Benign Environment.” I doubt
whether Fuller would have viewed the
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end of nature with much trepidation,
for he never believed that we would or
should stay long in the surroundings
we had grown accustomed to. Instead,
we were like a chick in a shell. This
shell had just enough food in it—
enough coal and oil and oxygen and
whatever—to allow us to develop to a
certain point, “But then, by design, the
nutriment is exhausted just at the time
when the chick is large enough to be
able to locomote on its own legs,” he
wrote. “And so as the chick pecks
at the shell seeking more nu-
triment it inadvertently breaks
open the shell.” The anal-
ogy is somewhat selfish—that
there are other species in
the shell with us seems not
to have crossed his mind—
but it may well be correct.

As a mild example of our hubris,
consider a recent book: “Gaia—An
Atlas of Planet Management.” Despite
this title, it does not, I think, reflect
fully the Gaia hypothesis, which was
first outlined by James Lovelock in the
nineteen-seventies; namely, that the
earth is a self-sustaining, self-regulat-
ing organism. Instead, it argues that
man should take ever more control of
the planet. Its editor, Norman Myers,
seems almost thrilled by the current
state of affairs. T'he approaching crises
represent “‘our final evolutionary ex-
amination.” We must rise to the occa-
sion, pass the test. And we will: “We
are grown up. We have acquired the
power of life and death for our planet
and most of its inhabitants. ... Our
‘satellite vision’ means that all the
planet’s resources—soils, forests, riv-
ers, oceans, minerals—can be not only
mapped in fine detail, but vetted for
pollution, erosion, or drought; for
changes in albedo or humidity . . .
for movements of shoaling fish and
migratory creatures.” We can process
this data at high speed in our com-
puters; we can communicate it around
the world instantly. And we can act on

“With the power of life in our
hands, we could, for instance, make
forests spring up on bare lands, safe-
guard species against the pressures for
extinction.” It is time for us, “as incip-
ient planet managers,” to ‘“‘use this
power and use it well,” Myers goes on.
“T'he ancient Greeks, the Renaissance
communities, the founders of America,
the Victorians, enjoyed no such chal-
lenge as this. What a time to be alivel”
The physician Lewis Thomas is
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quoted as saying that if we succeed “we
could become a sort of collective mind
for the earth.”

This is the defiant reflex, cloaked in
a filmy veil of New Age ecological
thinking. Many of the proposals of the
planet managers are sound—the usual
suggestions of environmentalists. In
the world we have created, they may
offer us our only chance. But the planet
managers have respect mostly for man:
they understand that the current meth-
ods of domination will overheat the
planet, but they have new and im-
proved methods. In their forests of the
future, cloned Douglas firs and Ameri-
can sycamores will “sprout like mush-
rooms,”” growing straighter, producing
““denser wood.” Almost all wildlife can
be “harvested” from preserves, so that
“conservation and profit can go hand-
in-hand.” Even at its most far-
reaching, though, “‘macromanage-
ment” remains a fairly crude enter-
prise. You may be able to keep track
of fish by satellite, but they are still
wild creatures, growing at their own
pace. The next step—the step we

stand about to take—is much more
radical.

! I ‘HE first time I gave much
thought to biotechnology, I was a

young reporter covering the weekly
meetings of the city council of Cam-
bridge, Massachusetts. For several
years, the councillors debated how to
regulate the genetic-engineering work
then under way at Harvard and
M.L.'T. Week after week, Nobel Prize
winners and brilliant young research-
ers would arrive at the meetings to
answer questions; their biggest doubter
was Alfred E. Vellucci, the councillor
from Italian and Portuguese East
Cambridge, who would long ago have
won a Nobel himself if only they were
awarded for local politics. Gifted with
a strong imagination, Vellucci con-
jured up countless possible ways for
“these bugs,” the reprogrammed or-
ganisms, to be accidentally released.
Could they escape through the sew-
ers! The air-conditioning? On the
soles of people’s shoes! Eventually,
and over the protests of the universi-
ties, the city enacted fairly strict reg-
ulations governing ‘“‘containment”
—the thickness of laboratory doors,
and so on. I remember thinking
that gene-splicing was something like
nuclear power—potentially useful, al-
beit risky. It didn’t occur to me then

97

NOW THAT YOU'VE MADE YOUR WAY
TO THE TOR WHY NOT STAY THERE.

THE MARK HOPKINS INTER:CONTINENTAL SAN FRANCISCO

This renowned landmark com- The hotel offers handsomely
mands San Francisco’s most pres- appointed guest rooms, elegant
tigious address, Number One dining and, of course, cocktails at
Nob Hill. Perched atop the city, the famous Top of the Mark.
The Mark Hopkins Inter- The Mark Hopkins
Continental offers access to all InterContinental. Once
locations, panoramic views and you've reached the top,
impeccable service. why stay anyplace else?

INTERCONTINENTAL
HOTELS

Its where you go when you've arrived.

SM

Number One Nob Hill, 415-392-3434 or 1-800-332-4246. Or call your travel agent.

T i
- vt Lt S

'."-I 1

Stlle Cheern seme-antique rug from the Viery firee Quashgal prayer rug from the
Hersian Rug Collection at Marsball Fleld's Perstarn R Colfection at Marshall Flelds

...on floors ...ON carpet

Rug-Hold Multi-Grip™ has thousands of Rug-Hold RugTo-Rug™ keeps rugs in
small shock-absorber/grippers which  place with a smooth, tailored look, elim-
protect your rugs from premature wear,  inating wrinkling and creeping. The
pile crushing, mildew damage, twisting, 100% polyester felt construction pro-
slipping and wrinkling. Washable rein-  tects both rug and carpet from damaging
forced vinyl. Guaranteed for 20 years abrasive wear.

"RuG-Hol2

Write for free brochure Rug-Hold, Inc., 660S8N Empire State Building, New York, NY 10118




98

The spirit of
J.CREW

- Sl

OveRr 300 sTYLES, each created by
our own design team. There’s a special
J. Crew spirit and you’ll feel it in our
monthly catalogs, just call or write for
a free three-month subscription.

1-800-/82-8244

One Ivy Crescent, Lynchburg VA 24506
TQRW

Roval BeacHCLUB

Unparalleled personal service available
exclustvely at Hawaii’s ultimate resorts:

THE WESTIN MAwn & THE WESTIN K AuAI

For reservations and information call:
(800) 851-3000.

THE
pELHAM IntheTradition
HOTEL  of Excellence
% 15/16 Cromwell Place, London, $W7 2LA
Telephone: (1-589 8288, Fax: C1-584 8444
" Tedex: 5814714 Todor G
S ondon USA Toll Free:- 1-800-553-6671

THE GIFT
OFA
LIFEIME!

Your life history... S
or that of a loved one! Z=r

' MEMORIES... (201

RD 4, 126 E, Boonton Twp., NJ 07005

to think much more deeply about it.

But genetic engineering is the first
way to create new life. It is a stagger-
ing idea—“the second big bang,” as
one biologist put it. Just in time—just
as the clouds of carbon dioxide threaten
to heat the atmosphere—we are figur-
ing out a new method of domination, a
method more thorough, and therefore
more promising, than burning coal and
oil and natural gas. It is the method
that offers us the most hope of continu-
ing our way of life, our economic
growth. It promises crops that need
little water and can survive the heat; it
promises cures for the new ailments we
are creating as well as the old ones we
have yet to defeat; it promises a way to
survive in almost any environment we
may create.

And for this reason it is without a
doubt the most important scientific ad-
vance ever, in conceptual and moral
terms. When I say “moral,” I am not
thinking primarily of the uses to which
such technology might be put—eugen-
ics, for instance. I am thinking of the
very fact of the technology. The envi-
ronmental lobbyist Jeremy Rifkin, who
has emerged as one of the few vigorous
opponents of genetic engineering, says
that for thousands of years human be-
ings have lived “pyrotechnically,”
burning, melting, mixing inanimate
materials—coal, say, or iron. We have
worked from the outside in, to alter our
environment. Now we are starting to
work from the inside out, and that
changes everything. Everything except
the driving force, the endless desire to
master our planet. The British writer
Brian Stableford declares in his
celebratory book “Future
Man” that genetic engineer-
ing “will eventually enable us
to turn the working of all
living things on earth—the
entire biosphere—to the par-
ticular advantage of our own
species.” No clearer and
crisper definition exists of
what I have been calling “defiance.”

Watson and Crick described the
double helix of DNA in 1953. Just
twenty years later, Stanley Cohen, of
Stanford, and Herbert Boyer, of the
University of California at San Fran-
cisco, took two unrelated organisms
and cut out a piece of DNA from each.
They knit the pieces together, and
when they were done they had a new
form of life, a kind of life that had not
existed five minutes before. In 1981,
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scientists from the University of Ohio
and from Jackson Laboratory, in Bar
Harbor, Maine, transferred a gene that
controlled the manufacture of part of
the hemoglobin in rabbits to a mouse
embryo, which they brought to term.
‘The mouse was not exactly a mouse; it
had a functioning rabbit gene, which it
passed on to subsequent generations.
‘This proof of the possibility of blends
between unrelated species was soon fol-
lowed by others. English researchers
crossed a goat and a sheep, two animals
that wouldn’t dream of mating in the
barnyard (or, if they did—for dreams
are widespread—nothing would come
of it). At the University of Pennsylva-
nia, biologists managed to insert hu-
man growth-hormone genes in the fe-
tus of a mouse. After it was born, the
mouse grew twice as fast as other mice
and to twice their size. Having passed
the gene on to its offspring, it made
forever moot the question “Are you a
man or a mouse!” These mice are
both, and neither.

By the end of 1988, according to a
tally in the Times, there were more
than a thousand different strains of
such “transgenic” mice, as well as
twelve breeds of pig and several vari-
eties of rabbits and fish. In the spring of
that year, two Harvard researchers an-
nounced the creation of a mouse that
was genetically altered to develop can-
cer, so that oncologists could use it
for studying new treatments. Unlike
the earlier inventions, this mouse had
commercial possibilities and was
awarded the nation’s first animal pa-
tent. The patent was licensed to Du
Pont, and the mice will go on sale this
fall, for fifty dollars apiece.

Even these mice, though,
will be confined to laboratories
(until they escape). A bigger
barrier probably fell in April
of 1987, when workers from a
company called Advanced Ge-
netic Sciences released the first
genetically altered bacteria to
the great outdoors—in a strawberry
field in Brentwood, California.
Trademarked Frostban, the bacteria
—Pseudomonas syringae and
Pseudomonas fluorescens—Ilacked an
“ice-nucleating gene” in their DNA
and were designed to prevent crop
losses from frost damage. Envi-
ronmental activists had ripped up many
of the strawberry plants in an attempt
to delay the test, but it was an empty
gesture. A few days later, Steven Lin-
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Lake, California, without any interfer-
ence.,

The pace of this revolution keeps
speeding up. Genetically “improved”
trees, for instance, already exist. A
Seattle company selects ‘‘élite” red-
woods from its wild stands, on the basis
of such qualities as trunk straightness,
height, “specific gravity” of the wood,
and “proper branch drop.” Then it
clones the trees and plants the seed-
lings; eventually, gnarly, crooked trees
will be gone from its stands. Classical
methods of improving seeds do not
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night vision, or sonar (although,
Stableford says, “this would involve
whole new anatomical structures being
added to the head”), or double-glazed
eyes for living in space, or the “very
minor modification” that would allow
us to digest cellulose! These develop-
ments, though in the future (and far-
ther in the future, I would guess, than
these authors predict), are not concep-
tually different from what we have
begun to do in the last twenty years,
and what we have started to do in a
large way in the last two years. The
line is not in the distance; the line is
here and now, and we shall very soon
be on the other side, if we’re not there
already. And on the other side of the
line is the second end of nature.

Some people tend not to worry very
much about genetic engineering or
other such developments, because they
think of them as extensions of tradi-
tional practices—selective breeding,
for example. But nature put definite
limits on such activities. Mendel could
cross two peas, but he couldn’t cross a
pea with a pine, much less with a pig,
much less with a person. We could pen
up chickens in batteries, but they still
had heads. Our understanding of the
natural limits helped define nature in
our minds. Such notions will quickly
become quaint. The idea that nature—
that anything—could be defined will
soon be outdated. Because anything
can be changed. A rabbit may be a
rabbit for the moment, but tomorrow
“rabbit” will have no meaning. “Rab-
bit” will be a few strands of genetic
code, no more important than a set of
plans for a 1940 Ford. Why not make
a rabbit more like a dog, or a duck?
Whatever suits us. In such a world,
nothing will be impossible—including,
perhaps, immortality. Why die?! (Why
age?) Whether eternal life will have
any meaning is another matter. “Even-
tually,” Stableford says, ‘“‘there may
well be a complete breakdown in the
distinction between the living and the
non-living: the boundary between the
two will be blurred and filled in by
systems which involve both the ma-
chinery of life and the machinery of
metal, plastic, and glass.”

All this is speculation, certainly. No
one can say with any exactness what
will result from a development as awe-
some as the cracking of the gene. But if
that technology falters some other may
emerge. It is the logical outcome of our
belief that we must forever dominate
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the world to our advantage. The prob-
lem, in other words, is not simply that
burning oil releases carbon dioxide,
which happens, by virtue of its molecu-
lar structure, to trap the sun’s heat.
The problem is that nature, the inde-
pendent force that has surrounded us
since our earliest days, cannot coexist
with our numbers and our habits. We
may well be able to create a world that
can support our numbers and our hab-
its, but it will be an artificial world—a
space station.

Or, just possibly, we could change
our habits.

NE very small example of an idea
so large as to be unwieldy: To
cope with the greenhouse world, people
in the developed countries will proba-
bly begin to install much more energy-
efficient washing machines. That
would reduce somewhat the amount of
carbon dioxide each of us puffs into the
atmosphere. But what if, instead, peo-
ple got together with their neighbors
and agreed to buy a single washing
machine for the entire block (not such
a novel concept to people in big-city
apartment houses)! And what if they
also decided that instead of continually
buying fashionable clothes they would
reduce their wardrobes to a comfort-
able, or even uncomfortable, mini-
mum! What if, in other words, we
began to reject a pervasive individual
consumerism, and began to alter a basic
way we look at ourselves?! Mightn’t
such a path, broadened to include other
facets of daily life, offer the best way
not only to avoid overheating the
planet but also to keep from transform-
ing it in the other sad ways I have
discussed?

As long as the desire for endless
material advancement drives us, there
is no way to set limits. We are unlikely
to develop genetic engineering to erad-
icate disease and then not use it to
manufacture perfectly efficient chick-
ens; there is nothing in the logic of our
beliefs that would lead us to draw that
line. If there is one item that virtually
all successful politicians on earth—
socialist and fascist and capitalist—
agree on, it is that “‘economic growth”
is good, necessary, the proper end of
organized human activity.

Our present environmental troubles,
though, just might give us the chance
to change the way we think. Spurred by
the realization of what we have done,
we might begin to think and then
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behave more humbly. As the effects of
man’s domination have become clearer
in recent years, a new idea has begun to
spread, both in America and abroad.
Some environmentalists have begun to
talk of two approaches to the world:
the traditional anthropocentric view,
and the biocentric vision of mankind. as
just another part of the world. This
concept is foreign to most of us. My
first sense of what it might mean came
a couple of summers ago in Idaho,
when I was camped next to a man who
hikes almost every year from Mexico to
Canada. A dozen times, he told me, he
had met grizzly bears, the grandest
mammals left on the continent: “The
last one, he stood on his hind legs,
clicked his jaws, woofed three times. I
was too close to him, and he was just
letting me know. Another one, he cir-
cled me about forty feet away and
wouldn’t look me in the eye. When you
get that close, you realize you’re part of
the food chain.”

The idea that man doesn’t necessar-
ily belong at the top—that the hierar-
chy we’ve spent many thousands of
years establishing is dangerous to other
species and also to ourselves—is a
strange and powerful idea. The few
philosophers and environmentalists in-
terested in such a Copernican shift
have taken to calling this alternative
path “deep ecology’’—as opposed to
the “shallow ecology” of conventional
environmentalism, which seeks merely
to turn mankind into better stewards.
Deep ecology suggests that instead of
just giving better orders we learn to
give fewer and fewer orders—to sink
back into the natural world. Deep ecol-
ogists question the industrial basis of
our civilization, the need to forever
grow in wealth and numbers, the entire
way we live, We should, they say,
work toward a smaller world popula-
tion—half the current one, maybe, or
even less. And we should lay aside our
desire for material advancement in fa-
vor of “doing with enough.”

Such ideas are not blueprints; they
aren’t even outlines. But they are at
least a starting point for those who seek
to save a world fast vanishing. They
are radical ideas, but we live at a
radical moment. We live at the end of
nature, the instant when the essential
character of the world is changing, If
our way of life is ending nature, it is
not radical to talk about transforming
our way of life. When I climb the hill
out back, I often pause on a ledge from
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which I can see my house—the car in
the driveway, the chimney above the
stove. I love the life that that house
represents, love it very much. But I
love the hemlocks around me on the
hill, too, and the coyotes, and the deer.
And it seems that either that life down
there must change or the life up here
around me will change—the trees will
wilt in the sun or else sprout in perfect,
heat-tolerant, genetically improved
rows.

Exactly what a humbler world
would look like I cannot say, We are
used to planning utopias, worlds engi-
neered for human happiness. But this
would be something different—an
“atopia,” perhaps, where the integrity
of the planet, and not our desires,
would be the engine. If our thinking
changed, the details would follow of
their own accord. Perhaps we might all
begin to use the ““appropriate technol-
ogy’”’ of “sustainable development”
which we urge on Third World peas-
ants—solar cookstoves, or bicycle-
powered pumps. Probably many more
of us would be growing our own food.
Such solutions are not beyond our
imagination. When we decided that
accumulation and growth were our
economic ideals, we invented wills and
lending at interest and puritanism and
supersonic aircraft. Why would we
come up with ideas less powerful in an
all-out race to do with less?

The difficulty in accomplishing this
transformation is almost certainly
more psychological than intellectual—
less that we can’t figure out major
alterations in our way of life than that
we don’t want to. The people whose
lives may point the way—Thoreau,
say, or Gandhi—we dismiss as excep-
tional, a polite way of saying that there
is no reason we should be expected to
go where they pointed. The challenge
they presented with the example of
their lives is much more subversive
than anything they wrote or said, for if
they could live that simply it’s no use
saying we couldn’t. And maybe now
we should—not just for moral or aes-
thetic reasons but for reasons of chem-
istry and physics.

Such a change would obviously be
colossally difficult. For one thing,
while we as individuals would have to
change our habits, it would mean very
little—save as a good gesture—for any
one of us to, say, drive less. Most
people have to be persuaded to drive
less, and persuaded quickly; this is the
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first environmental crisis one can’t es-
cape by heading for the woods. It’s also
difficult for us to turn our backs on the
idea of economic growth, because it has
been sold as the answer to the poverty
that afflicts most of the planet. For
example, S. Fred Singer, the green-
house skeptic, writes, ‘“Drastically lim-
iting the emission of carbon dioxide
means cutting deeply into global
energy use. But limiting economic
growth condemns the poor, especially
in the Third World, to continued
poverty, if not outright starvation.”
I am sometimes dubious about the
actual depth of feeling for the Third
World such argumentsimply; they mesh
too conveniently with our desires.
An overheated, ozone-depleted world
would probably be crueller to the poor
than to the rich, and if our desire is to
alleviate poverty, limiting our stan-
dard of living and sharing our sur-
plus would likely work as well. But I
have no doubt about the power of argu-
ments like Singer’s to stall effective ac-
tion of any sort if we are reluctant to
take such action in the first place.

TILL, problems like the inertia of
affluence, the push of poverty, and
the soaring population are traditional
problems. We can think about them,
deal with them, perhaps overcome
them. In my lifetime, in this country,
we have gone from Jim Crow to affir-
mative action, and there is no saying
we can’t do something similar with
regard to the planet.

I fear that we won’t, though, and for
an entirely different set of reasons—
reasons intimately linked to the unique
and depressing moment in which we
find ourselves. As we have seen, nature
is already ending. And not only does its
passing prevent us from returning to
the world we previously knew but also,
for a couple of powerful reasons, it
makes any of the fundamental changes
I’ve discussed even more unlikely than
they might be in easier times.

In the first place, the end of nature is
a plunge into the unknown, fearful as
much because it is unknown as because
the world may become hot or dry or
whipped by hurricanes. But the type of
shift in attitudes I’ve been describing
—the deep-ecology alternative, for in-
stance—would make life even more
unpredictable. One would have to be-
gin to forgo the traditional methods of
securing one’s future—children, pos-
sessions, and so on. As the familiar
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world around us starts to change, every
threatened instinct will have us scram-
bling to preserve at least our familiar
style of life, We can—we may well—
make the adjustments necessary for our
survival, For instance, some of the
early work in agricultural biotechnol-
ogy has focussed on inventing plants
able to survive heat and drought. It
seems the sensible thing to do—the
way to keep life as “normal” as possible
in the face of change. It leads, though,
as 1 have said, to the second end of
nature: the imposition of our artificial
world in place of the broken natural
one.

I got a glimpse of this particular
future a few years ago, when I spent
some time along the La Grande River
in sub-Arctic Quebec. It is barren land
but beautiful—a taiga of tiny ponds
and hummocks stretching to the hori-
zon, carpeted in light-green caribou
moss. T here are trees—almost all
black spruce, and all spindly, sparse.
No one lived there save a small number
of Indians and Eskimos—about the
number the area could support. A de-
cade or so ago, Hydro-Québec, the
provincial utility, decided to exploit the
power of the La Grande by building
three huge dams along a three-hun-
dred-and-fifty-mile stretch of the river.
The largest is the size of fifty-four
thousand two-story houses, a Hydro-
Québec spokesman told me. Its spill-
way could carry the combined flow of
all the rivers of Europe. Erecting it
was a Bunyanesque task: eighteen
thousand men carved the roads north
through the taiga and poured the con-
crete. (Photographs show the cooks
stirring spaghetti sauce with canoe
paddles.) T'his is the perfect example of
“environmentally sound” energy gen-
eration; the dams produce a tremen-
dous amount of power without giving
off any greenhouse gas. They are the
sort of structure we will be clamoring
to build as the warming progresses.

But environmentally sound is not the
same as natural. The dams have altered
an area larger than Switzerland. The
flow of the Caniapiscau River has been
partly reversed to provide more water
for the turbines. In September of 1984,
at least ten thousand caribou drowned
trying to cross the river during their
annual migration. They were crossing
at their usual spot, but the river was not
its usual size; it was so swollen that
many of the animals were swept forty-
five miles downstream. Every good
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argument—the argument that fossil
fuels cause the greenhouse effect, the
argument that in a drier, hotter world
we will need more water, the argument
that as our margin of security dwindles
we must act to restore it—will lead us
to more La Grande projects, more dams
on the Colorado, more “management.”
Every argument that the warmer
weather and increased ultraviolet are
killing plants and causing cancer will
have us looking to genetic engineering
for salvation, And with each such step
we will move farther from nature.
And as that happens the counter-
argument—the argument for
nature—will grow ever
fainter. Wendell Berry once
argued that in the absence
of a “fascination” with the
wonder of the natural world
“the energy needed for its
preservation will never be de-
veloped”—that ““there must
be a mystique of the rain if
we are ever to restore the
purity of the rainfall.” This
makes sense when the prob-
lem is transitory—sulfur-
dioxide emissions drifting over the
Adirondacks. But how can there be a
mystique of the rain, now that every
drop—even the drops that fall as snow
on the Arctic, even the drops that fall
deep in the remaining forest primeval
—bears the permanent stamp of man?
Having lost its separateness, nature
loses its special power. Instead of being
a category like God—something be-
yond our control—it is now a category
like the defense budget or the minimum
wage, a problem we must work out.
This alone changes its meaning com-
pletely, and changes our reaction to it.
The end of nature probably also makes
us reluctant to attach ourselves to its
remnants, for the same reason that we
usually don’t choose new friends from
among the terminally ill. I love the
mountain outside my back door—the
stream that runs along its flank, and
the stream that slides down a quarter-
mile mossy chute, and the place where
the slope flattens into an open plain of
birch and oak. But I know that in some
way I resist getting to know it better—
for fear, weak-kneed as it sounds, of
getting hurt. I fear that if I knew as
well as a forester what sick trees look
like I would see them everywhere. 1
find now that I like the woods best in
winter, when it is harder to tell what
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might be dying, but I try not to love
even winter too much, because of the
January perhaps not so distant when
the snow will fall as warm rain. There
is no future in loving nature.

And there may not even be much
past. Though Thoreau’s writings
grew in value and importance the
closer we drew to the end of nature, the
time fast approaches when he will be
inexplicable, his notions less compre-
hensible to future men than cave paint-
ings are to us. Thoreau writes of the
land around Katahdin that it “was
vast, Titanic, and such as man never
inhabits. Some part of the
beholder, even some wvital
part, seems to escape through
the loose grating of his ribs.
. . . Nature has got him at a
disadvantage, caught him
alone, and pilfers him of
some of his divine faculty.
She does not smile on him
as in the plains. She seems to
say sternly, Why came ye
here before your time. This
ground is not prepared for
you.” That sentiment de-
scribes perfectly the last stage of the
relationship of man to nature; though
we had subdued her in the low places,
the peaks, the poles, the jungles still
rang with her pure message, But what
will this passage mean in the years to
come, when Katahdin, the “cloud fac-
tory,” is ringed by clouds that are the
work of man! When the great pines
around its base have been genetically
improved for straightness of trunk and
“proper branch drop,” or, more likely,
have sprung from the cones of geneti-
cally improved trees that began a few
miles and a few generations distant on
some timber plantation’ When the
moose that ambles by is part of a herd
whose rancher is committed to the en-
lightened notion that “conservation
and profit can go hand-in-hand”? Soon
Thoreau will make no sense. And
when that happens the end of nature,
which began with our alteration of the
atmosphere and continued with the
responses of the planetary managers
and the genetic engineers, will be final.
The loss of memory will be the eternal
loss of meaning.

I understand perfectly well that defi-
ance may bring prosperity, and a sort of
security—that more hydropower will
mean less carbon dioxide, and that
genetic engineering will help the sick,
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and that much progress can still be
made against human misery. And I
have no plans to live in a cave, or even
in an unheated cabin. If it took twelve
thousand years to get where we are, it
will take a few generations to climb
back down. But this could be the epoch
in which people decide at least to go no
farther along the path we have been
following—when we make not only
the necessary technological adjust-
ments to preserve the world from over-
heating but also the necessary mental
adjustments to insure that we will
never again put our good ahead of
everything else’s. This is the path I
choose, for it offers at least a shred of
hope for a living, eternal, meaningful
world,

As birds have flight, our special gift
is reason. Part of that reason drives the
intelligence that allows us to master
DNA or build big power plants. But
our reason could also keep us from
following blindly the biological imper-
atives toward endless growth in num-
bers and territory. Our reason allows
us to conceive of our species as a spe-
cies, and to recognize the danger that
our growth poses to it, and to feel
something for the other species we
threaten. Should we so choose, we
could exercise our reason to do what no
other animal can do: we could limit
ourselves voluntarily, choose to remain
God’s creatures instead of making our-
selves gods. What a towering achieve-
ment that would be, so much more
impressive than the largest dam—bea-
vers can build dams—because so much
harder. Such restraint, not genetic en-
gineering or planetary management, is
the real challenge. If we now, today,
began to limit our numbers and our
desires and our ambitions, perhaps na-
ture could someday resume its indepen-
dent working. Perhaps the temperature
could someday adjust itself down to its
own setting, and the rain fall of its own
accord. —BiLr McKiBgen

HOW’'S THAT AGAIN! DEPARTMENT
[From the Brockton (Mass.) Enterprise]

Many of the state’s 11 congressmen are
already raising money to fund their 1992
re-election campaigns, anticipating that
the loss of a House seat will pit two in-
cumbents against each other.

“It’s hard to tell what is going to hap-
pen, but one thing we do know, everybody
is fund raising,” said political consultant
Michael Goldman. “Everybody is gilding
their loins.”

105

How to take care of a pesky little problem, with. ..

Brandsen™ Turbo Clipper
only $]1235*

*But read this ad for
an even better deal!

® The Brandsen Turbo Clipper works off one AA-
battery (not included). It does the job quickly and
neatly—and without any nicks and cuts. If's the
advanced way of solving an important hitle
groomimyg problem

It's not the greatest topic and it's really
not a serious problem—more of a nuisance
perhaps, but until now, there’s never really been
a good, easy and hygienic way to get those pesky hairs
out of your nose. Sure, you could always use scissors or tweez-
ers. The former are really quite dangerous—one slip and you have a nasty
little injury; and pulling on those delicate little hairs is rather painful and can
easily give rise to infection. Your doctor would definitely veto it. The Brandsen™ Turbo
Clipper is essentially a tiny hair trimmer—a mini-version of what your barber uses to trim
your neck and shape your sideburns. It works like a charm. And it also does a great job
on your ears, on your eyebrows and even to shape your mustache.

We are the exclusive importers of Brandsen™ quality grooming instruments and im-
port the Turbo Clipper in very large quantities. We can therefore bring it to you at the low
Erice of just $12.95. We use it as a “customer getter,” as a means to increase our buyers

ile by at least 25,000 names per month. But we have an even better deal: Buy two for
$25.90, and we’ll send you a third one, with our compliments—absolutely FREE! And we
believe so strongly that this will be a revelation to you that we give you this guarantee:
If you are not totally delighted, do not return the Turbo Clipper. Drop us a note and say:
“I didn't like it, and I've thrown it away.” Your refund check will be in the return mail.
(Sorry, if you buy three, we'll have to ask you to send two of them back—unused, please!)
is is an offer you can't refuse. There is no risk and no hassle, and you're in for a

wonderful surprise. We can accept only mail orders, accompanied by check, with this
offer (no phone, no charge). Please write your name )
and address on a sheet of paper; also write “Code since 1967 &

A054.” Tell us how many Clippers you want and in- ®
clude $2.95 for one (1) and $5.90 for three (3) for
postage and insurance (plus sales tax for CA
delivery). Take advantage of this outstanding offer.
You will be delighted! Mail to * 131 Townsend Streel, San Francisco, CA 84107

After thirt?years — . '

HACKER ART BOOKS is{.; )
has I;lg‘fi:} acrcgs; tge street to 'B“ | _*“_; Tap into
est treet _ - 3 ) W]:RELESS

’

| free!

(fifth floor) =

During September

at the old address WIRELESS is for
S ALE RS . anyone looking
oy RS Soiln for fun, hard-to-

50 to 90% Off s find gifts. You'll get a kick just thumb-

ing through the catalog. Everything
from T-shirts to tapes, electronics to
education, music to memorabilia, books
to Batman. From your friends at public
radio. Free one year subscription.

HACKER ART BOOK

54 West 57 Street, NY 10019
(212) 757-1450

Call toll free
&1-800-669-9999, Ext.506

or mail in the coupon below.

/\;@% Cartouche
ﬁi‘};”/jj 18 K Solid Gold from $140.00

Sterling Silver from & 35.00
V4 A talisman with your name in
Ancient Egyptian Hieroglyphics.
Freeinfo 1-800-237-3759 Visa e MC » Am-Ex » Disc
Or write: Nationwide, Box 8474-1, Pgh., PA 15220

Yes, please send my FREE one year
subscription to WIRELESS.

i

I Name:
——ISRAEL e
A VERY SPECIAL EXPERIENCE ' City
BAR-BAT MITZVAH ||, ..

b 199 Curtis Rd. » Hewlett Neck, NY 11598

ON MASSADA

For information call 516-374-6148
TOVA GILEAD, INC,

| Mail to: WIRELESS, 274 Fillmore Avenue East,
|2 Dept. 506, St. Paul, MN 55107

— WIRELESS ---

L ‘& 1-800-669-9999, Ext. 506 N



106

JAZZ

A Hostile Land

THE big news in jazz during the
strange, suspended summer of
1941 was that some of the best
and most successful white bands had
again begun to hire black musicians,
Benny Goodman, who already had the
guitarist Charlie Christian and the
trumpeter Cootie Williams, took on
the drummer Sidney Catlett and the
bassist John Simmons, completing the
best band he ever had. Artie Shaw, who
had once employed Billie Holiday, re-
corded four numbers with the trum-
peter Red Allen, the trombonist J. C.
Higginbotham, the pianist Sonny
White, and the guitarist Jimmy
Shirley. Later in the summer, he
hired the trumpeter Hot Lips Page.
Perhaps the biggest news was that
Gene Krupa, still rising as a leader,
had brought in the trumpeter, singer,
and drummer Roy Eldridge. (Krupa
had previously used the manic singer
and drummer Leo Watson on several
recordings. )

Eldridge, who was thirty, was little
known outside jazz circles, where he
was regarded with awe, but he was
famous when he left Krupa, in 1943.
Aside from a spell with Fletcher Hen-
derson’s band, those two years were his
first big-league experience. “Riding up

“Natalie tells me

all the fog happen in ‘Phantom.’”

on that stage at the Paramount The-
atre with the Krupa band scared me to
death,” Eldridge told me for a piece
about him written several years ago.
“The first three or four bars of my first
solo, I'd shake like a leaf, and you
could hear it. Then this light would
surround me, and it would seem as if
there wasn’t any band there, and I’d go
right through and be all right.”
Eldridge played sensational, melo-
dramatic fast solos with Krupa (“Af-
ter You’ve Gone,” “Twelfth Street
Rag”) and dramatic, enveloping slow
solos (“Rockin’ Chair,” “Georgia on
My Mind”), He delivered hip, funny
vocals (‘““Let Me Off Uptown,”
“Knock Me a Kiss”). And sometimes
he sat in on drums while Krupa fronted
the band. A short, bristling, jumping
man with a two-hundred-watt smile
and snapping eyes, Eldridge astonished
the white audiences who flocked to
hear him. He continued to wow them
when he joined Artie Shaw, in 1944,
and he wowed them throughout his
career. His love-hate relationship with
these audiences was the central para-
dox of his life. “Droves of people
would ask him for his autograph at the
end of the night,” Shaw once told me,
“but later, on the bus, he wouldn’t be
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able to get off and buy a hamburger
with the guys in the band. He thought
he was travelling through a hostile
land, and he was right.”” The life of
the great black soloists was a constant
scuffle, compounded by racism. After a
short European tour with Benny
Goodman, in 1950, Eldridge stayed on
in Paris almost a year—presumably to
catch his racial breath—and when
he came home he made a hair-raising
début at the old Stuyvesant Casino. He
then joined Norman Granz’s Jazz at
the Philharmonic, where he stayed for
much of the fifties; accompanied Ella
Fitzgerald in the early sixties; flickered
through Count Basie’s band in 1966;
and, after endless gigging, settled into
Jimmy Ryan’s in 1970.

For along time, Eldridge was said to
be the link between Louis Armstrong
and Dizzy Gillespie. But it has grad-
ually become clear that although he
stands between them, he was linked
only to Gillespie, and was Gillespie’s
chief model. Eldridge had ferocious
pride, and he would never admit that
he had heard Armstrong any earlier
than 1931 or 1932, when Armstrong,
having passed through his first, rough-
and-ready revolutionary phase, sud-
denly became a player who lived in his
upper moonlit register, held great
arched long notes, lazed behind the
beat, and displayed, for the first time,
a stately melancholy. Eldridge must
have studied this Armstrong,
particularly his fondness for
O altitudo notes, but he and
Armstrong had very differ-
ent natures: Armstrong went
where the waters took him,
while Eldridge, nervous and
electric and aggressive, in-
variably headed upstream.
Armstrong was a melodic
player who turned his inven-
tions slowly in the sun;
Eldridge loved speed and
lightning and noise. He told
the jazz writer John Chilton,
“I had this thing about play-
ing as fast as I could all

yotl’re the one who makes

the time. I double-timed
every ballad I did, and never
held a long note.” Eldridge
listened closely to the wild
men of the music. One of
these was the breakneck
trumpeter Jabbo Smith, who,
presaging Dizzy Gillespie,
stampeded the New York
brass players in the late
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twenties before moving to the Mid-
west, where Eldridge had a run-in
with him in Milwaukee. “We met at a
place called Rails,” Eldridge told me.
“We played fast and slow. The crowd
thought I had cut Jabbo, and he didn’t
talk to me for two weeks, but I didn’t
fool myself. I knew he had cut me.”
Another player Eldridge studied and
did combat with was the cornettist Rex
Stewart, who always went after notes
that no one had played before. And
Eldridge must have listened to Red
Allen when Allen was with Fletcher
Henderson, in the mid-thirties. Allen
was a one-man avant-garde, who
played “strange’ notes and had a revo-
lutionary sense of time. He stretched
regular four-four time to make it ac-
commodate his melodic inventions
without losing the rhythmic pulse. (It
was the sort of floating rhythmic attack
Billie Holiday perfected in 1935 and
1936.) But Allen also had a dark,
mysterious turning-away sound, and
it was that elusive quality which El-
dridge absorbed. Of course, one of El-
dridge’s first and greatest admirations
was the garrulous Coleman Hawkins
of Fletcher Henderson’s 1926 record-
ing of “The Stampede.” (Later, he
and Hawkins became fast friends, and
worked, drove, and drank together un-
til Hawkins’ death, in 1969.)

The intensity and energy of El-
dridge’s mature style gave it a bas-
relief effect. His tone was heavy and
irregular. His growling and rough low
register often had a tarnished, angry
cast, and as he grew older it became
even more plangent. You wondered,
when you went to Jimmy Ryan’s in the
seventies, how he could get his massive
style airborne yet again. There were
two Eldridges—fast and slow. The
fast Eldridge was exhilarating and
even maniacal. He might start a solo
with an ascending shriek that was part
run, part glissando. Then he’d drop,
in a dodging arpeggio, through three
registers and play a low long note,
capped with a brief, hurried vibrato.
He would leap to the top of his middle
register and issue five strutting staccato
notes, placed slightly behind the beat,
and whistle back into his high register.
He’d move rapidly between two high
notes the way most trumpeters move
between middle C and E, and pass
through a two-octave interval and into
a simple middle-register figure. A
pause, and he’d drop another octave, to
his huge, sad low register, and close

the solo with a glancing, swift high
note. Eldridge was erratic. Either his
adventurousness would carry him off
the deep end or he might find himself
in a situation that made him uncontrol-
lably nervous—playing in front of a
congregation of his peers, as he had to
do several times in 1957 on the CBS
television show “The Sound of Jazz.”
Then he’d blare and show off and play
empty, gesticulating things. His great
slow ballad numbers were anthems. He
would generally stay in his middle or
low register and fashion ceremonial
embellishments on the melody before
moving into a full improvisation. This
would involve sizable melodic frag-
ments separated by frequent rests and
sounding like the original melody
turned inside out. Eldridge’s slow bal-
lads had a cathedral quality that no
other jazz trumpeter—even the 1932
Armstrong—has surpassed.

ELDRIDGE died last winter, at the age
of seventy-eight. He had quit
playing in 1979, when his health began
to deteriorate. “I don’t miss the music
anymore,” he said to me several years
after he had stepped down. “I’ve had
enough fun and praise and ovations to
keep me. I played fifty years, and that
was long enough. Anyway, I found out
the main doors were always locked.
The color thing. I also found out I’d
never get rich.” For the last thirty or
so years of his life, Eldridge lived,
when he was off the road, in a small
house in Queens, not far from the
Nassau border. He lived with his wife,
Vi, who had been a hostess at the old
Savoy Ballroom, and whom he had
married in 1936, and with his only
child, Carole, a legal secretary. Very
little in his house suggested what his
life had been. In a small alcove off his
living room he kept awards from the
magazines down beat and Esquire, one
from 1945 and one from 1946; a certif-
icate of appreciation from Mayor John
V. Lindsay; and a letter from President
Jimmy Carter, thanking him for ap-
pearing at the jazz concert given on the
South Lawn of the White House in
June of 1978. Eldridge never changed
much in appearance. His hair whitened
and his glasses thickened, but his high,
scrapy voice was full of pep and laugh-
ter. He would have been pleased by a
summation of his work offered the
other day by a fervent admirer: “El-
dridge was a player of great magni-
tude.” —WHITNEY BALLIETT
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AROUND CITY HALL

Fighting the Power

Q- RECURRENT sight earlier this
summer was the Brooklyn resi-
dent and film producer/wri-

ter/actor Spike Lee appearing on tele-

vision or making headlines as he
talked up “Do the Right Thing,” his
movie whose setting is a single block
on Stuyvesant Street, in the black

Brooklyn neighborhood of Bedford-

Stuyvesant, on the hottest day of the

year. For most of his interviews, Lee

wore a white or a blue Dodgers baseball
cap; he wore a Dodgers jersey in the
movie, in the role of Mookie, the de-
liveryman for a pizzeria (whose Ital-
ian-American owner, Sal, lived in
another part of Brooklyn, in Benson-
hurst, where, late last month, a sixteen-
year-old black high-school student was
shot dead in an encounter with white
residents). The caps—and sometimes
jerseys—were not, of course, those of
the Los Angeles Dodgers but those of
the Dodgers of Brooklyn, who were
feloniously (in the view of most of the
residents of their former home bor-

ough) removed to the Sun Beltin 1957.

It was ten years earlier that the Dodgers

had made history by signing Jackie

Robinson as the first black major-

league player. In a recent Times article

on the soaring sales of baseball caps,

which in some stores are at least twenty
times what they were a few years back,
the product manager for the Massa-
chusetts company Roman Pro, which
holds the major-league license for the
sale of merchandise associated with
other-than-present-day teams, report-
ed that the white and the blue Brooklyn
Dodgers caps ranked first and second
on the company’s sales charts, and he
credited Spike Lee’s influence for the
surge “in all our main markets,”
though it has been noted that the ap-
peal was especially strong among cus-
tomers who (like Lee and most of the
characters in his movies) are black.

In several of his interviews, Lee
remarked that he was glad his movie
was being released this summer, be-
cause he hoped that it would help de-
feat Edward Koch, who is running for
a fourth term in this year’s mayoral
election. Lee has accused Koch of play-
ing on white New Yorkers’ fear of
blacks in order to win white votes, and
holds him responsible, through many
of his words and actions, for dividing
the races here, (During the campaign,
the Mayor has conceded that his rheto-
ric may at times have been ‘“‘unfortu-
nate.” He often then demands, “But do
you want a plastic mayor?”’) In inter-
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views about “Do the Right Thing,”
Lee nearly always mentions that he
decided to make the movie after read-
ing about what happened in December,
1986, in Howard Beach, a ninety-
nine-per-cent white community in
Queens. A little after midnight one
night, three blacks who lived in the
East New York section of Brooklyn
stopped at a pizzeria after their car
broke down on a nearby highway.
(Some Howard Beach residents during
the next weeks, and, eventually, defense
lawyers in the trial that followed,
raised the question of what the blacks’
real purpose had been in visiting How-
ard Beach so late in the evening.) By
the time the blacks left the pizzeria,
word of their presence had reached a
group of white Howard Beach teen-
agers, many of them with Italian
names, At least one of these youths had
been quoted as shouting, “Get the nig-
gers!” They then set upon the blacks
with baseball bats and chased one of
them, Michael Griffith, onto a high-
way, where he was killed by a car. “Do
the Right Thing” is dedicated to the
memory of Michael Griffith and to the
memory of five other blacks who under
controversial circumstances have in re-
cent years ended up dead while in the
custody of members of the New York
police force. Preserved in the film are
such Howard Beach elements as the
pizzeria, the confrontation between
blacks and Italian-Americans, a base-
ball bat, and the death of a black man
as the result of white violence. After a
black youth in the movie, known as
Radio Raheem, refuses either to leave
the pizzeria or to turn down the ear-
splitting volume of his hoom box, Sal
smashes the box with a baseball bat.
Carfuls of white cops respond to the
disturbance and one of the cops kills
Raheem with a choke hold. Soon after-
ward, rioting blacks burn down Sal’s
pizzeria. They take their fury out on
Sal, Lee has explained, because the
cops aren’t around for them to attack,
having gone back to the station house,
where “they collaborate on another
myth, some other lie of how another
black person has died at the hands of
the police.” (According to a study pub-
lished last month by a local think tank
called the Center for Law and Social
Justice, twenty-nine New Yorkers,
most of them blacks and Hispanics,
have died in police custody this year.)

The fact that many white critics of
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his film were upset by the wanton
destruction of the pizzeria but not by
the wanton killing of Raheem, Lee has
said, proved that they put more value
on property than on human life. Not
only is there a black riot at the end of
“Do the Right Thing” but the film,
whose theme song is “Fight the
Power,” concludes with a quotation
from Malcolm X: “I don’t even call it
violence when it’s self-defense, I call it
intelligence.” As a result of these mes-
sages in the film, quite a few commen-
tators saw it as a reckless incitement to
urban violence—to the proverbial phe-
nomenon of the long, hot summer in
the steamy black and Latino areas of
cities, and especially this city. There
were predictions that what was seen as
its irresponsible message could be a
serious political problem for the may-
oral candidate David Dinkins, cur-
rently the borough president of Man-
hattan, who, if he should be elected,
would be New York’s first black
mayor. Similarly, last April, after a
crowd of young blacks and Hispanics
savagely attacked and raped a white
woman jogger in Central Park, there
were predictions that their mindless
violence would be held against Din-
kins. Nevertheless, he continued to
maintain his lead in the polls, even over
the incumbent mayor.

A few months after the Howard
Beach killing, Benjamin Ward, the
city’s black police commissioner, pre-
dicted that the racial divisions it had
caused could lead to a long, hot sum-
mer of 1987. One reason this did not
happen was that Governor Mario
Cuomo, with the advice and support of
responsible local black political figures,
led by Dinkins, appointed Charles
(Joe) Hynes to act as a special prosecu-
tor in the case—over the protests of
some militant blacks, including the
Reverend Al Sharpton, who believed
that a white prosecutor (Hynes is an
Irish-American) would be biased in
favor of the white defendants. In the
end, even Sharpton agreed that Hynes
had not been biased. Hynes (who is
now running for Brooklyn District At-
torney) won manslaughter convictions
for three of the four Howard Beach
attackers who were tried. This June, at
a City Council hearing, Ward men-
tioned the so-called “wilding,” or
“wolf pack,” attack in Central Park as
raising the possibility that there could
be another long, hot summer ahead.

The warm-weather weeks went by,
however, and it did not happen. Nor
did blacks take to the streets and burn
down buildings after seeing “Do the
Right Thing.” Anyhow, the movie’s
purpose, Spike Lee kept saying, was to
refocus attention on race relations in
this country. “I feel there are far too
many people walking around that
think that racism is . .. a thing of the
past,” he has said, and that “it ended
when L.B.]. signed some papers in
1964.”

No one can yet say what effect there
will be on racial tensions in this city—
or on the mayoral race—as a result of
the killing of the young black in Ben-
sonhurst, on the night of August 23rd.
That evening, four teen-age blacks
from the heavily black Brownsville
section of central Brooklyn set out by
subway for Bensonhurst, which is in
the southwest corner of the borough; a
large percentage of Bensonhurst’s resi-
dents are working-class Italian- Amer-
icans, and the black population is esti-
mated at less than one per cent. The
reason the four took the subway to
Bensonhurst that night was to respond
to an ad in Buy-Lines, a throwaway
classified-ad paper, which listed a 1982
Pontiac for sale at nine hundred dollars
at a Bensonhurst address; sixteen-year-
old Yusuf Hawkins, who lived at home
with his family and had just been ac-
cepted at a Brooklyn technical high
school, was interested in buying it.
(The next day, a Bensonhurst resident
demanded of a reporter, “What was he
doing buying a car at nine o’clock at
night?*”) Coming up out of the subway,
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the four stopped off at a store named
Snacks & Candy, and bought film, bat-
teries, and chocolate bars. Later, when
some Bensonhurst residents suggested
that the visitors might have been armed
—that is, might have been attacked in
self-defense—a policeman pointed out
that what Hawkins had been clutching
in his hand was a Snickers bar. A
young woman named Gina Feliciano,
who lived above the store, had recently,
according to police, gone out with
blacks and Hispanics a few times and
had been warned by neighborhood
white boys that they didn’t want such
people in the area. Her response had
been to threaten to invite some of her
new friends to her eighteenth-birthday
party, scheduled for that night. The
party had been cancelled, but the
neighborhood boys did not know that.
By the time the four black visitors came
out of the candy store, a crowd of white
teen-agers—some put the number as
high as thirty, nearly all with Italian-
American names—were ready, many
of them armed with Louisville Slugger
baseball bats from a nearby play-
ground. They were heard shouting
that they were going to beat the visitors
up. Then one of them—identified later
by police as eighteen-year-old Joseph
Fama—was quoted by a deputy police
commissioner as shouting, “I’m gonna
shoot the nigger.” Pulling out a .32-
calibre pistol, he fired four shots. One
grazed the arm of one of the blacks.
Two others pierced Hawkins’ heart.
He was dead on arrival at a hospital
half an hour later.

The next day, the Hawkins family,
attended by the Reverend Al Sharpton,
received a constant stream of visitors
offering condolences. They included
militant blacks, some of whom quoted
Malcolm X, and nearly all of whom
spoke of the need for a change at City
Hall. “I’m tired of hearing ‘sorry,” ”
Hawkins’ father said. ““He went out to
buy a car and now he’s dead.” The
Mayor, who, prudently, doesn’t often
make impromptu visits to poor black
communities, came, accompanied—
again prudently—by Commissioner
Ward, a very large man. Later, Koch
held a press conference in front of the
house, during which he said that race
relations were much better in New
York than in many other cities. He
announced that the senior Hawkins
had been invited to come to City Hall,
not realizing, apparently, that the an-
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nouncement would reinforce the view
of his critics that he sees everything in
life—and death—as a mayoral photo
opportunity. Representative Charles
Rangel, whose district includes much
of Harlem, commented, “What would
a mourning father want to do at City
Hall? ... I don’t see how a visit to
City Hall would help if my son were
just shot.” Also among the visitors was
Dinkins, whose low-key manner and
refusal to pick fights—or, often, even
to answer back—is maddening to some
of his supporters. (“You don’t have to
be loud to be strong” is the theme of
one of his television commercials.)
Dinkins said that while he didn’t hold
the Mayor responsible for the killing,
“the tone and climate of this city does
get set at City Hall.” The snuffing out
of young Hawkins’ life, he said, “could
happen to any person of color,” and he
added, his voice actually rising to a
level that could be called loud, “It was
a case of ‘Any nigger will do.” ” An-
other mayor, he suggested, could “cer-
tainly change the climate of the city.”
Koch commented from City Hall, “It’s
the worst thing in the world to use a
racial act for political purposes.” Din-
kins’ supporters, he said, were engaging
in “divisive’ rhetoric, which was “not
helpful to the city.” Throughout the
mayoral campaign, when any of his
rivals have suggested that life has not
gone well for all New Yorkers in the
Koch years, he has often accused them
of trying to tear down the city.

HE Mayor’s view that New

York’s preéminence in all things
that matter must be acknowledged was
evident from his first day in office. In
his inaugural address in January,
1978, he described the city as “a stroke
of genius.” At his second inaugura-
tion, he said that New York was ‘“a
miracle.” When he was sworn in for
the third time, in 1986, he called it
“God’s miracle.” In July of this year,
in the campaign’s first televised debate
between the Mayor and his three Dem-
ocratic rivals, he said, “The whole
world, if they had a choice of mov-
ing. . . the first place they’d come is the
city of New York, and everybody here
knows it.” Last month, when Koch
took time out from campaigning to
visit Chicago and urge a group of
American corporate leaders to move
their businesses here, his listeners—a
polite crowd—Ilet out only a slight gasp
of dishelief when he assured them that
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New Yorkers were ‘“bearers of the
Holy Grail.” Presumably, he was not
trying to say thart the city was a sacred
chalice, the object of knightly quests
attainable only by those who were pure
in thought, word, and deed. Though
there may be New York residents who
could qualify for this description, they
would not include any of the candi-
dates in this year’s mayoral race—at
least, not to those New Yorkers who
have been paying attention to the
names the opponents have called each
other. Besides Koch and Dinkins,
there are two other Democrats, City
Comptroller Harrison Goldin and the
multimillionaire businessman Richard
Ravitch, and two Republicans, former
United States Attorney Rudolph Giu-
liani and Ronald Lauder, of the cos-
metics family, whose fortune the Times
speculated last month might amount to
as much as a billion dollars. In recent
weeks, one or another of the candidates
has been described by one or another
rival (usually the highly articulate
Mayor) as an ass, a liar, a weasel, a
crony of crooks, a yenta, an ungrateful
dog, and slime.

Possibly, when the Mayor identified
New York with the Holy Grail he was
simply trying out lines for delivery at
his fourth inauguration, next January
—a prospect that seems a good deal
more likely than it did in June, when
polls showed him twenty-six points be-
hind Giuliani in the general election
and fifteen points behind Dinkins in
the Democratic primary, with an ap-
proval rating of less than twenty-five
per cent. A Post poll published on
August 25th gave the rosiest picture
yet of the Mayor’s chances. Because
the Bensonhurst killing took place late
in the evening of August 23rd, it did
not make most of the next morning’s
papers, but by August 25th it was on
the front page of the Times and the
Washington Post, and it was there
again on August 26th. On August
25th, the story and accompanying il-
lustrations occupied the front pages of
two of the local tabloids, the News and
Newsday. The News had a picture of
Hawkins’ body on a stretcher below the
headline ‘“‘JEALOUSY, HATE...AND
DEATH.” However, August 25th was
the day when the Post, which had
endorsed Koch two days earlier, was
scheduled to release its poll on the
mayoral race, and it went with that,
and with a headline that used the word
associated with mortality in another
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sense: “DEAD HEAT.” The poll showed
Dinkins ahead of Koch in the Demo-
cratic primary by forty-two per cent to
thirty-eight. In head-to-head matches
with the two top Democrats, Giuliani,
who early in the summer had been
miles ahead of all other contenders,
was shown losing to Koch by two
points and to Dinkins by twenty-two.
(“This campaign doesn’t need help, it
needs C.P.R.,” the Post’s bureau chief,
David Seifman, wrote of Giuliani’s
chances two days later.) The poll re-
sults were not entirely comforting to
the Mayor. They showed that even
though quite a few more New Yorkers
now said they were willing to pull the
Koch lever, forty-nine per cent had a
negative view of him,

O go along with his reminder

that New York is God’s miracle,
the Mayor likes to mention that it is
the capital of international finance, of
communications, of the arts, of fash-
ion, of entertainment, and (he some-~
times ventures) of sports. Although his
mayoral rivals do not dispute these
points, they note—there they go, tear-
ing down again—that, as everyone
knows who looks at the numbers, and
at television documentaries, New York
is also the capital of AIDS, of crack, and
of the homeless, and that there were
eighteen hundred and ninety-six
murders here last year, or more than
five a day: a record, putting the city
right up there in the violent-crime
books. It is also a sad fact that some of
New York’s place-names and the
names of some of its residents are the
ones most familiar in the national dis-
course as symbols of racial violence.
There is Howard Beach, there is Cen-
tral Park. There is Bernhard Goetz,
whose shooting of four blacks on a
subway made him either a devil or an
international folk hero, depending on
one’s point of view. George Bush fre-
quently mentioned during the last
weeks of the 1988 Presidential cam-
paign that he was proudly carrying
about with him the police shield of
Edward Byrne, the young cop who in
February of last year was shot dead by
black drug dealers in South Jamaica,
Queens. (“Did you see his blue eyes?”
one of the blacks was said to have asked
the killer.) During the mayoral cam-
paign, however, when there has been a
question about racial tension in the city

Koch often answers that anyone who
looks at the polls will find that the

subject is not high on New Yorkers’
list of concerns—that only about three
per cent of them list it as first. Ranked
ahead of it are drugs, crime, and home-
lessness—all of which, the Mayor
quickly points out, are national prob-
lems. If racial tension does not show up
in the polls, or in the polls as Koch
recalls them, however, it may be be-
cause—sadly again—race is part of
nearly everything that most people who
live here are deeply worried about. To
many white New Yorkers, drugs,
crime, and homelessness have black
faces. When they think of a youthful
murderer, they do not at once picture,
for example, a young Italian-Ameri-
can from Bensonhurst.

THE city’s mayoral candidates,
who, by Primary Day, September
12th, expect to have spent a combined
total of at least twenty million dollars
on the race, complained well into Au-
gust that many New Yorkers still
didn’t seem to realize that the chal-
lenge of making a choice in the may-
oral primaries was virtually upon
them. In past decades in election years,
nominees were usually chosen in June,
leaving a sensible interval of R. and R.
until the campaign got really revved
up, a few weeks before the general
election. Since 1977, however, the
primaries have been in September, con-
signing the candidates to another kind
of long, hot summer as they slog from
rally to debate to ethnic parade, trying
to attract the serious notice of voters,
many of whom are convinced that the
only important topics in life during the
high-temperature months are the
weather and baseball. For the first de-
bate among the Democratic candidates
this year, on July 26th, New Yorkers’
minds were understandably on the fact
that the temperature was ninety-six,
the hottest day of the year. For a debate
on August lst, a major distraction was
the Mets’ having just signed Minne-
sota T'wins pitcher Frank Viola, who
the Mets owners hoped would save the
current season for the team. Viola’s
arrival was not directly related to the
departure from the Mets of Mookie
Wilson, who was traded the same
week, or there might have been com-
plaints from some quarters in which
the word “racism” was used. Commis-
sioner Ward said a few years ago that
racism was as American as apple pie, so
it shouldn’t be surprising that some
blacks keep pointing out that racism in
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baseball didn’t end just because Jackie
Robinson signed on with the Brooklyn
Dodgers in 1947. Lately, some of them
have complained that the percentage of
blacks on major-league teams is de-
creasing. Last June, the black-owned
newspaper New York Voice ran a
front-page picture of the new Mets
player Juan Samuel, a Dominican, who
had just joined the team in exchange
for two white players. Only two weeks
earlier, the Voice noted, it had pointed
out that, since Mookie Wilson was
often on the bench, Darryl Strawberry
was the only black on the regular full-
time Mets roster. The Voice congratu-
lated the Mets for having responded by
bringing on Samuel. Its editorial on
the subject was headed “NEW METS
PLAYER: DARK ISN’T HE!” The depar-
ture of Mookie Wilson was a particu-
lar loss to both black and white baseball
fans here. He had been with the team
the longest of any Met and was re-
garded with such affection that when
he came on the field at Shea Stadium
the cry of “Moo-kie! Moo-kie! Moo-
kiel” often sounded almost like a
croon. Spike Lee knew what he was
doing when he gave the name of
Mookie to his pizza deliveryman,
whom it was important to see through-
out the film as a sympathetic character.

HEN blacks die or suffer some

terrible injustice at the hands of
whites in this country, the name of
South Africa is often invoked. In this
city in recent years, the chant at many
protest rallies has been “Mayor Koch,
have you heard! This is not Johannes-
burg.” Even many New Yorkers sym-
pathetic to the blacks’ cause have seen
this as foolishly extreme—after all,
there is no official apartheid here, nor
does any black need a pass to move
around the city. Nevertheless, the Au-
gust 23rd killing was a reminder that
in two nearly all-white communities—
Howard Beach, in Queens, and now
Bensonhurst, many miles away across
the breadth of Brooklyn—blacks have
died violently because some residents
felt that they had a perfect right to
attack blacks who had ventured unin-
vited into their communities. On the
Saturday and the Sunday after Yusuf
Hawkins’ violent death, several hun-
dred blacks from central Brooklyn, led
by black ministers, came to Ben-
sonhurst and marched, peaceably, past
the site of the killing. They were met
both days by hundreds of Bensonhurst
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residents, some of them wearing “Don’t
WDI’I‘}’, Be Happy” T'-shirts and wav-
ing Italian as well as American flags,
who shouted at them, “Niggers go
home!” and “Do you want a water-
melon?”’ At one point, Bensonhurst res-
idents waved watermelons at the march-
ers and sang a jeering chorus of “We
Are the World.” Some of the spectators
shouted, “Central Park! Central Park!”
The marchers then shouted back,
“Howard Beach! Howard Beach!”

On August 28th, the Mayor said
during a press conference that the
protesters’ visits to Bensonhurst should
cease. (“KOCH: STOP THE MARCHES”
was the Newsday headline.) “I am
talking about what is helpful to the city
—lowering the passions, lowering the
rhetoric, and you don’t do that by
marching into a community and get-
ting that community to feel that they
are the culprit,” Koch said. The Rev-
erend Timothy Mitchell, a Queens
minister who had participated in the
demonstration, said, ‘“I’m sure the
mayor of Montgomery didn’t want
Martin Luther King to protest in
marches. I’m sure Bull Connor didn’t
want him to protest.” The Reverend
Herbert Daughtry, whose church is in
Brooklyn, noted that Koch often re-
ferred to his own participation in a
civil-rights march in the South in the
nineteen-sixties, and that he had not
worried then about hurting the feelings
or damaging the reputation of “a
whole region.” On August 30th, the
Times weighed in editorially, saying
that surely the Mayor must remember
“the Southern politicians’ jeers against
‘outside agitators.”” Would that the
Mayor “were as attentive to the anger
and pain felt by the marchers as to the
affront to people who live in Ben-
sonhurst,” the editorial went on, add-
ing, “What’s most troubling is what
he didn’t say, the sympathy he did not
express.” When Koch went to the fu-
neral home on the night of the wake
for young Hawkins, his reception was
so hostile that he and his bodyguards
were hustled out a side door.

Y September 1st, three of Hawkins’
alleged Bensonhurst attackers had
been charged on an array of counts that
included murder. August 30th was
the day of the Hawkins funeral, in
Brownsville. Jesse Jackson did not at-
tend, having stopped by at the wake,
the evening before, and having later
taped a radio show during which he

compared Koch’s actions in New York
with those of Governor George Wal-
lace in Alabama in the nineteen-sixties.
Thousands of blacks turned out for the
funeral, including Spike Lee and the
mother of Michael Griffith, and so did
a few white politicians. Earlier that
week, Lee had demanded, “Where are
the Italian-American leaders? ...
Where is Cuomo?” Cuomo had called
the Hawkins family and asked permis-
sion to attend the funeral. Still, he was
booed, as was Giuliani. Koch was
greeted with cries of “Koch go home!
Koch go home!” Again, the Mayor
and his bodyguards left in a hurry, this
time by way of a back fire escape, as the
mourners sang “We Shall Overcome.”
Dinkins was the only politician to
receive warm applause. There were
police sharpshooters on rooftops to
guard against violence. On the street
below and inside the church were the
Reverend Louis Farrakhan’s Fruit of
Islam soldiers, mostly in dark suits and
bow ties, with impassive faces; they had
also guarded Lee’s set for “Do the
Right Thing.” Dinkins, who had once
been given a police guard, after his
criticism of Farrakhan’s anti-Semitic
remarks caused the Muslim leader to
threaten his life, did not criticize Far-
rakhan, who spoke at the funeral, and
neither did the Mayor, who said after-
ward, in newly subdued tones, that
Farrakhan had played “a very princi-
pled, helpful role” in the service. Per-
haps local black outrage over the events
in Bensonhurst would insure the large
black turnout that Dinkins needs to
beat Koch on Primary Day. Perhaps
the outrage of other voters over the in-
volvement of Jackson, Farrakhan, and
Al Sharpton—detested names to many
New Yorkers—and anger over further
black protest marches in white neigh-
borhoods would bring those voters out
in huge numbers, too. The Malcolm X
statement often quoted by Brooklyn
blacks in response to the killing was
not the one that ends “Do the Right
Thing” but one that some of them saw
as having more telling implications for
the mayoral race: “It is the ballot or
the bullet.” In an Op-Ed piece in the
Tames on the day before the Hawkins
funeral, the Reverend Daughtry de-
scribed New York as a powder keg. “A
change must come. . .. If it is not the
ballot, I fear it will be the bullet.”
There was no doubt that the mayoral
race now had the city’s attention.
—ANDY LoGan
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IKE engaging memoirs of every
era, Sallie Bingham’s lively ac-

count of her life gives the read-
er the sense of being in a past milieu
that has been rescued from oblivion by
an observant participant. ‘“‘Passion
and Prejudice: A Family Memoir”
(Knopf; $22.95) has the feel of a
novel, and although the author takes
great pains to maintain a cool, even,
elevated tone, the genre that most of
her characters belong to is American
gothic.

One is drawn quickly into Bing-
ham’s saga of family tragedy, alleged
murder, Southern emotional opacity,
and dynastic rise and fall—so quickly,
in fact, that it takes a while to realize
that the story has three distinct sub-
plots: one is a poetically rendered,
staunchly feminist account of Sallie’s
coming-of-age as a member of a suc-
cessful and socially prominent Louis-
ville, Kentucky, newspaper family in
the nineteen-forties and fifties; another
i1s an explanation of the motives and
events that led to her decision to sell
her fifteen-per-cent share of stock in
the family media empire, a decision
that led, in turn, to its sale, in 1986,
for four hundred and thirty-three mil-
lion dollars; and the third is a quasi-
Jungian exploration of her antecedents
—particularly Mary Lily Flagler, the
rich socialite her paternal grandfather
married in 1916. Mary Lily was the
widow of Henry Flagler, a co-founder,
with John D. Rockefeller, of Standard
Oil; her demise under mysterious cir-
cumstances eight months after her
marriage to Robert Bingham provided
the capital for his purchase of the
Louisville Courier-Journal and the
Louisville Times—an acquisition that
launched the Bingham fortune but cast
a shadow over the family which it
would never be allowed entirely to
forget.

The list of characters is extensive
and more or less constant in the three
stories. Sallie Bingham’s formidable
maternal grandmother, Munda, was
a genteelly poor “writer and spinner
of tales,” who raised her seven chil-
dren to “look outward rather than in-
ward” (an imperative apparently shared
by most members of the Southern soci-
ety in which the author grew up).

BOORS

Passions, Prejudices

“T'he Colonel,” Sallie’s paternal great-
grandfather, was a Civil War veteran,
the founder of a boys’ school in North
Carolina, and the inspirational source
of the family’s firm belief in the rule of
male primogeniture, even unto the
present generation. Copious evidence is
presented to support the book’s charge
of unrepentant family sexism, but the
characteristically high-toned family
style of piggery is best conveyed by
quoting from a paper the Colonel read
at a meeting of a men’s club in Ashe-
ville, North Carolina, in 1907: “Men
produce thought; but women produce
men,”” he declared, and, while support-
ing education for women in principle,
he thought it prudent to remind his
audience of the incapacitating effect of
“the partly submerged half of the
world” ’s episodes of “periodicity.”
The Colonel’s son Robert, known as
the Judge, was a charming, ambitious
lawyer, whose purchase of the Louis-
ville papers gave him the social and
financial status that had formerly
eluded him, and whose support of
F.D.R. eventually earned him an
ambassadorship to the Court of St.
James’s. Barry, Sr., the Judge’s son
and Sallie’s father, turned the Courier-
Journal into one of the most widely ad-
mired newspapers in the country. He,
too, was a charmer, but he seems to
have been a strangely two-dimensional
and inaccessible father—a man “al-
most incapable of showing any emotion
except pleasure,” according to Marie

Brenner, whose “House of Dreams,”
published last year by Random House,
is one of two other recent books
that have scrutinized the Bingham
family. (David Chandler’s schaden-

freude-filled ““T'he Binghams of Louis-
ville” is the third; a fourth, by the
journalists Susan Tifft and Alex Jones,
is due out next year.) Mary, the au-
thor’s mother, is depicted as an intel-
ligent, driven woman of almost Roman
fortitude, whose fierce devotion to her
husband caused her to freeze her five
children out.

The author and her siblings—
Worth, Barry, Jr., Jonathan, and El-
eanor—all appear to have suffered
from emotional undernourishment.
Worth, the handsome, hard-drinking,
reckless eldest son, died in a freak
accident in 1966, at the age of thirty-
four. Barry, Jr., comes across as a
rigidly moralistic, hardworking editor,
who reluctantly stepped into his old-
er brother’s shoes, and whose death-
lock rivalry with Sallie (a rivalry that,
despite Athena-like protestations to
the contrary, obviously went both
ways) precipitated the events that led to
the loss of the family’s newspapers.
Jonathan, the troubled and brilliant
youngest son, died two years before
Worth, at the age of twenty-one, while
he was attempting to rig electrical
wires to the family barn for a Boy
Scout reunion. Eleanor, Sallie’s youn-
ger sister, a filmmaker and sometime
hippie, is in fuzzier focus than the
others—possibly because she was the
only child to remain close to her par-
ents after the loss of the papers and the
other family companies. There are also
a host of ex-husbands and ex-wives,
and, in cameo appearances, a number of
devoted servants, black and white, who
seem to have brought the author the
only secure moments of her childhood.

Thus described, “Passion and Preju-
dice” probably sounds like a kind of
“Dallas” with bluestocking preten-
sions. But it isn’t. Bingham has a gen-
uine flair for making people come alive,
and a sharp eye for the dramatic con-
tent of day-to-day life. Her sketch of
her brother Worth—though unfairly
incomplete, since it omits any account
of his maturer years, when he became
a serious muckraking reporter and
a devoted husband and father—is
illustrative:

Worth was treated with special defer-
ence. He had an electric quality, without
moral or intellectual dimensions, like a



bolt of lightning that struck at ran-
dom. His temper was ferocious, and
he used his muscle to get what he
wanted, pushing and shoving Barry
and me around. He was extrava-
gantly emotional, angry and our-
raged at one moment, then rapidly
cooling and moving on to another
interest. All his interests were obses-
sions: football, tennis, swimming,
and, later, the pursuit of girls, gam-
bling and liquor. ... Worth’s ability
to get what he wanted, however,
was the most compelling feature of
his personality. I used to think that
everyone was a little afraid of him,
even the grown-ups. I do not re-
member that he was ever punished.

The picture that the author
paints of her childhood is one in
which the comforts and ease of
a privileged life spent largely in
a grandish Louisville mansion
(familiarly referred to, like Sing
Sing, as the Big House), in chic
establishments in France, and in
various elegant summer retreats
were overshadowed by the re-
moteness and shallowness of her
family. Despite the fact that the
Courier-Journal and the Times were
long considered to be among the most
liberal papers in the country, because
of their strong stands on civil-rights
issues, busing, strip-mining, and equal
rights for women, Bingham maintains
that in private her family was racist,
sexist, and anti-Semitic. T he ultimate-
ly conservative life-view at the Big
House was, she suggests, a heritage
of “the Old South, where duty was
a passion, patriotism a religion, and
the fathering of sons a holy mission.”
In the male dynastic tradition in which
she was raised, “Bingham women
fell silent, died, or disappeared,” she
writes, adding, “In each generation,
women . . . lost out in the battle for
inheritance, power, and money. They
signed papers without understanding
them, were parties to lawsuits aimed
at disinheriting them, and turned
what money they had over to their
male relatives to invest. Yet in spite
of all their disappointments, their loy-
alty remained to father and brother,
thirdly to husband, and almost never to
mother, sister, or daughter. Power was
with the men.”

ARLY in her life, Sallie Bing-
ham’s ties of loyalty to any mem-

ber of her family, male or female, were
seriously damaged. T his seems to have
come about from her constantly being
trotted out for display, like a trick dog;
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from a general sense of neglect; and
from a feeling that she was less valued
than her brothers. In an obvious way,
the memoir is an act of vengeance and
catharsis—a kind of literary “Mommie
Dearest.” But it is also a fascinating
American social history, animated by a
largely anecdotal narrative that is most
convincing when it is least didactic.
“T'he fam,” as she occasionally re-
fers to the rest of the Binghams, sent to
book-review editors, just before the
publication of her book, a two-and-a-
half-pound fact-filled rebuttal of its
contents (five and a half pounds lighter
than a similar document repudiating
the Chandler book, which they com-
piled two years ago). This missive
seems at the very least to support Bing-
ham’s theory that her family’s liberal
principles had darker dimensions, but,
loath as one is to admit it, the rebuttal
seriously challenges a number of the
book’s underlying assumptions—par-
ticularly in the section about the death
of Mary Lily. Bingham does not help
her credibility when, as a kind of ex-
planation of her intent, she quotes, at
the beginning of the book, a dictum
from Jung: “I can only make direct
statements, only ‘tell stories.” Whether
or not the stories are ‘true’ is not the
problem. The only question is whether
what I tell is my fable, my truth.”
It is also interesting to note that—as
Brenner reports in her book—the

family harbored memories of Sallie’s
tendency to exaggerate and to present
personal grievances in the form of
broad social issues.

Bingham is surely tarring with too
broad a brush when she attempts to
discredit the integrity of the papers’
editorial policies. However much the
Courier-Journal and the Times may
have fallen short of her notion of ideal
servants of the public, and however
much the Judge and Barry, Sr., may
have used their editorial pages to ex-
pand their political influence, the fact
remains that for all sixty-eight years
of family ownership the newspapers’
liberal voice rarely wavered. Not
for nothing were the windows of
the Courier-Journal Building, which
housed both papers, smashed (when the
editors supported busing) and the site
referred to by local conservatives as
Red Square.

On the other hand, Bingham’s rev-
elation that in private “the fam”’s
social ambitions and the conventions of
their circle held them fast to the values
and prejudices of the Old South seems
plausible. It is not so much the numer-
ous semi-indentured black servants,
and the whites-and-Gentiles-only
country clubs, and the patronage-trad-
ing, hard-drinking, good-old-boy so-
cial'milieu that convince—such things
were, after all, typical of her parents’
era and class—as the many anecdotes
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in which the social veneer cracks and
the unreconstructed prejudices ooze
out. She recalls one hot summer after-
noon, for example, when Worth in-
vited the seventeen-year-old son of the
family gardener to join him and Barry
and a couple of friends for a swim in
the family pool. When their mother
found out about it that evening, she
screamed at Worth, reprimanded both
sons in the severest terms, and, accord-
ing to Barry, who told Brenner about
the event, “began to go on and on
about polio and syphilis and the germs
that colored people have,”
and ‘“‘then she drained the
pool.” (Though frequently
unable to communicate with
each other even about simple
matters, the family members
seem in general to have been
inexplicably overeager to talk
for publication. Often the
only information they had
about important family matters was
what they learned in the newspaper
and magazine articles they read about
each other.) Mary Bingham, writing
to her husband (who was overseas
serving as a naval public-affairs officer
at the time), confided that she was well
aware that the episode made her look
like a hypocrite, yet she expressed
amazement that “any child brought up
in this part of the world would not
have taken in through his pores a sense
of the mores which forbid inviting nigs
to swim in the pool.” And she added,
pointedly, “Sallie quite often goes
down to the pool alone now, as she can
swim quite well to take care of herself,
and it makes real Carry Me Back to ole
Virginia goose pimples break out on me
to think of George’s falling into the
habit of swimming whenever he takes
the notion.”

Bingham claims that because of the
conflicting nature of its values the fam-
ily often waffled editorially on sensitive
issues. One case she cites as an example
is that of Carl Braden, an employee of
the Courier-Journal, who, in the nine-
teen-fifties, deeded a house in a whites-
only neighborhood to a black couple
and was later arrested and jailed for
sedition after someone blew the house
up. In her opinion, the paper was less
than wholehearted in its support of
Braden or its coverage of the issues.
Actually, a good number of the Cou-
rier-Journal’s editorials during the pe-
riod expressed chagrin over Braden’s
treatment and condemned the sedition

charge (it was declared invalid, but
only after Braden had served seven
months in prison)—though several ed-
itorials sympathizing with the affected
neighborhood’s white property owners
were clearly not on the side of the
angels.

Similarly, her tree-by-tree account
of the events that led to her decision
to sell her stock provides only the dim-
mest view of the forest. In 1977, dur-
ing a bad period in her life (a second
marriage had failed and her writing
career seemed stalled), her father in-
vited her to return to Louis-
ville from New York and sug-
gested that she take a job as
editor of the Courier-Jour-
nal’s Sunday book page.
Like his invitation to her
and the other women in the
family to serve on the boards
of the three family-owned
companies (the newspapers
constituted one, a TV station and two
radio stations another, and a printing
plant the third), this offer was viewed
by Sallie chiefly as a manipulative act,
aimed at including her “in the ranks
of maimed dependents.” Nonetheless,
she eventually accepted both offers,
though with misgivings. From the out-
set, she says, it was clear that ““the men,
who actually ran the papers, did not
really welcome interference from
their female relations on the board.”
(When she was made a director of
the TV and radio stations, she had
been inside them only once, for an inter-
view. ) It is impossible to tell from what
she writes whether her growing knowl-
edge of the workings of the papers
gave her a firm grasp of their finan-
cial situation, but she thought it did,
and throughout her six-year tenure
she was vexed at having her opinions,
and her views on management, politely
ignored. Inevitably, she found herself
at loggerheads with brother Barry
on every major issue that arose.

Brenner does not appear to have
liked any of the Binghams much. But,
unlike Sallie, who describes her brother
as inept, driven, and “desperate . . . to
earn Father’s approval,” she gives
Barry credit for keeping a level head
and caring deeply and fairly disinter-
estedly about the papers’ welfare.
Brenner sticks to this view despite an
almost palpable physical aversion to
the man, whom she describes as “op-
pressively thin,” with “a handlebar
moustache that sprouted from his upper
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lip into two waxed points, like tiny
spears.” Although, as chairman of the
board, Barry, Sr., still ruled the Bing-
ham empire, Barry, Jr., as editor and
publisher, was nominally in charge of
the papers, and it obviously galled his
sister to be in a position inferior to his.
The event that catapulted Sallie
Bingham toward what in retrospect
seems an inevitable decision to sell her
stock occurred in 1980. To guard the
family’s interests and preserve its con-
trol of the companies, the family law-
yers drafted a buyback agreement stat-
ing that if a stockholder wished to sell
his or her holdings the family would be
given ninety days to match any bid.
Unfortunately, the agreement was
presented in what Bingham considered
a perfunctory way, over coffee on the
terrace of the Big House, and was
couched in “technical language” that
she did not understand. She refused to
sign it—to the amazement of all
present. She says that this “little in-
cident shows how firmly entrenched
the notion is that women can easily be
fooled,” and clearly regards her non-
compliance as an important act of femi-
nist self-assertiveness. But her account
leaves out entirely the context in which
the agreement was drafted in the first
place—the background of unfriendly
takeovers and mergers and company
raidings that were rampant in that
period and against which the lawyers
naturally wanted to protect the family.
She believes that the lawyers and the
men in the family were in collusion to
keep the women in the dark about the
reasons for having a buyback agree-
ment. It seems more reasonable to as-
sume that they could not imagine any-
one’s not grasping its significance.
But, contrary to popular belief,
when Sallie did decide to sell, the
newspapers could still have been kept
in family hands. They were lost be-
cause Barry stubbornly refused to meet
his sister’s price—or, in effect, to ac-
knowledge the reality of her position
and allow her the recognition she was
demanding. A family-hired assessor
valued her stock as worth somewhere
between twenty-two and twenty-nine
million dollars. Sallie sought a second
opinion from another firm, and was
told that her stock was worth far more
—over sixty million dollars. Bingham
pére, who eventually made the decision
to sell to the Gannett chain (a decision
his son called “a betrayal” and “‘irra-
tional’), deferred to his son through-
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out the negotiations with Sallie—for
the sake, he said, of family unity. After
the negotiations with her family had
dragged on for many months, Sallie
was offered twenty-five million dollars,
which no one thought she would ac-
cept, and she did not. But Brenner
notes that ‘““the bankers all said pri-
vately that Sallie would be willing to
settle for thirty-two million,” and adds
that if the family had truly wanted to,
“it would have been easy enough to buy
Sallie out, as Shearson Lehman Broth-
ers had advised them to do.

. Sallie would have been
content and felt she had
scored a psychological vic-
tory. But Barry Junior could
not bring himself to give in
to his sister’s demands. He
said, ‘Our profit margin was
too low. We could never have replaced
our equipment in the future. And if we
had a bad year, the papers would have
been in serious shape.” That wasn’t
exactly right. In fact, there was ample
money in the company.”

A curious twist in the “business”
story is Bingham’s account of her
career as the Courter-Journal’s book
editor. She took the job on a temporary
basis in 1981. When the editor whom
she had been hired to replace returned
from sick leave, she left, but a few
months later Barry, Sr., telephoned her
to ask her to take the job on a
permanent basis. The editor, a woman
friend and neighbor of Sallie’s, was
to be transferred to the magazine sec-
tion—a move Sallie knew that she
would object to. Nonetheless, despite
the protests of Barry, Jr., over the
unseemliness of the maneuver, Sallie
accepted the offer. Considering the
high moral standards to which she
holds everyone else, her mea culpa on
this subject has a decidedly hollow
ring: her punishment, she says, was
having to encounter the woman in
the halls and in the ladies’ room—a
non-working person’s view of hell.

The most dubious section of the
book by far, however, is its author’s
examination of the circumstances
surrounding the death of Mary Lily
Flagler Bingham, the second of the
Judge’s three wives, in which she ac-
cepts the murder-by-drugging theory
advanced by David Chandler and takes
it into h}rperspace with a melodramatic
imagining of Mary Lily’s last days,
complete with fevered deathbed mus-
ings. To be sure, Mary Lily’s unex-
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pected death leaves many unanswered
questions. Why, for example, did Mary
Lily, a gregarious thrower of gala balls
who seems to have hardly left the dance
floor in all the years of her marriage
to Henry Flagler, suddenly become
a semi-recluse after her marriage to
Robert Bingham and fall so quickly
into an alcohol-induced stupor! Why
was she—then the richest woman in
America—not sent to one of the many
sanatoriums around the country for
problem drinkers if her problem was, as
everyone believed, alcohol-
ism, but instead kept, heavily
sedated with morphine, in an
isolated mansion under the
care of local (and, accord-
ing to Sallie Bingham and
Chandler, incompetent) doc-
tors! And why was the in-
famous codicil to her will which left the
Judge five million dollars (her original
will left him nothing) drawn up in a
doctor’s office shortly before her death?
Bingham believes that Mary Lily died,
“like so many other women, rich and
poor, of a combination of causes that
included depression, neglect and medi-
cal incompetence, the failure of love,
isolation, and a heart probably weak-
ened by the syphilis she had contracted
from the Judge,” and that “she also
died because she would not, for a long
time, give the man his money.” The
syphilis theory comes from Chandler,
who learned from Mary Lily’s relatives
(they had her body exhumed because of
suspicions of foul play) that there were
small traces of arsenic found in her
body. Since arsenic was sometimes used
in the treatment of syphilis, Chandler
concluded that not only Mary Lily but
Judge Bingham, who was plagued
with dermatological problems all his
life, suffered from the disease. Unfor-
tunately, neither the full autopsy re-
port, which is still in the possession of
Mary Lily’s descendants—information
from it was apparently made available
to Sallie Bingham—nor any of the
medical records of the Judge support
this theory; Dr. Grover Hutchins, a
pathologist at Johns Hopkins who was
given access to the Judge’s medical
records, points out in a letter repro-
duced in the family rebuttal that small
amounts of arsenic were often used in
embalming fluid. There is even less
likelihood in the farfetched notion that
Flagler, whose marriage to Mary Lily
appears to have been a singularly happy
one despite a thirty-seven-year age dif-
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ference, was possibly the third link in
this syphilitic daisy chain. Bingham
also speculates that the Judge’s first
wife, Eleanor, committed suicide (for
reasons similar to Mary Lily’s) by
jumping out of her automobile in front
of a trolley, although all the contempo-
rary accounts of her death state that
it was the result of an accident and that
she was fatally injured by the impact
while still inside the car.

Robert Bingham was never formally
charged with any crime associated with
his wife’s death, and Barry, Sr., who
died not long after the papers were
sold, found the memory of the scandal
so distressing that he never discussed it
with his children. In his later years, he
seemed to be unable to recall much
about it, a form of denial that his
daughter believes is typical of the South
—or, at least, of the Old South.
Barry’s insistence on staying on the
surface of things—like the mannered
charm of the author’s mother, the witty
table talk expected of the children, the
ocean of alcohol that kept the elegant
parties afloat but destroyed so many
members of the family—created a
world that was impossible for Sallie to
believe in, which may explain her in-
sistence that the term “Southern lib-
eral” is an oxymoron. But another
form of denial is at play in her book,
and that is the denial of the possibility
of her family’s ordinary fallibility, and

its ordinary humanity. —Lis Harris
BRIEFLY NOTED
FICTION

TourisTs, by Lisa Goldstein (Simon &
Schuster; $17.95). An American
anthropologist brings his alcoholic
wife and two teen-age daughters to a
city in an Irag-like country where
the manuscript he has been decipher-
ing originated centuries earlier.
Throughout childhood, the two
girls have been conducting a game
set in two imaginary countries, the
chronicles of which happen to cor-
respond to those of the ancient
manuscript. As the family feel their
way around the hostile city, in
which streets and stores have a
habit of appearing at some times
and not at others, a correspondence
is also implied between the imagi-
nary lands and the feuding factions
of the ancient society they’ve stum-
bled into. The disappointment one
feels at the ending of the novel is

in proportion to the accumulation of
effects it achieves, so much does ev-
ery detail accrete in the way of sug-
gestive significance. Still, it’s hard
to hold that disappointment against
the author, for she has given us the
kind of magic and adventure that
once upon a time made us look for
secret panels in the backs of ward-
robes, or brush our teeth with a book
held in front of our eyes, because we
couldn’t bear to put it down.

GENERAL

A FirsT-CrLAss TEMPERAMENT: THE
EMERGENCE oF FraNkLIN RoosE-
vELT, by Geoffrey C. Ward (Har-
per & Row; $27.95). In the second
volume of his satisfying biography
(the first, “Before the Trumpet,”
appeared in 1985) Mr. Ward takes
Roosevelt from his honeymoon, in
1905, to his election as governor
of New York, in 1928. The biog-
rapher’s intelligent use of detail
makes Roosevelt and those around
him come alive, as complex men and
women. There is a good deal of
history and politics here, but the
theme is survival. Franklin’s parents
had taught the boy to suppress or
deny discomfort, displeasure, and
discouragement; and the man’s ha-
bitual if irrational optimism carried
him through the ordeal of his par-
alyzing illness. Though Mr. Ward
never lets us forget that the Roo-
sevelts were snobs, he also shows
us F.D.R. at Warm Springs exercis-
ing, swimming, and playing with
and encouraging a lot of strangers
with whom he had nothing in com-
mon except being crippled.

Stormy ApPLAUSE: Making Music
N A WORKER’s STATE, by Rostislav
Dubinsky (Hill & Wang; $22.95).
The author, who now teaches at the
University of Indiana, recalls his
career as a violinist in the Soviet
Union from 1949 to 1975. Mr.
Dubinsky, a Jew who founded a
string quartet, refused to join the
Communist Party, but his quartet
was eventually recognized by the
cultural bureaucracy, and was per-
mitted to call itself the Borodin
Quartet. The author recalls absurdi-
ties and injustices that are beyond the
imagination of Western musicians
and music-makers; what makes his
recollections immediate is his devo-
tion to music that we all know and

love. A few stories are cheerfully |
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funny, among them an account of
the Borodin’s stint as accompanists
to a Russian circus touring East
Germany. His tales of famous mu-
sicians—Richter, Oistrakh, Ros-
tropovich, Shostakovich—show us
ways that artists resisted or endured
dictatorship.

TuE STARS, THE SNOw, THE FIRrE:
TWENTY-FIVE YEARS IN THE
NorTHERN WILDERNESS, by John
Haines (Graywolf; $16). Mr.
Haines, a poet and an artist, knows
the Far North from many years of
homesteading on the Tanana River
in eastern Alaska. The best books
about life on the uppermost frontier,
the real literature of the north, have
been written not by sojourners but by

men and women who lived there, in
and off the wilderness, and there are
very few such books: “Winter,” by
Cornelius Osgood; “Four Seasons
North,” by Billie Wright; “Dan-
gerous River,” by R. M. Patterson.
Mr. Haines’ book is one of this
number; he is equipped with the skill
and the brawn that survival in the
wild demands, and also with the un-
derstanding to say something valu-
able about it and the talent to say it
memorably and well.

NoTe: “Barbarian Sentiments: How
the American Century Ends,” by
William Pfaff, has been published
by Hill & Wang ($19.95). Some of
the contents originally appeared
here.

MARK MOJSES

MARK Mosgs, The New Yorker's
popular-music critic until his
death, this summer, at the age of
thirty-two, loved music that was sub-
versive—the work of outsiders, who
couldn’t or wouldn’t make concessions
to commercialism, and who were
drawn to music because it was the best
way for them to say something they
felt driven to say. Mark was not fond
of super-session bands or glib song-
writers or matinée-idol balladeers, or
anyone who took a simple, obvious
way to success. He was all for the
popularity part of popular music; but he
had more sympathy for popularity won
with ingenuity, independence, and
pure talent.

It happens that Mark’s relationship
with this magazine was informed by all
the things he admired in music. He was
not introduced to us by an agent or
championed by a friend on the staff. He
just one day gathered the pieces he had
written for other publications—mostly
the Boston Phoenix—and mailed them
in. The enthusiastic reception he got
here didn’t compromise his indepen-
dence or lack of affectation: he contin-
ued to hold a daytime job as a senior
programmer at a high-tech company in
Boston. (He had a master’s degree in
applied mathematics, and had turned
down an invitation to study for his doc-
torate so he would have time to write.)
He kept meaning to come to New York
and meet people at the magazine,
whom he had met only on the phone,
but he never seemed to get around to it.

He was too busy listening to more
music, going to more concerts, and
writing more pieces.

This isn’t to say that Mark was anti-
social—far from it. He was droll, ebul-
lient, excitable, sharp, and sincere. He
had a bubbly charm. He loved to talk,
and did it at the speed of a few million
words per minute. He especially loved
to talk about music. Although his
critical approach was sober and intel-
lectual, Mark was one of those people
who are plain tickled by music, and he
would get as delighted and emotional
over, say, a good Ashford and Simpson
ballad as some people would over a
good birthday present. That affable,
sweet, devoted, and conscientious spirit
was recognized and appreciated by his
colleagues here.

It was early in 1988 that Mark wrote
his first piece for The New Yorker—a
soaring essay on Aretha Franklin,
whose bold, visceral power he adored.
Over a span of a little more than a year,
he wrote about Prince and Randy
Travis and Lou Reed and Etta James
and Talking Heads and Robert Cray
and Chaka Khan. This summer, a pro-
tracted illness sent him to the hospital.
His goal was to get well and, in the
meantime, write a piece about the Re-
placements, the ornery Minneapolis
band that has made dislocation and
unconventionality its central themes.
Right before he died, Mark managed
to write the first few paragraphs of the
piece. It is clear that he had a great
deal more to say.
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