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~ Theexteriordoor handleis not a
? styledflap but a sturdy grip. Its
Sa) looped shape is meantto permit

nett maximum pullingforce should

rescueassistanceever be needed.

 

This sectional cutaway

        
   

   

   

 

showstheintricate labyrinthofsteel channels
and box shapes designed to enhance roof \
rigidity in the eventofa rollover. es 3 =|

XA fy y Theinterior rearview
a, ; he sioerinecolinnn mirror is mounted to

i —_. incorporates

a

flexible tube 4. — ~\ predeee stuck
\ _ designed to deform underthe wih tnoderatsfprée:

- ZB forceofafrontal impact, limiting =
wr therisk ofexcessive rearward or

SY upward displacement.

a »)} 1

Thefrontal structure is
designed to absorb and z
channelkinetic energy not A Supplemental

A only in head-onbut also Restraint System (SRS)
offsetfrontal impacts— with driver-sideair bag has been
morefrequent and more standard in every Mercedes-Benz since 1985.
severe. Mercedes-Benz On many models, the system now includes

pioneered both the basic both driver andfrontpassenger air bags.
energy-absorbing body

| concept andthis offset

| enhancement.

 

Like every interior control

andlever, this recessed

 

headlight-control switch

is designed and shaped The climate- |
andplacedto help reduce controlunit 1s designed a
the chance ofoccupant to be crushablein a severe impact, minimizing
ingury tn a severe impact. the risk ofits beingpushed rearward into the passenger area.

©1990 Mercedes-Benz of N/A. Inc., Montvale, NJ 



Forward occupantmovementin certain

impacts is limited by emergency tensioning

retractors, designedto tighten slack in f a ————

bothfrontseatbelts within milliseconds

ofsuch an impact.      
         

The sparetire’s

‘ placementis designed to —
ws addextra energy absorption yi

‘ in case ofa severe rear impact.

A crash course in
Mercedes-Benz

A wedge-shapedseatinsert and a padded knee

bolster on the instrumentpanel’s lower edge

combine to help preventfront occupants

from “submarining” undertheir seat

belts in a severefrontal impact.

      

  

  

  
An aluminumsheetis

inserted amongthe layer

ofwood oncritical dashboard

areas to help preventsplintering

under theforce ofa direct impact.

Recognizing the importance ofkeeping occupants inside

the car ina severe impact, Mercedes-Benz places extreme

importance on door-lock design. This cone-type lock was

patented in 1959 and has since been steadily refined.

The mosteffectwe single safety elementis still the seatbelt. So please, buckle up—evenifyou drive a Mercedes-Benz.

For more information about Mercedes-Benz safety, call 1-800-243-9292 or visityour authorized Mercedes-Benz dealer.

Someofthe safetyfeatures depicted varyfrom modelto model.

ENGINEERED LIKE NO OTHER CAR IN THE WORLD
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LILOO Is WARM, KNOWLEDGEABLE,
- GRACIOUS AND ABSOLUTELY
RUTHLESS INTHE FULFILLMENT

OFYOUR EVERYWISH.
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preety

Notonlycan our incandescentconcierge find you a secretaryfluent in Japanese,but also deftly comer the

last First-Class seat onthe eveningflight. Moreover, she possesses the worldliness that opens doors

to the newest histros and makes sold-outtickets appear hefore youreyes. ForLiloo,like all our
FourSeasons

employees, believes accommodating you must not merely be livelihood buta life's passion. Hotels*Resorts 
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Introducing

Time Zone Eyes
Ultra-Hydrating Complex
    

  

      

Because time will tell—
first around youreyes.
Time ZoneEyesis a totally new technologyfor

the eye area — where you needit most. Not a

conventional creme but a multi-phase liquicreme
so unique,it has a patent pending.It literally creates
a new surface on yourskin with ultra-hydrating

emollients. Then it repairs skin’s appearance to

dramatically diminish the visibility of the tell-tale
signsof time: wrinkles, dark circles and puffi
Mavala non Menem Vall (oo Cina leM (Mela Volelms (0(=m

 



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
THE THEATRE

ASTspring, the DramaCritics’ Cir-
cle held its annual award-giving

ceremony on May21. Festivities be-
gan at six. The non-voting president
of the D.C.C_—Mel Gussow, of the
Times—hadexpressly implored mem-
bers to please show up. (Apparently,
attendance had been poor the year
before.) So we felt we had to go and,
once there, to stay for the actual
award-giving, which didn’t go off until
around six-thirty or six forty-five.
Consequently we missed seeing Tina
Packer's Shakespeare montage,
“Women of Will,” which was being
donein a benefit performance for one
night only at (if our datebookis to be
trusted) 9 East 69th Street.

Welike these evenings devoted to
anthologizing womanhood in the
works of this or that playwright For
one thing, we have a short attention
span—on some days shorter than
others—and, for another, we always
find that we learn something about
howsuch-and-such playwright viewed
womenor the world. (The incompara-
ble Claire Bloom did a series of this
kind at the New York Public Library
a couple of seasons back.) This week
—on October 10, 11, and 12—the
Norwegian actress Juni Dahrwill be
presenting images of womanhood from
“The Master Builder,” ‘Hedda
Gabler,”“Ghosts,” “A Doll’s House,”
“The Lady from the Sea,” and “The
Vikings at Helgeland,” in an evening
entitled “Ibsen Women,” at the John
Houseman Theatre. Performanceswill
be given in English.

OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS
(Pleasecall the phone number listed with the
theatrefor schedule and ticket information.)

AsourTime and Hanoy DanoyJames Whitmore
and Audra Lindley in two playsin repertory
Thefirst 1s by Tom Cole andthe second is by
William Gibson. “About Time” opens Oct. 9
at 6°45, and “Handy Dandy”1s in preview
(John Houseman, 450 W 42nd St. 564-
8038.)

Asunpance—Beth Henley’s latest work, which
is set in nineteenth-century Wyoming Tess
Harper, Amanda Plummer, LannyFlaherty,
Keith Reddin, and Michael Rooker make up
the cast. In previews. (Manhattan Theatre
Club, at City Center, 131 W. 55th St. 581-
7907')

Catvin Triutin's Worps, No Music—The writer
and humorist’s new one-man show Opens
Oct. 11 at 8, andwill run through Oct. 28
(American Place Theatre, 111 W 46th St
840-3074.)

Circie Repertory Company—The first produc-
tionof theseasonis THE COLORADO CATECHISM, &
two-character play by Vincent Cardinal
With Becky Ann Baker and Kevin James
O'Connor. In previews. (99 Seventh Ave. S.
924-7100 )

Gonza tHe Lancer—A play bythe eighteenth-
century Japanese author Chikamatsu
Monzaemon; translated from the Japanese
by Donald Keene and directed by David
Greenspan. With MarySchultz, In previews.
(Public, 425 Lafayette St. 598-7150.)

Harey Days—Charlotte Rae and Bill Moor in a
revival of Beckett's play. Preview on Oct. 9
Opens Oct. 10 at 8. (CSC, 136 E. 13th St
677-4210.)

Jackie Mason: Beano New—The comedianbrings
his act to Broadway again. Previews through
Oct. 16. Opens Oct’ 17 at 8, (Neil Simon, 250
W. 52ndSt. 246-0102.)

Macuina.—A_ revival of Sophie Treadwell’s
1928 play. Directed by Michael Greif. With
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John Seitz, Marge Redmond, and Jodie Mar-
kell. Previews through Oct.’ 14 Opens Oct
15 al 7.15 (Public, 425 Lafayette St, 598-
7150.)

Tue Miste—Philip Bosco, Carole Shelley, and
MhaDillon havethe leads in Moliére’s come-
dy Directed by Stephen Porter. Previews
Oct.9-10. Opens Oct. 11 at 6.45. (Circle in
the Square, 50th St west of Broadway. 239-
6200 )

On, Kay!—David Merrick’s new production of
the Gershwins’ 1926 musical comedy. The
setung has been movedfrom Long Island to
Harlem, and James Racheff has written a
new book, based on the original by Guy
Bolton and P. G Wodehouse. Angela Teek
and Brian Mitchell lead the cast; DanSiretta
directed. Soon to begin previews. (Richard
Rodgers, 226 W. 46th St. 221-1211 )

Once on THis Istano—A musical by Lynn
Ahrens(bookandlyrics) and Stephen Flaher-
ty (Score), which 1s based on Rosa Guy’s 1985
novel, “My Love, My Love "Seenlast spring
at Playwrights Horizons,the show has moved
to Broadway. In previews. (Booth, 222 W.
45th St_ 239-6200.)

Tue Sum of Us—Tony Goldwyn and Richard
Venture star in this play by David Stevens.
Previews through Oct. 13 Opens Oct. 16 at
645 (Cherry Lane, 38 Commerce St 989-
2020)

Te Wonto or RutH Drarer—Patricia Norcia per-
forms her one-woman showon Oct. 14-15 at
8-30. (Weill Recital Hall, at Carnegie Hall
For information about ‘tickets, call 769-
4217)

 

 

 

  

RECENTLY OPENED

Aspects of Love—Andrew Lloyd Webber's lat-
est extravaganza, based on David Garnett’s
frail 1955 novel of the sametitle, aspires to
goodtaste and sophistication (it’s about art-
ists and theatre folk rather than cats or
trains) but ends up being a monument to
vulgarity The combination of Garnett’s triv-
iality and Lloyd Webber's pretentiousness
produces something so empty it implodes
(Reviewed in our issue of 4/23/90.)
(Broadhurst, 235 W. 44th St. 239-6200.)

Bic, Far, ao Usty with « Moustace—A playby:
Christopher Widney, with Evan O'Meara,
David Beach, Alison Martin, and Brian
Howe Thedirector was Stone Widney_(Per-~
ry Street Theatre, 31 PerrySt. 869-3530.)

By AND ror Havel—A pair of one-acters in re-
vival “By” —aupience—is based on an epi-
sode that uccurred when Vaclav Havel had a
menial job in a brewery; ‘“for”—catastRoPHE
—is Samuel Beckett's poetic tribute to Havel
when he wasin prison Together, they make
an evening that is both comic andstirring.
With Kevin O'Connor and Lou Brockway.
(3/19/90) John Houseman Studio Theatre,
450 W. 42nd St. 564-8038.)

Camis, A Tearserker—Everett Quinton and
the late Charles Ludlam are both at their

   

Brian Mitchell and Angela Teek in “Oh, Kay!”

best in this revival of Mr. Ludlam’s 1973
spoof, which gives Mr. Quinton a chance to
“play the whore” on a grand scale, (Charles
Ludiam Theatre, 1 Sheridan Square. 691-
2271.)

FatserroLao—This latest installment of a
three-part cantata by William Finn (music
andlyrics) is a sequel to “In Trousers” and

“March of the Falsettos.”
Mr.Finn’sstory presents
number of new. elements
(among them a bar mitz-
vah inthe hospital room of
a man who is dying of
AIDS)before dissolving in
its own syrup, The music
sounds agreeable enough,
and the performance goes
smoothly, under the direc-
tion of James Lapine (Lu-
cille Lortel, 121 Christo-
pher St. 924-8782 )
Forever Ptain—Stuart
Ross's loving, tongue-in-
cheek salute to the “guy
groups” of thefifties is a
real treat. The perfor
mances of Jason Graal
Stan Chandler, David
Engel, and Guy’ Stroman
(as the Plaids, a close-har-
monygroup shuffed out in
the prime of life and
broughtback to earthfor a

single evening) are so deadpan, and thesongs
(arranged by James Raitt) are rendered at
such a heightened pitch of musical good faith,
that only from Ross’s script and choreogra-
phy would you know the thing is @ parody
ring your mom. Hell, bring the whole fami-

ly. (Steve McGraw’s, '158 W. 72nd St. 595-
7400.)

Furtier Mo'—This lively, touching, and bril-
liantlyperformed small-scale musical, set in
a NewOrleans vaudeville theatre in 1927, is
a real gem, Written by Vernel Bagneris (who
also stars), it uses blues singing (mostly quite
recherché songs)to say something about the
plight of the black entertainer in American
history and culture. (Village Gate, 160
Bleecker St. 475-5120 )

Irs Sut My Turn—Terry Sweeney portrays
Nancy Reagan in this one-man show. (Actors
Playhouse, 100 Seventh Ave S 691-6226.)

Jean Cocteau Rerertory—Presenting two plays
in rotating repertory: Shaw’s MIsALUANCE and
Cocteau’s INFERNAL MACHINE. (Bouwerie Lane
Theatre. 330 Bowery, at Bond St. 67-0060.)

Lerrice & Lovace—The marvellous Maggie
Smith plays Lettice Douffet, a freewheeling
guide to Englands stately homes, and. the
elegant Margaret Tyzack plays a reprimand-
ing envoy sent by Lettice’s employers in
Peter Shaffer's merry comedy about an un-
likelyfriendship and other matters. Paxton
Whitehead and Bette Henritze areeffective
in supporting roles. Michael Blakemore was
the director. (4/9/90) (sthel Barrymore, 243
W. 47th St. 239-6200.)

Men oF ManHartan—T. L. Reilly and Richard
Skipper in a play byJohn Glines. (Courtyard
Playhouse, 39 Grove St. 869-3530.)

Tue Menscx—A comedy by Steven Kronovet
presented by Manhattan Punch Line, Ju:
dith Anderson, 422 W. 42nd St. 279-4200
Closes Oct. 21.)

Michaet FEINSTEIN in Concerr: Piano AND Voice—
Mr Feinstein in a limited engagementthat
runs through Oct. 27. (Golden, 252 W. 45th
St. 239-6200.)

THE Piano Lesson—August Wilson’s newest dra-
ma, the fourth in his series chronicling the
black-American experience in thetwentieth
century, 1s set in Pittsburgh in 1936. In its
exquisite writing and over-all structure (in-
volvingthe conflict over a piano that figures
hauntingly and intricately in one familv's
history) the play resembles “Joe Turner's
Come ‘and Gone” more than “Fences
Wilson takes refuge in an overlymystical and
melodramatic ending, but there are some
great scenes—even if the subtle ensemble
acting in Lloyd Richards’ production is
thrown out of balance by an excessive perfor-
mance by Charles S$ Dutton. (4/30/90)
(Walter Kerr, 219 W. 48th St_ 582-4022.)

Pretue to « Kiss—Craig Lucas’s entertaining
romantic comedyslips into fantasy when an
old man kisses a bride at her wedding. Bar-
nard Hughes 1s the old man, Mary-Louise

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 



When I was growing up, you rode a

10-speed, tooklong road trips,

andpedaledfuriously all day. Now,

it’s more relaxed. The kids and I

takeit slow, poking aroundthese old

dirt roads. It’s reali quiet and

the air smells fresh and clean. We've

even snuck up on a deer now and

then. Plus,it’s nice to get out and do

something special with my children.

Justthe three ofus.

LL, Bean.
Forthe outdoors inside each ofus.

For 78 years, L. L. Bean has offereddurable, practical products for men and women wholove the outdoors.

Ourcatalogincludesactive andcasual apparel, footwear, equipment and accessories.

All fully guaranteed and honestly priced. If you'dlike a copy, ple call 1-800-548-4307 anytime.

©L.L. Bean, 1990 



THE THEATRE—Cont'd

Parkeris the bride, and John Dossett is the
groom (3/26/90) (Helen Hayes, 240 W.
44th St. 944-0450 )

Tu RotHscHitos—A revivalof the 1970 musical
by Jerry Bock (score), Sheldon Harnick (lyr-
ics), and Sherman Yellen (book), with a six-
tecn-member cast led by Mike Burstyn. (Cir-
cle in the Square Downtown, 159 Bleecker St.
254-6330.)

Six Decrees oF Seraration—You're best off
knowing nothing about the new John Guare
play, other than thatit represents a perfect
meeting of the playwright and the director,
JerryZaks. Out of a truestory—one appar-
ently about celebrity and ‘Good Samar-
itanism—Guarehasfashioned a wistful com-
edy about race, class, money, imagination,
collective conscience, individual psyche, and
the impulse toward art. What more do you
want? With Swoosie Kurtz and Courtney B
Vance. (6/25/90) (Mitzi E. Newhouse, Lin-
coln Center. 239-6200.)

Smoke on THE MouNTain—Thisloving satire of
old-time gospel music, set in 1938, is perfect
ly delightful. Written by Connie Ray (who
also performs, along with six other. versatile
actor-musicians), it re-creates a Saturday-
night serviceat a small church im rural North
Carolina, where a family of more or less
devout gospel singers have been invited to
appear. (Lambs Theatre, 130 W. 44th St.
997-1780.)

Stano-Ur Traceoy—Jack Coleman and Marcus
Chong in a play by Bill Cain. (Criterion
Center Stage Right, Broadway at 45th St
239-6200 )

TarturFe—Moliére's comedy, presented by the
Willow Cabin Theatre Company. (TaDa!
Theatre, 120 W 28thSt, 886-1889 )

Turoush THe Leaves—A revival of a 1984 pro-
duction of a play by Franz Xaver Kroetz
(Public, 425 Lafayette St 598-7150, Closes
Oct. 14.)

York THEATRE ComPpany—Presenting EAST TEXAS, @
new play by Jan Buttram. With Peter
Brouwer, Venida Evans, Page Johnson Doro-
thy Lancaster, and Susanne Marley. (2 E
90th St. 534-5366. Closes Oct 21.)

LONG RUNS
BLACK AND suuE: An cveningof classic blues andjazz, conceived, designed, and directed by
Claudio Segovia and Héctor Orezzoh, who
created “Tango Argentino” in a. similarly
commemorative but far less visually opulent
style. Musiciansof renown have been assem-
bled, and while La Vern Baker. Linda Hop-kins, and Carrie Smith sing, a troupe of
hooters young and old give the tap-dancesubculture a workout. (Minskofi, 45th St
west of Broadway. 246-0102.)

...

cats: Sometwentypoems aboutcats by T. § Eliot, set
to music by Andrew Lloyd Webber. A mighty
spectacle about mighty little, owing its effectiveness to Trevor Nunn’s direction and to
John Napier’s sets and costumes (Winter
Garden, Broadwayat 50th St 239-6200.)
city oF Ancets: Larry Gelbart, dramatist, CyColeman, composer, Bully Byers, arranger,
James Naughton and Gregg Edelman,lead
ing men, and Michael Blakemore, director,are all in top form in this sharp, jokey
musical satire about Hollywood in theforts
Theplot concerns the making of a priv
eye movie (and the unmaking of its author),‘The spectacular setting and costumes were
designed by Robin Wagner and Florence
Kota andlighted by Paul Gallo. (Virginia,
245 W. 52nd St. 246-0102.) THE FANTAS-
nicks: Thelongest-running long run celebrat-
ed its thirtieth birthday last May (Sullivan
Strect Playhouse, 181 Sullivan St, at
Bleecker St. 674-3838.)... a FEW Good MEN:
“Mister Roberts’ meets “The Mary Tyler
Moore Show.” Aaron Sorkin’s military-court-
room drama treats issues such as justice,honor,loyalty, and morality with thesli
facile smugnessof a half-hour comedy series
Directed by Don Scardino (Music Box, 239W. 45th St 239-6200.) .rorsiDDEN BRoAD-
way1990: A source of continual merriment, this
revueis a cluster of parodies of shows along
the Great White Way. Gerard Alessandrini
conceived and directed it, and wrote thewitty, barbed lyrics. (Theatre East, 211 E
60th St, 838-9090.) GRAND HoTEL: The daz-
zling imagination of Tommy Tune’s direction
and choreography and the dazzling scenery
by Tony Walton almost make up for the
inner vacancy of this show, but not quite
Thestory and characters are skimpy and the
music 1s undistinguished. Nevertheless, there

 

 

    

  
  

 

 

  

isn’t a boring moment. (Martin Beck, 302 W.
45th St. 246-0102.)..

.

evesy: This revivalofthe great Sondheim-Styne-Laurents-Robbins
musical (directed by Arthur Laurents him-self) is so delightful—andthe cast so engag-
ing—that wethink anyone would be happierfor having seen it. One suggestion: don’t
applaud when Mama Rose comes down the
aisle (you'll drown out the first_ number),
With Linda Lavin. (St. James, 246 W. 44th
St. 246-0102). ues wisérastes: Thestarsof
this musical adaptation of the Victor Hugo
novel are John Napier’s settings and David
Hersey’s “lighting (Broadway Theatre,
Broadway at 53rd St. 239-6200. The show
moves on Oct. 17 to the Imperial, 249 W
45th St; thelast performance at the Broad-
way is on Oct. 13. The number for tuckets 1s
the same )... NUNSENse: A musical comedy by
Dan Goggin. (Douglas Fairbanks, 432. W
42nd St. 239-4321.) .. OTHER PEOPLE'S MONEY:
Jerry Sterner’s comedy about a New York
corporate raider’s attempt to take over a
Gecorous New England business maintains
its suspense from beginning to end. (Minetta
Lane Theatre, 18 Minetta Lane, east of Sixth
Ave , between W. 3rdand Bleecker Sts. 42
8000)... THE PHANTOM OF THE opera: This
much ballyhooed Andrew Lloyd Webber mu-
sical 1s fun—af you're not bothered by the-
aire that cares not a whit for words and
contains not one ghost of an idea Except for
the sets, everything about the showis negh-
gible (Majestic, 245 W. 44th St 239-6200 )

 

 

   

  

 

CONCRETE SOLUTIONS

The Storefront for Art and
Architecture, a nonprofit gal-
lery at 97 Kenmare Street,
recently sponsored a compe-

tition seeking hypothetical suggestions
for reusing twelve obsolete under-
ground Atlas-missile silos that are
scattered across upstate New York
and northwestern Vermont. The con-
crete-lined silos reach as much as a
hundred and seventy-four feet deep
and fifty-two feet in diameter They
were finished during the Cuban mis-
sile crisis, in 1962; were capable of
launching strikes on cities six thou-
sand miles away; and were abandoned
three years later, when the Titan II
missile supplanted the Atlas. Now
filled with stagnant water, they testify
to the mad pitch of the Cold War.

The competition's twenty-seven
winning proposals, models, and vid-
eos, on view at the Storefront until
October 13, include schemes to
transjorm the silos into poetry libraries,
parking garages, giant mustcal instru-
ments, prisons for belligerent world
leaders, hydroponic gardens, chapels,
mushroom farms, launching pads for
research satellites, solar-power plants,
and cesspools. The zaniest, and yet
somehow most plausible, plan calls
jor a “Nuclear Heritage Park” to link
the twelvesites. Designed by Pearson
Post Industries Defense Entertain-
ment Technology (actually the artists
Joshua Pearson and Gardner Post)
and by Nuclear Recycling Consul-
tants (actually the artist Jay
Critchley), this mutant Disney World
would offer, according to its kaleido-
scopic video description, displays of
weapons systems “collected from all
around the world”; missile rides “up,
up, and away, for a spectacular
splashdown in Lake Champlain!”; a
night-club replica of the Pentagon's
War Room; and simulator booths
where you can “experience the thrills
of high-tech warfare.”
 

DANCE

“PYISCALCED”is from the Latin
for “without shoes.” Discalced,

Inc., is the name of a new nonprofit
corporation for the Monnaie Dance
Group/Mark Morris, which is per-
forming this week at the Brooklyn
Academy of Music. Karen Hershey,
Discalced’s director of planning and
development, told us that the Latin
was Mr. Morris’s idea. “It refers to a
legend Mark has heard about nuns
who danced barefoot,” she said. From
soles to souls is a short step, and we
were reminded of a moment during
“The Hidden Soul of Harmony,” a
1990 documentary about the choreog-
rapherbythe British filmmaker Nigel
Waters: “I do makeall these decisions
myself,” Mr. Morris says. On Decem-
ber 27 and 30, this funny and re-
vealing film—focussing on a revival
by Mr. Morris of his 1988 evening
length work, “L’Allegro, il Penseroso
ed il Moderato”—will be televised
over Bravo. Here, drawn from it, is a
Mark Morris sampler:

“Thereally fun and cool part about
being a choreographer1s that I can do
whatever I want.”

“It’s important to be who you are,
or who you think you are, or who you
might like to be, which is, of course,
exactly the samething.”

“If you’re walking, and you're
walking at the same time music is
playing, maybeit’s dancing ”
“When you're allowed to watch a

dance of another culture, you watch
something happen between people as
a community. In classical ballet, the
positions are designed to be seen from
the front only, and I don’t do that. I
use a circle that’s closed, and we're
allowed to watchit, just as you would
watch the dance of some other cul-
ture.”
“Pm accused of this all the time.

that it looks hke anybody, anydog off
the street, could do these dances,
which is of course a total lie, because
they’re extremelydifficult.”

“I want people to look like people
when they’re dancing. That came
from the very important dancing ex-
perience that I had, that still try to
find, which is, ‘O.K, let’s dance to-
gether.’ ”

“I’m of two minds,at least, about
the dancing thing. Oneis thatit’s just
a dance, don’t lose your shirt. If you
don’t like it, you can always go home
because it will be over pretty soon.
[The otheris] that every single action
means something and everyone’s rela-
tionship to everyone else onstage and
to the audience hasa particular, spe-
cific meaning.”

Monnaie Dance Grour/Mark Morgis—Present-
ing two programs at the Next WaveFestival
See the listing under In Another Category.
(Brooklyn Academyof Music.)

Ciassicat Dance Company of Camsonia—A thir-
ty-one-member ensemble in a one-week en-

  gagement (Joyce Theatre, 175 Eighth Ave.,
at 19th Si. 242-0800. Oct 9-12 at 8
Oct. 13 at 2 and 8, and Oct 14 at 2 and
7:30.)

Moussa Fenter—A solo engagement that will
tun through Oct 21. (Joyce Theatre, 175
Eighth Ave., at 19th St: 242-0800. Oct 16-
17 at 8.)
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NIGHT LIFE

HERE’S always been an organic
fee] about Yo La Tengo, andsince

the Hoboken group’s recent Dylan-in-
reverse—their latest record, ‘Fake-
book,” finds them trading in their
overdrive electric guitars for a folky
acoustic sound—they seem more of a
cottage industry than ever. Whereas
a concert by the groupat the Knitting
Factory last year was a high-voltage
affair full of Irish-wake keening and
emotionally wrought guitar solos,
their performance there last week
brought the listener tumbling back
through a time tunnel and landing in
a nineteen-sixties coffeehouse. Almost
all of the show’s material was from
“Fakebook,” which has somefine orig-
inal songs butis primarily a collection
of found pop numbers—by the
Flamin’ Groovies, the Scene Is Now,
Cat Stevens, and others—that are
near to the hearts of the band’s core
duo, Ira Kaplan and Georgia Hubley,
who are husband and wife. Their af-
finity with the material comes across
not only in the record’s hushed,rever-
ent renditions but also in the hand-
typed liner notes detailing the songs’
origins—clearly the work of a pop
fetishist (Mr. Kaplan used tosideline
as a rock critic). The album is a
charming and elegiac work, on which
the couple’s harmonies echo Peter,
Paul and Mary; Simon and Garfunkel;
Lou Reed and Nico.

Heard late at night, alone in your
apartment, the record can lift you into
a bittersweet reverie. Late at night at
the Knitting Factory, the music was
no less affecting The group—Mr.
Kaplan seated and strumming an
acoustic guitar, Ms. Hubley on drums,
along with Kevin Salem on electric
guitar and Wilbo on standup bass—
ran through its set in an informal,
sitting-on-the-back-porch manner.
For students of the pop canon—and
probably for everyone else, too—this
was a show worth staying upfor.

(Ahighlyarbitrarylisting, in which boldface
typeis used to pick out a few of the more
notable performers in town... @ Musicians
and night-club proprictors live complicated
lives that are subject to last-minute change;
it 15 therefore always advisable to call
ahead.)

Ateonguin Horet, $9 W 44th St. (840-6800)—
The Oak Room hasat last awakened from its
long summersiesta. San Francisco-bred sing-
er MARY CLEERE HARAN, whose show involves
some Gershwin, someIrvingBerlin, and some
funnypatter,is in residence. Shows Tuesdays
through Thursdays at nine-fifteen, and Fri-
days and Saturdaysat nine-fifteen and elev-
en-fifteen, Dining.

Bauroom, 253 W. 28th St (244-3005)—Asleek
cabaret on the edge of Chelsea, near the
flower andfur markets. serty, three-woman
singing group that has its own T-shirts and
that offers a kind of wicked, amphetamine-
paced postmodern cabaret, will be around for
the next few weeks. Shows Tuesdaysthrough
Fridays at nine, Saturdays at nine and elev-
en-thirty.

Biue Nore, 131 W. 3rd St., near Sixth Ave. (475-
8592)--A ghizy, color-codrdinated jazz
house, designed for maximum seating effi-
ciency, where blue-suspendered waitresses
sweep by your table bearing shrimp cock-
tails, champagne,and other trappingsof the
good life. In the mid-forties, as the leader of
an influential big band, sutyecxstine wasthe
Gertrude Stein of bebép, with a salon com-
prising a small armyof soon-to-be stars. In
1947, Eckstine dissolved the group to con-

   

Youssou N’Dour at Soundsof Brazil

centrate on his singing career, which has
been holding steadyeversince. His sensuous,
rumbling bass-baritone, one of the most dis-
tinctive voices in jazz, will be heard here Oct.
9-14. Thefierce, impassioned singer 61 scort
HERON—who once warned that “the revolu-
tion will not be televised” —begins a week-
long engagement on Oct. 16 Music from
nine. Dining.

Bortom Line, 15 W. 4th St., at MercerSt. (228-
6300)—A big, pleasant room where they
pack them in until someone says uncle. You
remember weny & usa. In the movie “Purple
Rain,” they moped around a lot because
Prince wouldn’t evenlisten to their song In
reallife, the duo played, respectively, guitars
andkeyboards for the Revolution They were
the only members of Prince's harem who
dhdn’t writhe around in lingerie and who
really seemed to have a stake in the music.
Prince squelched the Revolution in 1986, and
while he wentoff to chase the Cherry Moon,
Wendy and Lisa formed a band. Their al
bums, which are slick and funny and spill
over with funk, jazz, and pop, haven’t done
so well, but they're worth a’ listen and a
dance or two. The groupwill be here on Oct.
16. The rippinctons comein Oct. 12-13 Shows
Sundays through Thursdays at eight and
cleven, and Fridays and Saturdaysat cight-
thirty and eleven-thirty Burgers,fries, and
other things to make your heart beat faster.

Braouer's, 70 University Pl, at 11th St. (228-
6440)—A neighborhood bar where, if your
neighbors codperate, you can hear the beau-
tiful, singular sound of musicians thinking.
Guntarist mark waitrie.o's trio holds forth Oct.
8-13. Singer-piantst Freopycote, Nat’s young-
er brother (he used to bill himself as “the
Cole nobody knows”), brings in a trio begin-
ning Oct. 15. Music from nine-forty-five

Cartyte Hotet, Madison Ave at 76th St. (744-
1600)—Thepastel uptown spa knownas the
Caié Carlyle is home to MONTeOMERY,
stritcH, a light, cool, breezily swinging tno
that formed in Houston in 1983. Their tunes
are mostly American-songdom standards, but
theybreathenew life into them with unusual
arrangements and harmonies thatare inven-
tive and difficult—trying to isolate an in

jual voice canbelike a toughmovein pick-
up-sticks. Tuesdays through Saturdays at
nine-thirty and eleven-thirty. Across
the hall, in the Bemelmans’ Bar, Ronny WHYTE
presides at the piano from nine-forty-five
‘Tuesdays through Saturdays.

Car Cius, 76 E 13th St. ($05-0090)—Every
Sunday night, this club, usually dominated
by metalheads, is ceded’ to a gang of Lindy
Hopenthusiasts called the New York Swing
Dance Society An older couple glide across
the floor at a comfortable pace, lost in a
nostalgic reverie, an eager young man,his tie
loosened, his face perspiring, throwshis date
aroundlike a crazed cossack, at coss's ¢ & J
Bic Bano holds sway on Oct. 14. Music from
eightto midnight
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CBGB & OMFUG, 315 Bowery, at Bleecker St
(982-4052)—The city’s most famed rock
club, a dark, narrow cave with neon-beer-
sign stalactites and ancestral graffiti, is part
sacred burial ground andparthistoric land-
mark, but it hasn’t succumbed to nostalgia.
new and used bandsof every stripe continue
to pass through nightly. Music from, nine-
thirty Sundays through Thursdays, and from
ten-thirtyon Fridays and Saturdays.

Conoon's, 117 E. 15th St, (254-0960)—In the
shadow of the Zeckendorf Towerssits this
low-ceilinged,stucco-walled grotto, whose in-
timate scale makes it, a fine spot for jazz
Pianist ray srvant guides a trio Oct. 9-14. A
threesome led by pianist AHMAD JAMALtakes.
over on Oct. 16 Musicafter ten

Continentat Divive, 25 Third Ave., at St. Marks
Pl (529-6924)—Hipsters, posers, N ¥.U
students, the occasional skinhead—a typical
East Village bar. The motif is prehistoric
punk—there’s a Stone Age mural, assorted
toy dinosaurs and pterodactyls—andon peak
nights there’s a “take no prisoners” atmo-
sphere. Funky Knights are here Oct. 11, and
the Waldos Oct. 12. Shows Sundays at nine,
Mondays and Tuesdaysat ten, and Wednes-
days and Thursdays at eleven.

Dewta 88, 332 Eighth Ave, at 26th St. (924-
3499)—A pleasant hangout for white-collar
trash, where you'll find cold Dixie beer,
collard greens, and plenty of men who know
howto weara leather vest. As if that weren't
enough, the bar-and-restaurantalso features
a corrugated-tin ceiling and a truckload of
sort-of-Southern items. a photo booth,
a giant Amoco sign, an Evel Knievel lunch”
box. Most nights, the buffet turns into a band-
stand at nine 'Chicken-fried steak, deep-
fried crawdads (a.k.a Cayun popcorn), and
otherexotic Southernfare.

Eacue Tavern, 355 W. 14th St, at Ninth Ave
(924-0275)—An Insh bar, way out on the
Western edge of town, where the great
potholed boulevards turn to cobblestones,
and the world across the Hudson flashes its
come-huthersigns The sitk city guaater, whose
performances run from bluegrass to show
tunesto classical, will be here Oct. 13. Sets
at nine andeleven.

Fat Tuespay's, 190 Third Ave, at 17th St. (533-
7902)—If submarines had jazz clubs, they
might look like this basement haunt, which
is reached by passingthrough a tightcorridor
where youhalf expect to bump into Admiral
Nimitz This is not the place for those with a
fear of intimacy. at the front tables you can
go eye to eye with your favorite performers,
and no matter where you're seated there's not,
much room to practice your T’ai Chi. HIRAM
BULLOCKis in session Oct. 9-14; JON HENDRICKS &
company start up on Oct 16 On Mondays,
gurtarist-inventor Les paut, the Thomas Edi”
son of reverb, leads a trio. Music from eight.
Dining,

Forrune Garpen Pavition, 209 E 49th St (753-
(0101)—With jazz you get egeroll. At this
posh-looking two-floor Chinese restaurant,
tucked into a midtown skyscraper, you'll find
a lot of businessmen and a lot of hanging
plants. In the middle of the main dining
room, you'll also find a Steinway grand,
whichbelongs to WALTER Norris Oct. 9-14, who
is working with bassist Liste ATKINSON. Pianist
CaRot epitro and bassist GARY MAZZAROPPI start,
up on Oct. 16, Music from eight Mondays
through Saturdays, and from seven on Sun-
days.
, 2581 Broadway, at 97th St. (666-3600)
‘An unpretentious second-floor jazz retreat
Some upcoming events: mike ReNz''s trio on
Oct. 10; seven-string guitarist JOHN
pizzaretu's threesome on Oct. 11; the MIKE LE
DONNE trio on Oct. 12; and KEN PEPLOWsKI's
uintet on Oct, 13. Music from eight Mon-
lays through Thursdays, and from nine Fri-

days and Saturdays, Dining.
Kiuiansaro, 531 W. 19th St. (627-2333)—The
northern branch of the popular Washington,
D.C, night spot. As the name suggests, Afr”
can Musicis the sine qua non, beit live or
dj-spun. Calypso, reggae, and world-beat
formats also turn up, in any case, the huge
dance floor seldom lies fallow. Duke and the
Sunshine(a reggaegroup) 1s here on Oct. 12,
along with Rara Machine(from Haiti). Thuli
Dumakude, from South Africa, performs on
Oct. 13

Kuirtine Factory, 47 E. Houston St., near Mul-
berry St. (219-3055)—Aplace for fusionist,
hoedowns. Guitarist JeaN-Paul souReity, who
plays a note- and mind-bending brand of
avant-gardejazz, performs Oct. 13; NORA YORK
holds forth on Oct. 16. Music after nine
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NIGHT LIFE—Cont'd

Lone Star RoapHouse, 240 W. S2nd St. (245-
2950)—A cheery, climate-controlled restau-
rant-and-bar featuring a load of snazzy Gib-
son guitars, some Washington Square-style

rtraits of folks like Bo Diddiey and Dr
fon, and funky French fry-potato chip hy-

rids. ROOMFUL OF BLUES, a jump-blues band
that combines styles from NewOrleans, Tex-
as, and Kansas City (though the groupitself
is from Rhode Island), will be here Oct. 12-
13. The Beat rarwers, a jokey country-punk
band from San Diego, preside on Oct. 17
Musicafter nine. Dining.

Manny's Car Wash, 1558 Third Ave., at 87th
St. (369-2583)—Don’t go expecting to be
sprayed with soapy water and massaged by
large brushes: the fluorescentsign outside is
the only car-wash reference. Inside, the place
looks like an adman’s idea of a blues bar
CLARENCE (GATEMOUTH) BROWN, a Septuagenarian
blues guitarist whose advanced age hasn’t
much softened his blistering attack, is on
duty Oct. 17. Music from nine.

Marquee, 547 W 21st St. (929-3257)—A rock
club just off the West Side Highway(and no
relation to the famed London venue). pavio
BaeRwavo, who was formerly half of David +
David and who'll bring his solo show here
Oct. 10, occasionally tilts toward John Cou-
gar Mellencampandall thatoverly heartfelt
Heartland rock. For the most part, though,
his solo début, entitled “Bedtime Stories,” is
a dark,literate, restless album—at times
thoughtful and at times brutal—that sug-
gests that Baerwald’s former band wasn’t as
good as the sum of its Davids.

Maxwett's, 1039 Washington St., Hoboken
(1-201 '798-4064)—A good sound system,
cheapdrinks, and a regular-guy atmosphere
makethis restaurant-bar, homeof the Hobo-
ken Sound and ofthephrase “janglyguitars,”
a popular hangout for musicians and their
followers. Manhattanites who stay through
the second set will need all their Scout train-
ing to get home, but, for a while at least, the
smell of the nearby’ Maxwell House factory
may give them a boost. The cosmically in-
clined keyboardist sun ea and his INTERGALAC-
Tic aakesteA will have one of their occasional
jamboreeshere on Oct 12

Michass's Pus, 211 E. 5th St. (758-2272)—A
mid-Manhattan pub for well-heeled gents
andhigh-heeledlaches. Clarinettist pon Byron
and his ten-piece orchestra canbe found here
beginning Oct 9, playing klezmer music—
traditional Eastern European Yiddish music
—by Mickey Katz,an entertainer and song-
writer who ruled ‘the Borscht Belt in the
forties and fifties Tuesdays through Satur-
daysat nine-fifteen and eleven-fifteen Din-
ing. Closed Sundays

Ratnsow & Stars, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, (632-
5000)—A great, pricey cabaret in the sky.
CAROL LAWRENCE and LARRY KERT, who are per-
forming together for the first time since the
original productionof “West Side Story,”are
here through Oct. 13. Their program will
include Bernstein and Sondheim, of course,
along with numbers by Lerner and Loewe,
Rodgers and Hart, and others Singer suue
Witsonstarts up on'Oct 16. Shows from nine.
Dining. Closed Sundays and Mondays

Rep Brazer Too, 349 W 46thSt. (262-3112)—It
maylook like a plain old steakhouse, and the
photos on the walls may look luke. Sardi's
leftovers, but in the back room you'll find
swing bands, Duaeland combos, and couples
sprung from’ the legacy of Fred and Ginger.
3 ey

 

j<\

 

Mondays belong to Howie Wyeth’s ragtime
trio, Tuesdays to VINCE GIORDANOAND THE NIGHT-
Hawks, and Wednesdays to Stan Rubin's
band.Fridays are the province of Bob Leive
and the Worcester Street Trolley Jazz Band,
and Bob Cantwell and His Stompers clam
Saturdays Music from six on Sundays,from
cight-thirty Mondays through Thursdays,
andfrom nine on Fridays and Saturdays.

Rirz, 254 W. 54th St. (541-8900)—In the midst
of one of the shows for her “Solitude Stand-
ing”tour, suzaNNe veoa, who'll be here on Oct
13, announced that she was going to sing
some songs from her new album. The audi-
ence, which had clearly come to hear “Mar-
lene on the Wall”and the other wry, imagist
folk tunes that dominated Vega’s début rec-
ord,let out such a massive,involuntary groan
that the nonplussed singer said, “I beg your
pardon.”Well, Vegarecently released a third
album,entitled “Days of Open Hand,” and
this one is going to have even her most ardent
admirers shouting for “Freebird.” By now,
we knowall of Vega’s vocal tricks—herstep
like phrasing,her lovely and eerie bedtime-
story whisper—and suddenlythey don’t add
up to much. In interviews over the years,
‘ega has often talked aboutthe trouble she

has writing—apparently she gets the worst
cases of writer’s block since Jack Nicholson
im “The Shining.”It’s hard to imaginethat
even Vega’s live band, which has learned how
to put a beat behind’ most anything, will be
able to knock these new songs out with much
resolve. Other Ritz news: srkyeer comes in on
Oct. 12, GENE Loves sezesel is here on Oct. 16
Showsbegin at nine Sundays through Thurs-
days, andat eleven Fridaysand Saturdays

SoundsoF Brazit, 204 Varick St., at W Houston
St. (243-4940)—This former luncheonette
has a tropical motif—strawhuts, bamboo, a
fake palm tree, a mosaic of gourds—and an
internationalist booking policy: Brazil, Afri-
ca, and the Caribbean are just a few of the
places explored. Oct. 10 belongs to the Sene-
Zalese singer Youssou N'pour, known to many
Americans for his work with Peter Gabriel
and Paul Simon Mr. N’Dour’s percussion-
onented band always throws a good dance
party, and speakers of Wolof will have the
added benefit of understanding the lyrics
Music from nine Tuesdays through Thurs-
days, and from ten Fridays and Saturdays.
Dining Closed Sundays.

‘Sweet Basit, 88 Seventh Ave. S., at Bleecker St.
(242-1785)—Anitinerarystop for the inter-
national jazz groupies who, on any given
night, can be seen roamingthestreets of the
Village. Up front, there’s a glass-enclosed
sidewalk café; in back is a larger room, with
a pressed-tin ceiling and more pinewood than
a ski lodge. Drummer and hard-bop kingpin
ART Laxey works out with his latest crow of
JAZZ MESSENGERS through Oct 14; the mat
WALDRON quintet begins a week-long gig on
Oct. 16. The electrified big bandof the late
Gil Evans, nowunder thedirectionof his son,
the trumpeter Miles Evans, 1s in action on
Mondays. Tee-off timeis ten. Dining.

Vutace VaNouaro, 178 Seventh Ave. S., at 11th
St. (255-4037)—This windowless, pie-shaped
basementhasan illustrious history that em-
braces everyone from Judy Holliday to Len-
ny Bruce, from Pete Seeger and Leadbelly to
Mites Davis and Sonny Rollins. ‘The décoris
homey andfaded,like an atticful of memora-
bilia, but the music is anything but stale.
Pianist oeratten leads a quartet here Oct. 9-
14; the princely suck ctaytonleads his band
as of Oct. 16 Mondaysare reserved for the
late Mel Lewis’s big band. Music from ten

Wentanos, 161 Hudson St. (966-4225)—Two
floors of no-nuke veggie entertainment and
consciousness-raising. Listen to bands play in
the Summer of Love-muralled back room,
buya tie-dyed T-shirt at the Volkswagen-bus
curio shop; catch upon current events at the
bulletin board and communitycalendar. Or,
if you'd rather just be mellow, crash out in
the basementhippie lovepad.

Zanziwar & Gritt, 550 Third Ave, at 36th St
(779-0606)—A Murray Hill "jazz resort,
where theceiling fans turn slowly, and the
palm treesrustle tropically, and the jukebox
contains Xavier Cugat and Perez. Prado, and
a waiter, delivering a plate of fried chicken
and maple-pear corn bread to a customer,
sings“It’s suppertime”(to the tune of “Sum
mertume”). The professional musicians tend
to come on at around nine. Trumpeter Jon
rapois, who, as a child, collected Dizzy
Gillespie albums, leads a’ quartet here Oct
10-13 The Roy Gerson Swing Sextet plays
here Oct. 15 (and every Monday).

 

EDGE OF NIGHTLIFE

HEtwo of them stand there, hair
freshly dishevelled by Oribe,

clothes scissored to raggedly sculptur-
al perfection, necks encircled by
enough leather loops to support a
shower curtain, squinting/staring at
Disco Interruptus at the Roxy.
“They’re not here,” he states blankly.
“Nowwhat?”she asks wanly. After a
jagged jaunt through the uniformly
vibing —hey-look-at-me-I’ m-wearing-
makeup-and-it’s-not-even-Halloween-
so-I-must-be-one-hell-of-an-individu-
al-and-into-my-own-thing throng,
they leave.
Ten minutes later, the two are at

Rock and Roll Hard Bar at Handle
Bar (cute, how spaces nowroutinely
adopt different personas, like Bette
MidlerasStella), searching/straining
for any familiar face. “The music’s
great,” he says. “But who are these
people?” she says. They leave so
quickly that, had this been another
city, they might have been able to
argue for their money back.
They rule out Mars, they rule out

Rex, though they worry that there’s
an outside chance they could be
wrong. They figure, however, that if
anyone they wantto be with is any-
where it will be at 10 East 60th
Street. And, God bless her, Susanne
Bartsch looksasgreatjiggling onstage
as ever, no matter what colorher wig;
and the crush on the Copa staircase
still gives off the eerie image of Cal-
cutta after a sample sale. But the
couple stiffens in exasperation on both
floors. ““They’re not here, either,” he
whines. ‘Where are they?’ she
whines. No, “they” haven’t stayed
home. The problem is that the most
popular weeknight out has become
increasingly fractured and frustrating
because of too manychoices. “I can’t
get overit,” she says, as they leave
for what maybe anall-night house-to-
house search. Those who share her
angst had better cope; otherwise radio
dij.s are going to have to be alerted
that from now on Thursday, not
Wednesday,is “humpday.”

IN ANOTHER CATEGORY—
PERFORMANCEART, ETC.

Next Wave Festiva.—Martha Clarke's latest
work, “Endangered Species.” (Oct 9-13 at 8,
Oct. '14 at 3 and 7, and Oct. 16-17 at 8,
Through Nov 4)’ .@Monnaie Dance
Group/Mark Morris. Oct. 9 and Oct. 12-13
at 8: “L’Allegro,11 Penseroso edil Moderato,”
an evening-length work Oct, 10 at 7 30,
Oct. 11 at 9, and Oct 14 at 2 and 7°
“Wonderland,” “Love Song Waltzes,” and
“New Love’ Song Waltzes” (Brooklyn
Academy of Music, 30 Lafayette Ave.
1-718 636-4100 The festival continues
through Dec: 9 )

Joun Ketty—In “Love of a Poet,” a
deconstructed version, of Schumann’s’ song
cycle “Dichterliebe"” (Battery Maritime
Building, Whitehall St., near the Staten Is-
land Ferry Terminal. Oct. 10-13 and Oct. 17
all. at 8. ‘Through Oct 20. For information
abouttickets, call 924-0077.)

La Gran Scena Orera Company—Divasin drag,
erforming excerpts from ‘Cavalleria
usticana,” “Rigoletto,” “La Guoconda,”

and“Tosca.”(Symphony Space, Broadway at
95th St. 864-5400. Oct 11-13 at 8, and Oct.
14 at 7. Through Oct. 21)

P.S.122—Oct_ 11-13 at 9 30° Holly Hughesin
“World Without End” Through Oct 27
Oct. 12-14 at 8: Paula Josa Jones in “White
Dreams, Wild Moon,” a dance-theatre piece
(150 First Ave., at 9th St. 477-5288.)
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PEOPLE HAVE BEEN ASKING FOR PERRIER
EVER SINCE OUR FIRSTAD RAN.

 

The year was onemillion twenty four B.C. Manhadjust
developedthe art of communication. And,in a land we now
call France, he discovered a spring we nowcall Perrier.

It wasclear and pure and sparkling. And so, word ofits
qualities quickly spread.

Since then,entire civilizations have come and gone,but the

source remains. Still yielding water for modern manto drink.
Still as pure as the dayit was new.

Because,unlike other beverages, it doesntrely on artificial
sweeteners and coloring. Nordoes it have caffeine, sugar
or evencalories.

However, there is a change we would like to pointout.
Thelittle green bottles Perrier now comesin.

Whichis a refreshing change,indeed. Becauseinstead of

havingtotravel to the spring, the spring can nowtravelto you.

EARTH'S FIRST SOFT DRINK.
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ART

S% LeWirr might be described as
the Soul King of Conceptual Art.

His work is deliriously Apollonian,
which mayindeed sound almost too
good to be true—as if Dionysus had
been invited in to liven up a well-or-
dered think tank. The best-realized
installations of his wall drawings offer
the viewer an experience that is at
once visually enveloping and intellec-
tually tonic, that seems to raise the
dust and cobwebsfrom one’sspiritual
or psychic apparatus in much the
same way thatbrilliantly performed
music does. Passionately cerebral
classical pianists such as Alfred
Brendel and Maurizio Pollini come to
mind by way of analogy. LeWitt’s
wall drawings are in fact realized by
meansof written instructions that are
a cross between musical scores and
cooking recipes, and thesecertificates
are what you buy if you buy a Sol
LeWitt. (The work may then be exe-
cuted by the “composer-chef” himself
or, likelier, by membersof his roving
atelier of interpreters.) What’s more,
LeWitt’s work tends to stay in your
headlike a refrain or, better yet, like
someplatonically abstracted modelof
vision, even whenit’s not on any wall
in sight. It therefore comes as a won-
derfully satisfying treat to find a cou-
ple of especially beautiful and com-
plex LeWitt wall drawings actually on
view at the SteinGladstonegallery, at
99 Wooster Street. (A show of Le-
Witt’s three-dimensional structures
opens October 13 at Max Protetch
Warehouse, 214 Lafayette St.)

In the current show, whichis titled
“Then and Now,” LeWitt has been
paired with Giovanni Anselmo, argu-
ably the most elegantly expressive and
least hokey of the artists associated
with the Arte Povera movement, and
each is represented by pieces from
circa 1970 at street level, and by a
very recent work on the landing
above. Anselmo’s 1969 “Respiro,” a
floor piece that suggests a contempo-
rary Atlas parable (Atlas breathed,
and put downhis load), consists of two
long iron beamsset end to end, sepa-
rated by a natural sponge. But
LeWitt’s wall drawings lift the view-
er. The blue crayon grid downstairs,
from 1972—withits angles and arcs,
its intersecting segments,its ‘Straight
and NotStraight Lines”—is a West-
erner’s world-music concerto. And
“Sixty-two Randomly Placed Points
Connected by Straight Lines,” in
charcoal, a 1990 update of an older
work, conveys the dizzying precision
of computer graphics through what
appears to be a collective memory of
Leonardo’s touch.

MUSEUMS ANDLIBRARIES

Metrorouiran Museum, Fifth Ave at 82nd St.—
“Mexico: Splendors of Thirty Centuries” in-
cludes four hundred works of art from the
pre-Columbianera through 1950. Starts Oct.
10... @ Joseph Wright of Derby (1734-97)
is probably best known for five often repro-
duced paintings, all included in this bookish
retrospective. Two of these, including the
epochal “An Experimenton

a

Bird in the Air
Pump,” have scientific themes and prescient,
rather cinematic compositions that may re~

mind the viewer of the very compelling, if
rather sombre, “Masterpiece Theatre” style
A thirdpainting, the landscape “Arkwnight’s
Cotton Mills, by Night,” is often cited as
a sort of dawn-of-the-Industrial-Revolution-
in-a-nutshell, in part becausethe factories’
illuminated windowsindicate a nightshift
and,by extension,all the horrors that would
prompt the great’ Victorian Reform Acts. A
Tourth work, "The Widow of an Indian Chiet
Watching the Arms of Her Deceased Hus-
band,”is a neplusultra of European period
exoticism concerning the Americas. And the
last, a portrait of one Brooke Boothby, dat-
ed i781,is a brilliant study of cultivated
English lassitude, as well as an early blos-
soming of the melancholy fleurs that would
be so carefully plucked and arranged during
the following century. Through Dec. 2 .
Nineteen chall-and-graphite drawings by
John Singleton Copley (1738-1815). They
are mostly studies for his enormous paint-
ings, such as “The Ascension,” “Siege of
Gibraltar,” andhis portrait of John Adams.
-,,@ "Glories of the Past”is an exhibition
of bronze and marblesculptures, vases, and
jewelry made between 5000 B.C. and A.D
800 that focusses on works from the Medi-
terranean and the Near East... An e
hibition ofeighteenth-century Italian draw-
ings, including works by Francesco Guardi,
Giovanni Battista Tiepolo, and others.
Through Dec. 9....@Nore: ‘The museum's
roof garden is open (when the weather 1s
fine), with a new hneupof twentieth-centu-
rysculptures and a sixty-five-foot shade-
providing pergola. Through Oct. 28. (Open
‘Tuesdays through Thursdays, and Sundays,
9:30 to 5:15, and Friday and Saturday
evenings until 8:45.)

Museum of Movern Art, 11 W. 53rd St—
“High and Low: Modern Art and Popular
Culture” is divided into four themes (graffiti,
caricature, comics, advertising) and includes
more than’ two hundred andfifty works
4 “First Light,” a suite of twenty black-and-
white etchings by James. Turrell. Through
Nov. 13. “Diagramming Microchips,” a
small exhibition of the large, colorful, com-
puter-generated diagrams used to design
icrochips,is an attempt to bridge the gulf
between high art and everyday objects that
dominates our visual perception Unfortu-
nately,the microchip diagrams are displayed
asif they were paintings, and as such they
beg comparison with ‘everything from
Mondrian’s “Broadway Boogie-Woogie” to
pattern painting. Someof the colorful, dense-
ly packed circuitry contains signatures or
logos of the chips’ designers—computer-nerd
graffiti. Through Oct. 30. (Open daily, except
Wednesdays, 11 to 6, and ‘Thursday evenings
until 9.)

Guocennena Museum, Fifth Ave. at 89th St —
The museum is closed for renovation until
autumn,1991

Wuitney Museum of American Art, Madison Ave.
at 75th St—“Burgoyne Diller” (1906-65).
As the art world, fearful of a volatile art
market, attempts to trade in flash for longev-

    Margaret Wharton at Kind

ity, this tortoise of American neoplastic
painting could becomea curious role model.
Attimes, his debt to Mondrian was astonish
ingly blatant, but with each carefully intro-
duced turn Diller eventually found his own
path. Asthis sharply selective retrospective
makes clear, even the seemingly unflappable
Diller began to lose his faith when the
drippers became all the rage in the fifties,
but he soon recovered. At the end of his life
he painted works of great emotion, just as the
tides once again shifted andhe could beseen
as a Nisionary. proto-minimalist. Through
Nov. 25.. .@ "Mind Over Matter,” a show
of more ‘than fifty conceptually’ oriented
works by Ashley Bickerton, Annette Le-
mieux, Nayland Blake, Tishan Hsu, Ronald
Jones, and Liz Larner. A groupof ten
gnisaille drawings by Ed Ruscha called
“Some Los Angeles Apartments,” made in
1965 in conjunction with the photography
book of the same name. Through Oct. 14,
(Open Tuesdays, 1 to 8, with no admission
charge after 6, Wednesdays through Satur-
days, 11 to 5; Sundays, noonto 6.)

Brooxtyy Museum, Eastern Parkway—A lobby.
installation by’ Joseph Kosuth, made up of
works, selected by the artist from the muse-
um’s collection, that at one time or another
may have been deemed offensive. Through
Dec. 3... An exhibitionof sixty paintings
by Albert Pinkham Ryder (1847-1917) ..
Milton Avery in Black and White” is a
display of eighty drawings in pencil, ink, and
crayon made by Avery between 1929’ and
1959. Through Dec. 31. .. “Caribbean
FestivalArts” presents costumes, masks, vid-
cotapes, music, and photographsrelated to
the traditional celebrations of Jonkonnu,
Carnival, and the Islamic Hosay. The thirty
six costumeensembles include materials such
as mirrors, feathers, sequins, and beads, and
range from human ‘cale’to sixteen feettall
Through Nov. 5. ..4A display of Impres-
siomst and Post-Impressionist paintings and
works on paper,titled “Monet and His Con-
temporaries.” Included are five works by
Monet, and others by Degas, Toulouse-
Lautrec, van Gogh,and Picasso, (Open daily,
except Tuesdays, 10 to S.)

American Crart Museum, 40 W. 53rd St—A
retrospective of ninety-three works from the
nineteen-forties to the present by fibre artist
Ed Rossbach. Through Nov 4. (Open Tues-
days, 19 to 8; Wednesdays through Sundays,
10 to

Asia Society, Park Ave. at 70th St.—Court
Arts of Indonesia” establishes a Javanese
kraton, or court, to display moré than a
hundred and fifty works of art from the
eighth centuryto the twentieth. Included are
elaborate shadow puppets, a jewelled rebab
(a stringed instrument)from Bali, and ritual
marriage figures, Through Dec 16 (Open
Tuesdays through Saturdays, 11 to 6; Sun-
days, noonto 5.)

Bronx Museum oF tHe Aerts, 1040 Grand Con-
course"Visions of Home” is a displayof
ten prize-winning designs, along with forty
other entries, for affordable housing at a
specific seven-acre site in the South Bronx

hhe showis part of this fall’s ‘Home: A Place
in the World” series. ...@Seventy prints
produced by El Taller de Grafica Popular,
founded in 1937 in Mexico. Theshow is part
of the series “Mexico. A Workof Art” (Open
weekdays, except Fridays, 10 to 4:30, Sun-
days, 11 to 4 30)

Coorer-Hewirt Museum, Fifth Ave at 91st St.—
Fighteenth-century scenic and architectural
drawings bythe theatre designers and build-
ers Francesco and Giovanni Carlo Bibiena
Through Dec. 30... @ Twenty-four custom-
built doghouses by’ contemporary architects
and designers are_on view in, the museum's

 

garden Through Oct. 14... §Two hundred
pieces of elaborately worked gold jewelry
spanning four thousand years of Grecian
culture. From the Benaki Museum,in Ath-
ens. (Open Tuesdays, 10 to 9, with no
admission charge from 5 to 9, Wednesdays
through Saturdays, 10 to 5, Sundays, noon
to5

Friex Couserion, 1 E, 70th St —Among the
manystrong works on paper here by Adolph
Menzel (1815-1905) are a stunning, fiesh-
warm drawing of the Barberini Faun, deep
latonic renderings of suits of armor; and a
autiful sketch, titled “Moltke’s Binocu-

lars,”of leather long caressed anddistressed
Through Nov. 18. (Open daily, except Mon-
days, 10 to 6; Sundays, 1 to 6.)

Grower Cius, 47 E. 60th St—Eighty gold-
tooled leather book-bindings irom Renais.
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
sance France and Italy. Through Nov 24.
(Opendaily, except Sundays, 10 to 5.)

Jewish Museum, Fifth Ave. at 92nd St.—“A Day
in the Warsaw Ghetto” Eighty-five photo-
raphs taken in September, 1941, by Heinz

Feat whowas a member of the Gevinsn Arig
at the time, Through Nov. 1....9°Why I
Got Into TV and Other Stories,” a ‘“mid-
career” retrospective of lene Segalove’s
taped stories, radio programs, and’ photo-
graphic collages. Through Nov. 1. . GA
show of ten paintings and drawings, and a
contemporaryinterpretation of a sukkah, or
improvised shelter, by the artist Eli Content
Through Nov. 1. (Open Mondays, Wednes-
days, and Thursdays, except Oct. 11, noon to
5; Tuesdays, noon to 8, with no admission
charge from 5 to 8; Sundays, 11 to 6.)

Morcan Liwrary, 29 E. 36th St.—‘Treasures of
Eton College’ Library,” a selection, from the
five-hundred-and-fifiy-year-old institution,
of more than two hundred manuscripts, rare
books, drawings, and watercolors. Included
arethe first edition of Thomas Gray’s “Ode
on a Distant Prospect of Eton College” and
the manuscriptof “Elegy Written in a Coun-
try Churchyard.” Through Nov. 25. (Open
Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10:30 to 5;
Sundays, 1 to 5 )

Nationat Acavemyor Design, Fifth Ave. at 89th
St.—“Womenin Mexico” presents more than
a hundred paintings, drawings, collages, and
photographs bytwenty-two Mexican women
artists, Through Dec. 2....@ A retrospective
featuring fifty-nine works by Gari Melchers
(1860-1932). Included are portraits, religious
scenes, landscapes, and nudes Through Nov.
4. Open Tuesdays, noonto 8, with no admis-
sion charge from to 8; Wednesdays through
Sundays,noonto 5.)

Tue New Museum, 583 Broadway—‘From Re-
ceiver to Remote Control: The TVSet” fea
tures serpentine banks of virtually every TV
model, fromthefirst to the most current, and
meticulouslyreconstructedperiod rooms thai
attemptto define a sociology of familylife as
it has revolved aroundthe set. But for all its
World’s Fair pretensions the show offers no
odd turnsto amazethe senses, it is more like
a blown-up book. The only part of the show
to lead us down an unexplored alley is an
installation of thirty-six sets tuned to all but
two of the stations currently available in
New YorkCity:it’s not a nostalgia trip but a
thingitself, a “live,”real-time time warp,
worthy of Nam June Paik. Tucked away in a
corneris the exhibition’s only piece ofart, a
sculpture by Rebecca Howlandof a transmis-
sion tower. It is both majestic and threaten-
ing, a scary monster and an embracing moth-
cr. Through Nov. 25. (Open Wednesdays,
Thursdays, and Sundays,noon to 6, Fridays
and Saturdays, noon to 8.)

New-York Historicat Society, 170 Central Park
W., at 77th St.—Anexhibition that reunites
more than sixty of the American paintings
that were displayed at the 1889 World's
Fair, in Paris. Included are works by John
Singer Sargent, Theodore Robinson, William
Merritt Chase, and James McNeill Whistler
Through Nov.'15... @ Forty-five platinum-
print photographs of New York City by
Charles Gilbert Hine (1859-1931). (Open
Tuesdays through Sundays,10 to 5.)

New YorPustic Lisrary, Fiith Ave. at 42nd St.
Manuscript fragments, letters, first edi-

tions, photographs,andillustrations are all
art of ‘Charles’ Dickens: His Life and
ork.” Starts Oct. 12. (Berg Collection,

Opendaily, except Sundays and Thursday:
10 to 6.)

Queens Museum, Flushing Mcadow Park.
“Keith Haring: Future Primeval.” The art
world enacted someofits most callous oppor-
tunism on the eager and willing Haring
(4958-90), and, as this brillantly selected
show—which makes a point of not being a
retrospective—indicates, no other contempo-
raryartist seems to be so known andyet so
misunderstood. Through Nov. 25. (Open
Tuesdays through Fridays, 10 to 5, Satur-
days and Sundays,noon to 5:30.)

Stupio Museum in Hartem, 144 W. 125th St.—
“Home: Contemporary Urban Images by
Black Photographers.” More than_ ninety
works by eleven photographers Through
Dec. 30... GEighty contemporary works,
including paintings, sculptures, photographs,
musical instruments, and videotapes, make
up “The Blues Aesthetic,” an exhibition that
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exploresthe impact of African-American cul-
ture on twentreth-century art Through Dec
30. (Open Wednesdays through Fridays, 10
to 5; Saturdays and Sundays, 1 to 6.)

GALLERIES—UPTOWN
Frank Steua—Five metallic paintings from
1959 to 1964. These cool and very elegant
works, haute minimalism avantla lettre, look
miraculously fresh and unfingered despite
their notoriously delicate, smudgeable sur-
faces. Two abstract “portraits” stand out:
the silvered, high-shouldered “Luis Miguel
Dominguin,” whose shape suggests a chasu-
bie tailor-madefor the toreador, and “Ileana
Sonnabend,” a_broad-based trapezoid in
heavenlypink. Through Oct 20 (Gagosian,
980 Madison Ave., at 76th St )

Short List—FANNY BRENNAN, Coe Kerr, 49 E
82ndSt. (open Mondays, through Oct. 26);
WILLEM DE KOONING, Salander O'Reilly, 20 E-
79th St. (open Mondays, through Oct. 13
ADOLPH Gortuies, Knoedler, 19 70th St.
(through Nov. 3); xurt scHwirters, Werner, 21
E. 67th St. (through Nov. 24); JosePH STELLA
and artHur pove, York, 21 E. 65th St.
(through Nov. 17)

GALLERIES—571H STREET AREA
Rosert Arneson / Joan Brown—Arneson is per

hapsthe only Bay Area ceramicist to consist-
ently get over the craft hump. His newest
workis a mammoththree-dimensional inter-
pretation of Jackson Pollock's “Guardians of
the Secret,” and it is a tour de force of
medium, ideas, and parody. The work uses
mtricately psychoanalyzable imagery to
pokefun at mythsof genius and male prow-
ess embodied by the Great Dripper In one
instance, two guardian figures (which also
recall the Cubism of Picasso, thatother king
of virility) support a kind of breastplate
painting (unframed)that in turn covers an
entombment, viewable from the rear of the
work, of the artist’s head,anerection, and a
pair of green boots Through Oct. 13. /’Strong
women, strong gestures, and a feministic
reinterpretation of the Matissean Odalisque
inform the figurative drawings and paintings
on paper from the early seventies in this
small but rich show. Through Oct. 19.
(Frumkin-Adams, 50 W. 57th St.)

Paut Hunter—If these “paintings”—with ob-
jects such as a pair of neatly wire-bound
nails, crack vials, cigarette butts, bits of
colored glass, a flip top, and an. occasional
leaf, all stuck in layers of colored wax—are
intended to portray the demise of American
culture, they’re awfully trite. A_ similarly
embeddedgroup of Times articles about mur-
der and kidnapping have been covered by
splattered red encaustic andoffer an edge the
other works lack, but even they pale in
comparison with the faux-blood paintingsof
an artist like Hermann Nitsch, whose horrors
are grander. Through Oct. 20 (De Nagy, 41
W. 57th St)

Ernest Trova—Noonecan accuse this sculptor
of compromising his vision. Since the mid-six-
ues Trova has madesculptures of the same
“falling man,”a featureless figure that looks
a lot like an artist's mannequin The innova-
tion in the newest works, whose shiny, sta
less-steel surfaces are a throwback ‘to the
days before decorators became. designers,
comes in the form of Gobotic hinged body
parts. Thefigures are alone or paired, and
range from tchotchke-size tolife-size. Some-
thing interesting happens with the shift_in
scale—the largest work consists of two fig-
ures at a table, one doubled over, the other
arched back, after what must have been a
horrendous meal. Trova continues in anexis-
tential line traceable from Giacometti
throughTooker; his generalized human figure
can be seen as a precedent for Haring’s
Everyman;and he has been working serious-
ly for several decades, but there’s something
grossly sad about this work: his best current
cliorts are noless kitschy than were Dali's
worst. Through Oct. 20 (ACA, 41 E. 57th St)

     

Short List—Jean aap, Janis, 110 W. 57th St.
(open Mondays, through Nov. 10), &> BAYNARD
andLouls tozowicx, Associated American Art-
ists, 20 W. 57th St. (through Oct. 27); Kathe
ERINE BOWLING, Blum Helman, 20 W. 57thSt.
(through Oct’ 20), seUEAK cARNWATH, Shea &
Beker, 20 W. 57th St. (through Oct. 13);
GiorGio cavation, McCoy, 41 E. 57th St.
(through Oct, 27); tovis corintH, Galerie St
Etienne, 24 W 57th St. (through Nov. 3);
ROBERT COTTINGHAM, Marisa del Re, 41 E. 57th
St. (through Oct '27); BARRY FLANAGAN, Pace,
32 E. 57th St. (through Oct.13); ELLEN FRANK,
Heidenberg, 50 W. 57th St. (through Oct!
27); Harry HoLrzMaN, Washburn, 41 E. 57th
St. (through Oct. 27); JOHN FREDERICK KENSETT,
Babcock,724 Fifth Ave., at 57th St. (through,
Oct. 20); ANN me coy, Herstand, 24 W. 57th
St. (open Mondays,‘through Nov. 3); perer
poskas, Schmidt Bingham, 41 W. 57th St
(open Mondays, through’ Oct. 27); rurino
Tamayo, Marlborough, 40 W. 57th St. (open
Mondays, through Oct. 16); Roseet_vicKRey,
Kennedy, 40 W. 57th St. (through Oct. 27).

GALLERIES—SoHo

Joseei Awar—Single-color paintings,each a dif-
ferentshadeof green, that look beautiful but
somewhatfragile. The artist is indebted to
the great_monochromists—most evidently
Kelly for form and Marden for mood—with-
out distinguishing himself. Through Oct. 13
(Lorence-Monk, 578 Broadway.)

Saner Cuair CewintA copious two-gallery show
of recent sculptures by a verytalented, very
glib younger artist whose production ‘occa~
Sionally offers brilliantly. stylish hybrids. of
the antique and the modern, of uselessness
andfunction, of amorphous as well as archi-
tectonic elements. As usual with Cemin, one
or two pieces per show stand out as instant
classics while the rest suggest expensive dis-
cards from a fancy design shop. Through Oct.
13. (Audiello and Sperone Westwater, both
at 142 GreeneSt.)

Naner, Dwrer—Clever wordplays—actually
furniture-size sculptures—that manage to
Shoot from. the hip, the heart, and the
deconstructive mind all at once. In a room
by itself is a huge inflated “EGO,”the big
yellow letters made of helium-filled fabric
weighted down by little anchors. The word
“GET”is suspended by poles above a mirror,
but is somehowtransformed inits reflection
to read “OFF.” Andthere 1s a “RAGE” on
wheels, the “G”being a hinged flap opening
out from a former “C.” Through Oct. 20.
(Baer, 476 BroomeSt.)

Dick Hiceins—New “Brown Paintings” bythe
Fluxus master and creator of the Something
Else Press Containing Renaissance dia-
grams, zodiac signs, animal pictures, and
various references to a metaphoric sideshow
—cardtricks, palm readings, and even the
derring-do of “The Learned Pig!—the
Paintings are somewhatentertaining. But by
andlarge they are a nonpainter’s paintings
and, as such, try too hard: freshwater fish
caught in an’ ocean undertow. Through Oct.
20. (Harvey, 537 Broadway.)

Peter Naoin—This artist is one of the best at
illustrating the endgame of painting—and
enjoying it. His portraits of the studio and
his paintings within paintings are, appropri-
ately, both lush and programmatic. Through
Oct, 13 (Gorney, 100 GreeneSt.)

Juoy Prarr—New wall reliefs that have a ser-
pentine sense of movement and are very
colorful; they are among Pfafi’s most sculp-
tural pieces while still maintaining their con-
nection with a tradition of painting. Along
with otherelements,theycontain large metal
armatures that resemble bottle holders, six-
ties furniture, dressmakers’ mannequins, and
umbrella frames holding halved bottles and
empty food cans: a Cubist conceit. Through
Oct. 27. (Protetch, 560 Broadway.)

Sat Scarpirta—This underrated Abstract Ex-
pressionist sculptor haselevated his obsession
with racing to an art. (When he has the
opportunity, he professionally races cars that
he builds himself.) On a pile of potatoes—
perhaps representing labor, nourishment,
and the earth—sits one of Scarpitta’s cars
The artist proudly displays his nameon the
car's body, butthe signature is eclipsed by
the marqueclike canopy above it, embla~
zoned with the words “Leo Castert Arr.”
As evidenced by the battered signs through-
out the gallery, the missionary artmobile

     

 



 

YOU'VEALWAYS IMAGINED,FORLESS
THANYOUEVERTHOUGHTPOSSIBLE.

Children skating to the
music in Boston's
Public Garden.
A moonlit walk
across a snow-
covered common.

The warmth ofa roaring
fire in a cottage by the sea.
Woodsmokedrifting from
a farmhouse in the Berkshires.

Such are the images of the
holidays of yester-
day. Andthereality
of Massachusetts
today. In fact, in
Massachusetts
we've beenin the

holiday spirit since 1620.
Whetheryou're looking

for an historical
weekend in
Plymouth,
America’s
hometown,or

t

  

Painting by RE. Moore

November through March.
Many of them auld make

youdenjoy a weekof shop-
ping,restaurants, and theater

   

   
  

in Boston with yourfamily. excellentgifts.
Oryoudjust like a relaxing Justfill in the coupon
getaway tooneofthequiet .( below orcall 1-800-552-MASS,
coastal towns on Cape Cod : Ext. 271, and welll send you
andthe Islandsorthe NorthShore, our freeMassachusetts Getaway
you'll find itin Massachusetts. Guide whichalso includes

      

  

  

Now you can enjoy our discounttravel vouchers
holidayspirit for for Amtrak* and The
less. Because Trump Shuttle™ Ask
we've put S for the Spirit Express
together Service andforjust
more than 225 $3.90, you'll receive the
Massachusetts Guide evenfaster. Then
getaway discount you can start making your
packages that are valid from dreamsrealities.

Massachusetts
We've beenin the holiday spirit since 1620.
Nateenone

Adres. :
City.
Sinteaeeeee7
Sendto:Spirit of Massachusetts
P.O.Box 3000, 89 Massachusetts Avenue
Boston, MA 02115
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ART-Cont’d

often winds up bruised and bent, only to
come alive again. Through Oct. 20
(Greenberg Wilson, 560 Broadway.)

MicHae. Scorr—Phillip Taafe reintroducedit,
Ross Bleckner gaveit legitimacy, and now
this young painter has brought Op art full
circlé His paintings of skinny black-and-
white horizontal stripes are so optical that
any lingering gaze is likely to degenerate
quite rapidly into @ sickening miasma of
vibrations. If you manage to get close to
them, you maynotice that the surfaces are
exquisitely painted.
The artist’s antago-
nism toward the
viewer is not unin-
teresting, but it’s
not clear what the
joint _is. ‘Through
\ct. 20. (Shafrazi,

163 MercerSt.)
Eucene Von BRuen-
CHENHEIN (1910-83)
—Like the
“facteur cheval”
and other notable
eccentrics in art,
this “obsessive vi-
sionary” from Mil-
waukee worked in

wand etnoits
dieyisas 1

several mediums,
including painting, yd bodijom jas
photography, and 7Ceramics, and 0au Sdfgil
turnedhis house in-

   
      

20); cHucx connetty, Lennon, Weinberg, 580
Broadway(through 'Nov. 10), eric ve La'cova
and MARTIN wone, Plumb, 81 Greene St.
(through Oct. 13); eeorce pupoine, Beitzel,
113 Greene St. (through Nov 3); marco
eastini, Weber, 142 GreeneSt. (through Oct
27); eLizasety’ HARMS, Condeso-Lawler, 76
Greene St. (through Oct, 27); ELGA HEINZEN,
Henoch, 80 Wooster St. (through Oct. 13);
MARK INNERST, Marcus, 578 Broadway(through
Oct. 27); YoNNE sAcquerte, Alexander, 59
Wooster 'St. (through Oct." 31); Pat Lasch,
Pearl, 420 West Broadway (through Oct. 27);
weror mika, Dorsky, $78 Broadway(through

ct. 25); RICHARD
Nonas, Burgin, 130
Prince St. (through
Oct. 20); SUSAN NoRRIE,
Hoffman, 429 West
Broadway (through
Nov. 7); MARY OBERING,
Pretto, 251 Sixth
Ave., ai Houston St.
(opens at 1, through
Oct. 20), CLIFFTON PEA~
cock, Germans van
Eck, 420 West Broad-
way (through Oct.
13), 11M PRENTICE, Max-
well Davidson, 415
West Broadway
(through Oct. 27), Kay
ROSEN and HIRSCH PERL-
MAN, Feature, 484
Broome St. (through
Nov. 3); MYRON stour,
Flynn, 113 Crosby St

 

to a symbolic and (through Dec. 15);
ornamental Gesamt- MASAMI TERAOKA,
kunstwerk. The Auchincloss, 558
small, straight- Broadway (through
forward, charm- Oct. 13); MARGARET
ingly _‘sophisti- warton, ‘Kind, 136calcd ivecnont Joseph Kosuth at the Brooklyn Museum Grotne Se eercueh

photographs on view in this unusual show
are mainly of the artist’s wife, Marie, but
include a self-portrait in a sombrero, They
establish the onetime existence of quite a
marvellouslystylish cosmopolis & deux in the
state of Wisconsin. The painted works are
technically whizzy—full of elaborately
feathered strokes and atmospheric special
efiects worthy of a George Lucas. At_mo-
ments, they also suggest work by the nine-
teenth-century Englishman John Tenmel, as
well as Max Ernst’s more orriate works on the
themeof foliage. Impressive as theyare, how-
ever, they are for special tastes and may, af-
ter 2 while, seem oppressivelyfussyto some
Through Oct. 13. (Thorp, 103 Prince St.)

"THe Last Decape: Awerican Apists oF THE 80's"—
This show is little morethana best-sellerlist,
a Sotheby’s preview masquerading as a his~
torical overview. Not an ounce of hindsight
can be found here; the inclusions are so
predictable that even for the casual observer
the exhibition mayprove redundant, There
are two clever juxtapositions: McCollum’s
surrogate paintings, Tansey’s surrogate
painter, and Bidlo’s surrogate masterpiece;
andthe history of the squiggle, from Garetto
Dunham to Taafe to Steinbach to Lasker
Butoverall, this soulless procession of single
wares provides little to think about, except
for the fact that of the thirty-five artists
represented here only four are women
Through Oct 27. (Shafrazi, 130 Prince St.)

"Paintine Atone"—A very sane show of
nonrepresentational paintings by seven art-
sts, most of them unfamiar in New York
Alll the artists work with a basic languageof
mark-making, but the show avoids looking
hike yet another claim for the rebirth of
painting. The works display varying degrees
of glibness, yet somehowcome across as ro-
mantic. Callum Innes, a young Scottish
painter, makes rudimentary marks that look
like woundson the canvas. In a similarvein,
the young English artist Ian Davenport
makés very clean upside-downdrip paintings
that are reassuringly simple Some of the
artists are not so interesting, but in this
context the somewhat more seasoned, and
pranksterish, Georg Herold looks positively
visionary. His painungs, which use caviar
and mother-of-pearl, are ghostly and
alchemical. Through Oct 13. (Pace, 142
GreeneSt.)

Snort List—cart anpre, Cooper, 155 WoosterSt.
(through Oct 31); GIOVANNI ANSELMand soL
Lewitt, SteinGladstone, 99 Wooster St
(through Nov, 21), NaYLaNo atake, Petersburg,
130 Prince St. (through Noy. 3),JEFFREY BROSK,
Rosenberg, 115 Wooster St. (through Oct

 

  

 

Oct. 17); PHILEMONA wittlaMson, Kelly, 591
Broadway(through Nov6).

OTHER GALLERIES
Aetur Gerz—An exhibition of forty-seven
sketches and orginal paintings for New
Yorker covers. Through Oct. 13. (Illustration
House, 96 Spring St.)

Maria Noroman—The elusive artist presented
herfirst art work in New York this June at
the entrance to Central Park at Fifth Avenue
and 60th Street—a Japanese-style house for
experiencing the flow of the day and the
activity of the city, and for considering the
natureofshelter. Now thestructure has been
dismantled, and its tinted windows have
been set uplikescreens that play off natural
light. The walls and notched beams have
been grouped andpiled: not quite minimalist
art, not quite lumberyard stock, but, some-
howwith the aesthetic order of both. To the
disassembled house have been added two
Plates, two pitchers, and two glasses—a few
jumble suggestions of the passage of time

and life. It is a disarmmnglyearthypresenta-
tion Upstairs1s a sweet and precious display
of pairs of drawings that viewers mayslide
out of standing woodboxes. The best consist,
of spray-painted spots in various colors that
glow when light shines through them.
Through June 21 (Dia Center for the Arts,
548 W. 22nd St. Opens at noon Thursdays
through Sundays )

"Acainst Nature: JAPANESE ART IN THE E1cHTiEs"—
A trulyinteresting exhibition that sends the
mind “in many. different directions, even
though mostof the work is notreally “there.”
This is no ordinary nationalist show but an
attempt to define a set of unique cultural
collisionsfacing today’s artmakerin Japan,a
place that does not have an equivalent con-
cept for what we call “art” High points
include an extraordinarily beautiful video-
and-audio work by Tatsio Miyajima, some
wittily disturbing photos by Yasumasa
Morimura that re-create famous art works,
and a haunting wood sculpture—a kind of
ghost of two paintings—byShinro Ohtake.
Although the work may be seen as deriv-
ative of Western art, what is evident here
is a struggle with what it_means to en-
gage in cultural production. The ten artists
for the most part have not exhibited outside
Japan. Through Oct 27. (Grey Art Gal-
lery, New York University, 33 Washington
Place)

Suort List—arManvo Amaya, Alan, 270 Lafa~
yette St. (through Oct. '13), BEN KINMONT,
Cugliani, 508 Greenwich St., at Spring St
(through Nov, 3).

 

 

  

PHOTOGRAPHY

N oneof those crisp fall days in
New York, when the colors of

the sky and the buildings shout with
strength, we dropped by James
Danziger’s gallery to see Joel
Meyerowitz’s show (415 West Broad-
way; through October 13). Theairfelt
so good, and the city appeared so
sparkly, that even though we looked
forward to seeing the pictures, a little
part of us resented having to go in-
doors. But as soon as we entered the
gallery we forgave Meyerowitz. Talk
aboutincredible light!

This exhibition gives us a generous
span of his pictures. In the smaller
gallery there are photographs from
the sixties, mostly street images,
which remind us that Meyerowitz’s
range goes beyondthe prettiness asso-
ciated with his Cape Cod pictures.
There’s a shot, for example, that’s
pure Americana—as Pop as what
painters were doing then. It’s of a
magazine spread that Meyerowitz
found and rephotographed:a juxtapo-
sition of an ad for Coca-Cola and a
picture of Luci Baines Johnson and
Patrick Nugent as bride and groom,
praying. The prayer seems addressed
not to the Almighty but to the mighty
glass of Coke These earlier works are
not yet the unforgettable composi-
tions with color for which Meyerowitz
became known, no doubt because the
technology of color photography
wasn’t “there”yet.
You can’t avoid being knocked out

by both the light avd the color in the
larger gallery, which includesa selec-
tion of the work Meyerowitz has done
since 1975. Here his pictures are
printed big and displayed without
glass, which is possible only because
they’ve been coated with Mac-Tac, a
new kind of protective laminate. It’s
luxurious to see his images this way.
When you come across a patch so
delicious that you have to touch it—
the burning red of a boy on a bed of
nails, the heavenly blues of sea and
sky—go ahead:you can.

Man Ray (1890-1976)—A show, utled “Man
Ray/Bazaar Years’ A Fashion Retrospec-
tive,” that contains more than this heading
may suggest. Fashion and advertising turn
out to have been natural stimuli for Man
Ray’s Surrealist vocabulary. What could be
moresurreal than a lipstick story featuring a
closeup of a thirties beauty—in black-and-
white, except for hot-red lips—withthe bold-
face ‘headline “THE RED BADGE OF
COURAGE”? Through Nov 25  (Interna-
tional Center of Photography Midtown, Sixth
Ave. at 43rd St. Open daily, except Mondays,
11 to 6, and Thursdayevenings until 8.)

Shorr List—JOHN BALDEssaR, Sonnabend, 420
West Broadway (through Oct. 13), LARRY
ctark, Luhring Augustine, 130 Prince St
(through Oct. 13); micHagL eastwan, Witkin,
415 West Broadway(opens at noon on Satur”
days, through Oct 20); MARK KLeTT and NAN
cotoin, Pace-MacGill, 32 E. 57th St, (through
Oct 20); ken tum, Rosen, 130 Prince St.
(through Oct 13); svuva Placiy, Burden, 20

23rdSt. (opens at noon, through Oct 27),
THOMASsTRUTH, Marian Goodman, 24 W $7th
St. (open Mondays, through Oct. 13), Joser
sunek, Photofind, 138 Spring St. (through Oct.
20), SUSAN UNTERBERG, Laurence Miller, 138
Spring St. (through Oct 13); CARRIE MAE
weems, P.P.O.W,532 Broadway (through Oct.
27), New winoxur, Toll, 146 Greene S
(through Oct. 27), and Borden, 560 Broad-
way (through Nov. 10); Joe zioukowsxi, Wessel
O'Connor, 580 Broadway(through Oct. 27).

 



Expanding the language ofart.

Since its beginnings, modern art
has had an extraordinary open-
ness to popular culture—to
styles andiimagery detived from
newspapets, advertisements,
comics, caricatire and graffiti.

AT&T an@@The Museum of
Modern Agt present the first
encompassing history of that
century-lomg dialogue be-
tween “highand low.’ From
Cubist collagéand Surrealist
fantasy to Popyattand beyond,
“HIGH and{LOWs Modern Art
and Populaf Culture” eaves-
drops on fi€ conversation
between private imagination
and public¥ommunication.

As we atATsai Gelébrate 50 years
of innovative associations with
the arts, we Cam think of no
morefitting “a collaboration
than one that celebrates the
associations between the arts.

HIGH& LOW: MODERNARTAND POPULAR CULTURE.
 Oct. 7, 1990—Jan. 15, 1991.

TheMuseum ofModern Art,

Feb. 23-May 12, 1991,
WITH THE |TheArt Institute ofChicago.

June 23-Sept. 15, 1991,
3 TheMuseum ofContemporary Art,

TAOS20H Ts Angeles.   

11 West 53rd Street, NewYork.
High& Low information: 212 708-9850.

YEARS  

MooeRN ART AND POPULAR CULTURE

RIGHT. Juan Gris, The Manat the Café 1914. Oiland pasted papers on canvas Collection of Me & Mrs William R Acquavella.
LEFT Roy Lichtenstein, Okay; Hot-Shot. 1963. Oil and Magna on canvas. Collection of Mr & Mrs. .1 Newhouse. Jr.

ATsT
The right choice. ©1990ater
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MUSIC

‘HEREis still some demand for
novelties in the world of classical

music, but the emphasisis less on new
works than on forgotten tidbits from
the past. For the curious or press-con-
scious performing organization, there
is nothing so appealing as a modern
premiére, or a New York premiere, or
a United States premiére, or, best of
all, a world premiére of an unknown
work attached to a well-known name.
Anthony Korf, the artistic director

of the Riverside Symphony, reminded
us of this delicate selection process the
other day in discussing the program
of Sibelius, Robert Helps, and (with
three premiéres) Prokofiev that music
director George Rothmanwill conduct
October 11 at Alice Tully Hall.
The work of Sergei Prokofiev is a

fertile field for novelties. He was kept
busy with occasional pieces, film
scores, commemorative cantatas, and
the like—and had, anyway, an over-
flowing naturalfacility. However, the
Riverside’s program is not Soviet
make-work;it is odds and ends from a
busy workshop. Op. 41dis is a suite
from the ballet “Stal’noy Skok” (“The
Steel Step”); Op. 29bis is an orches-
trated version of a movementfrom the
Fourth Piano Sonata; and Op. 57 is a
“Chant Symphonique”that Prokofiev
never got around to publishing.

But presenting a premiére, espe-
cially in musically hyperactive New
York, is no casual affair. Half the
work is research: the newspaper of
record does not always index short
mentions of deceased composers; the
files of publishers are sometimes in-
complete (partly because the devotion
of presenters to paying royalties 1s
sometimes incomplete); not all major
orchestras and organizations have
efficient and thorough access to even
their own archives. Once the
premiérists have covered all bases
with publishers, major orchestras,
clipping files, and so forth, they an—
nounce, andsit back to wait nervously
for the bad news that someone, some-
where, has donethe piece already.

For the Riverside Symphony, the
blow fell shortly after the press release
went out. It seems the Utah Sympho-
ny once recorded the “Steel Step”
suite, Mr. Korf told us, and though
he hadn’t yet confirmed it, that
almost certainly means they
playedit in a concert, too. “So,” he
said, sounding only the tiniest bit
crestfallen, “we have two U.S.pre-
miéres and one New York  pre-
miére.” Until the next bad news.
Butit’s O.K. NewYork has dozens,
if not hundreds, of Prokofiev buffs
who do not get to Utah regularly,
and for our part we’d be curious
about “Stal’noy Skok” even if it
turned out to be merely the Upper
West Side premiére.
(Thebox-office number for the Metropoli-
tan Opera House is 362-6000; for Avery
Fisher Hall 874-2424; for Carnegie Hall
247-7800; for Alice Tully Hall 362-1911;
for the 92nd Street Y, Lexington Ave. at
92nd St., 415-5440, for Merkin Concert
Hall, 129 W. 67th St, 362-8719;andfor

the Metropolitan Museum, Fifth Ave. at
83rd St, 570-3949.)

OPERA
Metrorotitan Opera—soris coounov, with
Stefania Toczyska, Gary Lakes, ‘Philip
Langridge, Paata Burchuladze, and Sergei
Koptchak; conducted by Emil Tchakarov.
(Oct. 8 and Oct. 12 at 8.). DER ROSEN-
kavauer, with Felicity Lott, Anne Sofie von
Otter, Barbara Bonney, Luciano Pavarotti,
and Aage Haugland; Carlos Kleiber (Oct. 9
and Oct. 17 at 730.) .. With Felicity Lott,
AnneSofie von Otter, Barbara Bonney, San”
ford Olsen, and Aage Haugland; Carlos Klei-
ber. (Oct, 13 at 1)... La BOHEME, with
Mirella Freni, Barbara “Damiels, Placido
Domingo, and’ Gordon Hawkins, ‘Christan
Badea. (Oct 10 at 8.).. With Mirella Freni,
Barbara Daniels, Franco Farina, and Gordon
Hawkins; Christian Badea. (Oct. 13 at 8 )
DON Giovanni, with Cheryl Studer, Roberta
Alexander, Hans Peter Blochwitz, Thomas
Hampson, and Paul Plishka; James Levine
(Oct.11 and Oct 15 at 8.).. ’. Rieoterto, with
SumiJo, Jerry Hadiey, and Bruno Pola, Gui-
do Aymone-Marsan. (Oct. 16 at 8 )

New York City OperA—MOSES UND ARON,
Schoenberg’s most extensive opera (rich in
twelve-tone_methodology), with Richard
Cross and Thomas Young; conducted by
Christopher Keene (Oct. 10 and Oct. 12 at
8)... LA FANCIULLA DEL West, a revival of
Puccini's pistol-packing spaghetti Western,
with Linda Roark-Strummer, Stefano Algiert,
and Louis Manikas; Arthur Fagen. (Oct 11
and Oct 17 at 8, and Oct. 14 at 2) .. La
sovéme, with Michéle Boucher, Linda
Zoghby, Robert Brubaker, and Carlos
Serrano; Joseph Colaneri. (Oct. 13 at 2.)
Marta, Friedrich von Flotow’s 1847 confec-
tion of romantic subterfuge, was once an
immensely popular operatic staple, butit has
drifted into obscurity through the years. In
this new production,it is updated to England
in the nineteen-twenties. With Sheryl Woods,
Lucille Beer, Martin Thompson, and Dean
Peterson, Arthur Fagen (Oct. 13 at 8)...
LITTLE NIGHT Music, with Sally Ann Howes,
Elaine Bonazzi, Michele McBride, Harlan
Foss, Michael "Rees Davis, and’ Michael
Maguire; Paul Gemignam. (Oct. 16 at 8.)
(New York State Theatre 870-5570)

Les Ants Frorissants—Wilhiam Christie directs
his Paris-based ensemble in concert presen-
tationsof operatic hits of the sixteen-eighties.
Purcell’s “Dido and Aeneas” and Char-
pentier’s “Actéon ” (Alice Tully Hall Oct 14
at 3.) .@Purcell’s “Dido and Aeneas” and
Charpentier’s “Les Arts Florissants.” (Met-
ropolitan Museum. Oct. 15 at 8.)

“Castor er Potux"—A concert performance of
Jean-Philippe Rameau’s tragédie lyrique, in
the composer's streamlined version of 1754.
James Richman directs the Concert Royal
Bone Orchestra and various vocalsoloists.

er!

  

 

in Concert Hall. Oct. 17-18 at 8.)
ORCHESTRAS

New York PHitnarmonic—Leonard Slatkin con-
ducts a program of William Schuman,Saint-
Saéns, and Samuel Barber (his Piano Concer-
to, with soloist John Browning) (Avery Fish-
er Hall Oct. 10-11 at 8, Oct. 12 at 2, and
Oct. 16 at 7°30)

Czech Puitnarwonic OrcHesrra—An orchestra
muchin the news during last year’s “Prague
Revolution,” presenting Martini’s Sixth

  Carolyn Lee at Weill Recital Hall
 

Symphony (‘‘Fantaisies Symphoniques”), a
suite. from. Stravinsky’s “Firebird,”
Chopin’s Second Piano Concerto, with An-
drea Lucchesim.. Jifi Belohlavek conducts.
(Carnegie Hall. Oct. 9 at 8 )

New York CHameer SympHony—Gerard Schwarz
conducts music by David Diamond, Beetho-
ven, and Gershwin (his “Rhapsody in Blue,”
with pranist Misha Dichter). (92ndStreet Y.
Oct. 9 at 8.)

Riversive Sympony—George Rothman conducts
music by Prokofiev, Sibelius, and Robert
Helps.(Alice Tully Hall. Oct. 11 at 8.)

New York Pors—Skitch Henderson conducting,
with special guest Marvin Hamlisch (Car-
negie Hall. Oct. 12 at 8.)

OnpHeus—Pianist Andras Schiff joms the
conductorless chamber orchestra for concer-
tos by Bach and Haydn. Orchestral works by
Haydn, Schubert, and Jacob Druckman
roundout the program. (Carnegie Hall Oct
13 at 8.)

Moscow Virtuosi—Vladimir §;
program of Bach, Tchaikovsky,Shostakovich,
andSchnittke (his Piano Concerto, with solo-
ast Viadimir Krainev) (Avery Fisher Hall.
Oct 13 at 8.)

AMERICAN SyMPHONY OnrcHestra—Catherine
Comet, the orchestra’s new music director,
conducts music by Dukas, Shostakovich,
Morton Gould, and Mendelssohn (his First
Piano Concerto, with Serge: Edelmann)
(Carnegie Hall Oct_14 at 3)

SHANGHAI SyMPHONY OrcHestra—Hou Run-yu
conducts music by Berlioz and Rachmani-
noff, along with the 1988 “Concerto for Erhu
and Orchestra (The Butterfly Lovers)” by
Chen Gang, with Jiang Jian-hua playing the
erhu, a snakeskin-bellied fiddle whose two
strings are bowed simultaneously. (Carnegie
Hall. Oct. 14 at 8.)

Moscow Sotoists oF THE U.S.S.R.—Yuri Bashmet
conducting music by Tchaikovsky, Shosta-
kovich, Hindemith, and Britten. (Carnegie
Hall. Oct. 15 at 8 )

Ciarion Conceats——Newell Jenkins conducts an
orchestralsuite by Veracini and concertos by
Corelli, Vivaldi, Handel, and others. (Merkin
Concert Hall Oct. 15 at 8)

SympHony OrcHestra oF THE Curtis Institute oF
Music—A seventieth-birthday tribute to
Isaac Stern. Otto-Werner Mueller conducts
music by Haydn and Hindemith, plus
Beethoven's Violin Concerto, with Mr! Stern
as soloist (Carnegie Hall. Oct. 16 at 7.)

Boston SympHony—Seiji_ Ozawa conducts
Mahler's Fifth Symphony and, with Martha
Argerich as soloist, Prokofiev's Third Piano
Concerto (Carnegie Hall. Oct. 17-18 at 8 )

Prrtssurch SywPHoNy—Lorin Maazel conducts
“The ‘Ring’ Without Words” (an orchestral
arrangement in which he reduces Wagner's
tetralogy to a mere hour) and Mare
Neikrug’s Flute Concerto, withsoloist James
Galway. (Avery Fisher Hall. Oct 17 at 8.)

RECITALS
Daniet BareNsom—Piano, performing Bach's

First Partita and Beethoven's “Diabelli Vari-
ations.”(Carnegie Hall. Oct. 10 at 8.)

Barcemusic—A chamber ensemble performs
two Mozart string quintets. (Fulton Ferry
Landing, Brooklyn. 1-718 624-4061. Oct. 11
at 7.30 and Oct 14 at 4)

Jean-Pierre Raweat—Flute, with pianist_and
harpsichordist JohnSteele Ritter, performing
Handel, Telemann, Franck, Roussel, and oth-
ers. (Carnegie Hall Oct. {1 at 8.)
Davio Sragosin—Playing electric and acous-
tic guitars, performs the United States pre-
miére of ‘Tod Machover’s “Bug-Mudra,”
andother works, assisted by various artists
(Miller Theatre, Columbia University,
Broadway at 116th St. 854-7799. Oct. 11
at 8)
Joun Avee—Tenor, in his NewYorkrecital
début, sings Beethoven, Liszt, Rachmani-
noff, ‘Reynaldo Hahn,’ and Cole Porter
(Weill Recital Hall, at’ Carnegie Hall. Oct
12 at 8.)
Beaux Agrs Teio—Performing trios by Bec-
thoven, Schumann, and Ravel. (Metropoli-
tan Museum. Oct 12-13 at 8.)
Christine Bert—A program of her composi-
tions (including several premieres), per-
formed by a chamberchoir and ten cham-
ber musicians (including Richard Goode,
Peter Serkin, Richard Stoltzman, and Matt
Haimovitz). (92ndStreet Y. Oct! 13 at 8)
Carouyn Let—Direct from Swansea, Massa
chusetts, it’s the Polish Princess (ak athe
Princess of Glitz), in an afternoonof rhine-
stonesand sequins, pranistic melodies rang-
ing from Chopin to show tunes (including  



 

even some of her own compositions), and a
special tribute to her late friend and men-
tor, Liberace. (Weill Recital Hall Oct. 14
at 2.)

Yo-Yo Ma—Cello,playing chamber music (with
cellist. Carter Brey and piamist Jeffrey
Kahane) and Tchaikovsky’s ‘Rococo’ Varia~
tions” (with the Orchestra of St. Luke's,
conducted by David Zinman) (AveryFisher
Hall Oct. 14 at 3.)

New York PHILHARMONIC CHAMBER ENSEMBLES
Members of the Philharmonic perform works
by Brahms, DvoFak, Orfi, and David Noon
(Merkin Concert Hail. Oct. 14 at 3)

Viaoimik Viazoo—Inthefirst of three concerts
exploring the nooks andcrannies of Russian
keyboard music, the pianist plays ‘Tchai.
kovsky’s twelve-movement suite “Seasons,”
and the Americanpremiéresof three sonatas
by Nicola: Medtner (Alice Tully Hall. Oct
15 at 8.)

Capita Virreivat pe La Nueva Espaiia—Mexican
sacred music for voices and instrumentsfrom
the sixteenth through eighteenth centuries,
directed by Aurelio Tello. (Medieval Sculp
ture Hall, Metropolitan Museum. Oct. 12 at
7. No charge beyond museum admission.
@Cathedral of St. John the Divine, Amster-
dam Ave. at 112ih St Oct 15 at 8. No
tickets necessary.)

Omni ENsemate AND Newsano—These two con-
temporary-music groupsjointly undertakean
avant-garde eveningof works for such instru-
ments as a zoomovzephone, a diamond ma-
rimba, a surrogate kithara, stroke rods, and
a, variety of synthesizers.’ (Miller Theatre,
Columbia University, Broadway at 116th St
854-7799 Oct 16 at’8.)

Toxyo Sreinc Quartet—Augmented by Jaime
Laredo(violin and viola) and Sharon Robin-
son (cello), performing music by Schubert,
Bartok, Dvorak, and Robert Starer. (92nd
Street Y Oct 16-17 at 8.)

Etvane Laussape—Piano, performing Beetho-
ven, Ravel, Liszt, and Gershwin, (Alice Tully
Hall. Oct 17 at 8.)

JAZZ POP | ROCK
PERSONAL APPEARANCES

Bos Dyian—Boband theZeitgeist haven't been
keepinginclose touchfor a while He’s been
touring virtually non-stop for three years
now—this is his third or fourth stop in New
York—andgivingalternately absent-minded
and radiant performances, sometimes during
the same show. The concerts have next to
nothing to do with his recent recording incar-
nations (as Lucky Wilbury on “The Trave
ing Wilburys, Vol I”, as a spooky echo
chamber crooner onlast year’s excellent “Oh
Mercy”; and as the offhand author of fly-
weight songslikethe already infamous “Wig-
gle Wiggle” on the newalbum, “Under the
RedSky”) The drama inthe live act depends
on Dylan the trickster’s ever-shifting ap-
proach tohis overwhelming songbook. When
he carries the retrospective weight lightly,
this insular denizen of tour buses canstill
shine as our greatest troubadour. (Beacon

  

 

  

  

 

Theatre, Broadway at 74th St 496-7070
Oct. 15-19 at 8.)

American Jazz Onchestea—With Muhal Rich-
ard Abrams (Great_Hall, Cooper Union,
Third Ave. at 7th St Oct, 11 at 8. For
information about tickets, call 353-4196 )

Jay Leno—Avery Fisher Hall. 874-2424. Oct
12 at 8

Diamana Gatas—Cathedral of St John the
Divine, Amsterdam Ave. at 112th’ St. 662-
2133 Oct. 12-13 at 8

Marianne FattHruit—Town Hall, 123 W. 43rd
St. 840-2824. Oct. 17 at 8

Biues Concerts—Ry Cooder, David Lindley,
Albert Collins, Elvin Bishop, and Joe Louis
Walker. (Beacon Theatre. Oct 13 at 8.)
“Booker T & the MGs, Johnnie Taylor, Bo
Diddley, and the Holmes Brothers. (Beacon
Theatre’ Oct. 14 at 8.) GA tribute to
John Lee Hooker, with Gregg Allman, Willie
Dixon, Huey Lewis, Mr Hooker, and others,
a benefit for the Delta Blues ‘Museum in
Clarksdale, issipp!. (Madison Square
Garden. 563-8300 Oct. 16 at 7:30.)

SPORTS

HOME TEAMS
Jets—Vs. the San Diego Chargers, Oct. 14 at
1pm

Giants—Away until Oct. 21, when they face
the Phoenix Cardinals

Rancers—Vs, the Washington Capitals, Oct
10. ..GVs the Montreal Canadiens, Oct
12....@Vs the Winnipeg Jets, Oct. 17
(Gametime, 7:30 )

Istanvers—Vs’ the Pittsburgh Penguins, Oct
13... GVs. the Winnipeg Jets, Oct. 16
(Gametume, 7:35 )

Devis—Vs the Minnesota North Stars, Oct. 9
@QVs. the Calgary Flames, Oct.” 13

@Vs the Washington Capitals, Oct. 17
(Game ume, 7:45 )
(The Jets play at Giants Stadium, the
Meadowlands Forinformation about tickets,
call 421-6600. The Rangers play at Madison
Square Garden, 563-8300, the Islanders at
the Nassau Coliseum, 1-516 422-9222; and
the Devils at the Meadowlands Arena, 1-201
935-6050.)

   

RACING
Horses—At Belmont Daily, except Tuesdays,

at 1. Through Oct. 29 At the
Meadowlands Weekmghts at 730 The
Meadowlands Cupis on Oct. 12. Tortie
at Yonkers Raceway: Weeknights at 8, and
Tuesdays at 1

CHAMPIONSHIP—BASEBALL
Piayorrs—The National League playofis con:

tinueOct. 8-10, in Pittsburgh, and, if neces-
sary, return to Cincinnati for games on Oct
12-13; the American Leagueplayoffs contin
ue Oct. 9-11, in Oakland, and, if neces
return to Boston for games on Oct. 1
The World Series commences on Oct 16 in
ether Cincinnati or Pittsburgh

ABOVE AND BEYOND

"Works sy Wowen"—A three-day festival of
films and videos by womendirectors, spon-
sored by Barnard College. Among the works
being shownare “Surname Viet, Given Name
Nam,”by Trinh T. Minh-ha,an avant-garde
documentary about the lives of Vietnamese
women(Oct. 11); “H-2 Worker,” by Stepha-
me Black, an hour-long film about Jamaican
cane-cutters in, Florida (Oct 12); and
“Chocolat,” by Claire Denis, about growing
upin Frenchcolonial Africa (Oct. 13). For
complete program information andtickets,
call 854-2418

Reapinc—Oct. 15 at 8 Elena Pomiatowska
reads from her own prose, in English, and
José Emilio Pacheco readsfrom his own poet
ry, in Spanish, with English translations read
byAlastair Reid. (92nd Street Y, Lexington
Ave. at 92ndSt. Forinformation ‘about tick
ets, call 415-5440.)

Tatxs—Oct. 11 at 6. Leonard Slatkin, music
directorof the St. Louis Symphony, will talk
about his métier. (Juilhard School, 65th St
between Broadway and Amsterdam Ave For
information about tickets, call 877-1800,
Ext. 633.) @Oct 16 at’ 7. BrendanGill
will talk about art and architecture
(Brentano’s, 597 Fifth Ave , at 48th St_For
information about tickets, call the New
School, 741-5690.)
 

  

  

Aone)
ouzon

proweMC orTy
Madein France, LePerle flatware
and holloware is wholly *18/10 p
Beteoeocr
eetnd
retainsthe silver look,
eens
brochures #1.
JEAN COUZON
rcs
NYNY10022.

Now at
Bloomingdale's
Liberty House
George Watts

 



 

Cama <~@ JUST WHEN KARLA
(esq 9 » THOMAS THOUGHT

e

j | d | 1 k e t oO , she’d miss out ona7 eehe
along camethe United

Negro College Fund wav-

   
ing its magic checkbook.

“It was a godsend,” says

Karla. “And being voted

college queen last year

was another huge thrill.”

Thanks to a much-needed

$7,500 annual scholarship,

a lot of hard work andlate

nights, she’ll graduate

! this year with a degree in

° |! business administration.

and especially “ ?
Grad school’s next on my

list. So many more doors are

open to me now!”she says.

Every year, the UNCFhelps

thousands of deserving

black students realize

their dreams.

GODMOTHER?: °
¢

The 41 private, historically

black UNCF colleges and

universities have long been

;
t
,

>KARLA THOMAS
committed to expanding theMiss Bethune-Cookman College 1989/90

SPPPPODOOD", n.20:1000's brain reserve.



Making higher education

a reality for many who never

thought it possible.

Their motto, “A mind isa

terrible thing to waste,”

sums up the UNCF'’s heart-

felt motivation.

At Toyota, we couldn’t

think of a more worthwhile

organization to support.

Whichis why the Toyota

Scholar program has donated

16 scholarships to UNCF

each year since 1988.

For Karla, Toyota's involve-

ment has meant more than

just financial support.

Last summer, she was an

intern at our Lexus division

in California.

Before long, she’ll be

out in the business world

building herself a career.

Through hard work anda

little help from her friends,

some of her wishes have

already come true.
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

 

 

    

  

EAST SIDE
Awecuika Fit Center, 18 W. Houston St. (995-
Theatre 1: Through theafternoon of Oct. 12
‘Theatre closed. From the evening of Oct

Charles Burnett), with Danny Glover
‘Theatre 2: “After Dark, My Sweet” (James
and Bruce Dern,

‘Theatre3: “Akira Kurosawa’s Dreams” (+).
Ferrara), with Christopher Walken, David
Caruso, Larry Fishburne, and Wesley

Theatre 5: “Wild at Heart” (+).
Theatre 6: “The Tall Guy”(4).

“Landscape in the Mist’? (Theo
Angelopoulos; in Greek)

6600)
‘Theatre1. “Miller's Crossing”R

* CP).
Theatre 3. “GoodFellas” ().

Busou Cinema, 3rd Ave between 12th and 13th

“Narrow Margin” (Peter Hyams), with Gene
Hackmanand AnneArcher.

8000)
Theatre1: “GoodFellas” (+).

(Phil Joanou), with Sean Penn, EdHarris,
Gary Oldman, and Robin Wright. From

with Don Johnson, Virginia Madsen, Jenni~
fer Connelly, and Charles Martin Smith

Theatre 4: “King of New York” (Abel
Ferrara), with Christopher Walken, David

Snipes
Theatre §* Through Oct. 11° “Narrow Mar-

and Anne Archer. From Oct, 12. “Welcome
Home, Roxy Carmichael” (Jim Abrahams),

Theatre 6: “Desperate Hours” (Michael
Cimino), with Mickey Rourke, Anthony

and Kelly Lynch.
Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd (475-1660)
Bay Cinema, 2nd Ave. at 32nd. (679-0160)
“Postcards from the Edge” (Mike Nichols),

Loews 34rH Stree SHoweLace, 238 34th (532-
$544)

From Oct. 12. “The Hot Spot” (Dennis
Hopper), with Don Johnson, Virginia
Martin Smith

Theatre 2: “Desperate Hours” (Michael

Hopkins, Mimi Rogers, Lindsay Crouse,
and Kelly Lynch

(Phil Joanou), with Sean Penn, Ed Harris,
Gary Oldman, and Robin Wright. From

chael” (Jim Abrahams), with Winona Ry-
der and Jeff, Daniels

“Pacific Heights” (John Schlesinger), with
Melanie Gniffith, Matthew Modine, and

2000)

12: “To Sleep with Anger” (directed by

Foley), with Jason Patric, Rachel Ward

Theatre 4: “King of New York” (Abel

Snipes.

Pustic THeatre, 425 Lafayetie St. (598-7171)

Movierano 8tH Street Tripex, 36 E 8th. (477-

Theatre 2° “Miller's Crossiny

(805-7320)

Loews 19tH Streer East 6 Bway at 19th. (260-

Theatre 2 Through Oct 11° “State of Grace”

Oct. 12: “The Hot Spot” (Dennis Hopper),

Theatre 3: “Ghost”(+)

Caruso, Larry Fishburne, and Wesley

gin” (Peter Hyams), with Gene Hackman

with Winona Ryder and Jeli Daniels

Hopkins, Mim: Rogers, Lindsay Crouse,

“Fantasia”(t).

with Meryl Streep andShirley MacLaine

Theatre 1: Through Oct, 11_ “Ghost” (}).

Madsen,’ Jennifer Connelly, and Charles

Cimino), with Mickey Rourke, Anthony

Theatre 3: Through Oct. 11 “State of Grace”

Oct: 12: “Welcome Home, Roxy Carmi-

34rH St. East, 241 E. 34th (683-0255)

Michael Keaton
Easrsive Cinema,3rd Ave at 55th. (755-3020)
“King of New York” (Abel Ferrara), with
Christopher Walken, David Caruso, Larry
Fishburne, and WesleySnipes

Surton| ano 3rd Ave at S7th. (759-1411)
Theatre 1 ntasia”(F)
Theatre 2: Through Oct 11. “The Tall Guy”

(H), From Oct 12. “Mr Destiny” (James
Orr), with James Belushi and Michael
Caine

Gortnam Cinema, 3rd Ave at 58th. (759-2262)
“Pacific Heights” (John Schlesinger), with
Melanie Griffith, Matthew Modine, and
Michael Keaton

Piaza, 42 E. 58th. (355-3320)
“The Fifth Monkey” (Eric Rochat), with Ben
Kingsley

Mannartan Twin, 3rd Ave at 59th, (935-6420)
Theatre 1 “Marked for Death” (Dwight H

Little), with Steven Seagal
‘Theatre2. “Marked for Death.”

  

THE MOVIE HOUSES
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FILMS ACCOMPANIED BY A DAGGER ARE
DESCRIBED IN THE “IN BRIEF" SECTION,

STARTING ON PAGE30.
 

Few movies have delved into
the links between religious
and sexual ecstasy with as
much fervor as King Vidor’s

1929 “all black” musical melodrama
“Hallelujah”(playing October 13 and
17 at the American Museum of the
Moving Image). The story starts off as
a fable of the Devil and the flesh. The
anti-hero, Zeke (Daniel Haynes), is a
cotton farmer who loses his family's
earnings under the spell of an easy
woman, Chick (Nina Mae McKin-
ney), and then causes the death of his
brother in a showdown with Chick's
gambler lover. After this double catas-
trophe, Zeke becomes a preacher.

But in the most charged-up section
of the movie Vidor makesit clear that
Zeke is neither a born-again saint (the
expected cliché) nor a black Elmer
Gantry (the predictable reverse cli-
ché). Vidor knows what he is doing
when he shows Chick racing toward
her baptism, and Zekelifting her up,
her body outlined against a soaked
white gown, and taking herstraight to
bed (Zeke’s mother interrupts them).
Zeke expresses his sexuality through
the orgiastic emotions of religious
revivalism, and so do many of his
followers.

The singing and dancing are alter-
nately inspired and minstrel-like; the
acting rangesfrom the histrionic to (in
McKinney's case) the galvanizing; the
staging is sometimes dynamic, some-
tumes lush, and sometimes gust per-
functory. “Hallelujah” is a volatile
mixed bag. It contains more than a
handful of explosive surprises.
 

 

StH Streer East Cinema, 239 E 59th (759-
4630)
Through Oct. 11° “Texasville’ (Peter

Bogdanovich), with Jeff Bridges
From Oct, 12. Welcome Home, Roxy Car-
michael” (Jim Abrahams), with Winona
Ryder and Jeli D:

Baronet ano CORONET,
1663)
‘Theatre 1 “Henry& June” (f).
Theatre 2: “Miller's Crossing” (4).

Cinema |, Cinema Il, ano Cinema 320 Avenue, 3rd
Ave at 60th (753-6022)
Theatre 1 “GoodFellas” (1).
Theatre 2. “Listen Up: The Lives of Quincy
Jones” (Ellen Weissbrod), a documentary

Theatre 3: Through Oct. 11: “Presumed In-
nocent’* (+). From Oct. 12: “To Sleep with
Anger” (Charles Burnett), with Danny
Glover

Gemini | ano 2, 2nd Ave. at 64th. (832-1670)
Theatre 1 “Avalon” (Barry Levinson), with
Armin Mueller-Stahl, Ehzabeth Perkins,
Joan Plowright, and Aidan Quinn.

Theatre 2. “Avalon.”
Beexwan, 2nd Ave. at 66th. (737-2622)
“Postcards from the Edge” (Mike Nichols),
with Meryl Streep and Shirley MacLaine

iels.
rd Ave at 59th. (355-

 

 

Lorws New Yore Twi, 2nd Ave. at 67th. (744-
339)

Theatre1. Through Oct 11. “State of Grace”
(Phil Joanou), with Sean Penn, Ed Harris,
Gary “Oldman, and Robin Wright. From
Oct: 12: “The Hot Spot” (Dennis Hopper),
with Don Johnson, Virginia Madsen, an
Jenmier Connelly.

Theatre 2: Through Oct. 11: “Ghost” (t).From Oct. 12° “Memphis Belle” (Michael
Caton-Jones) with Matthew Modine and
EnicStoltz

681H St. PlayHouse, 3rd Ave at 68th. (734-0302)
“White Hunter, Black Heart” (Clint_East-
wood), with Eastwood,Jeif Fahey, George
Dzundza, and Alun Armstrong.

Loews Tower East, 3rd Ave at 71st. (879-1313)
“Desperate Hours” (Michael Cimino), with
Mickey Rourke, Anthony Hopkins,’ Mimi
Rogers, Lindsay Crouse, and Kelly Lynch

UA. East, Ist Ave. at 85th. (249-5100)
‘Through Oct 11° “Narrow Margin” (Peter
Hyams), with Gene Hackman and Anne
Archer

From Oct, 12. “Welcome Home, Roxy Car-
michael” (Jim Abrahams), with Winona
Ryder andJeff Daniels.

Park & 86TH Street Cinemas, 125 E, 86th. (534-
1800)

: “Marked for Death” (Dwight H.

 

 

Theatre
Little), with Steven Seagal

Theatre 2: “Marked for Death ”
6TH Sreeer East Twin, 3rd Ave. at 86th (249-

1144)
Theatre 1 “GoodFellas”(+).
Theatre 2. Through Oct. 11. “Texasville”

(Peter Bogdanovich), with Jefi Bridges,
Cybill Shepherd, and Anme Potts From
Oct. 12: “Mr Destiny” (James Orr), with
James Belushi and MichaélCaine.

WEST SIDE

Fim Forum, 209 W HoustonSt. (727-8110)
Theatre’ 1: “Bakayaro! I'm Plenty Mad”
(1988, m Japanese), four episodes by four
directors

‘Theatre2: See hstings under Revival Houses.
Theatre 3: Oct 8° “The Miracle of Morgan’s
Creek”(1944, Preston Sturges), with Betty
Hutton and "Eddie Bracken;' and “The
Great McGinty" (1940, Sturges), with
Brian Donlevy and Akim Tamiroff. .
GOct 9-10° “The Miracle of Morgan’s
Creek”, and “The Great. Moment”(1944,
Sturges), with Joel McCrea, Betty Field,
and Harry Carey... Oct’ 11-14, “The
Miracle of Morgan's Creek”, and “Remem-
ber the Night” (1940, Mitchell Leisen),
with Barbara Stanwyck and Fred Mac-
Murray GOct. 15-16; “Unfaithfully
Yours" (1948, Preston Sturges), with Rex
Harrison, Linda Darnell, Edgar Kennedy,
and Rudy Vallée; and “The Beautiful
Blonde from Bashful Bend
Sturges), with Betty Grable, Va
Romero, and Porter Hall .
17: “Easy Living” (f), and “The Power
and the Glory” (1933, William K. How-
ard), with Spencer Tracy and Colleen
Moore.

Waverty I np 2, 6th Ave. at 3rd_ (929-8037)
Theatre 1. “Pacific Heights” (John Schles-

inger), with Melanie Griffith, Matthew
Modine, and Michael Keaton.

Theatre2: “Texasville” (Peter Bogdanovich),
with Jeff Bridges

8th St. PLAvHousE, 52 W.8th. (674-6515),
Through Oct 11 “Desperate Hours”

(Michael Cimino), with Mickey Rourke,
Anthony Hopkins, Mimi Rogers, Lindsay
Crouse, and Kelly Lynch

From Oct 12° “Memphis Belle” (Michael
Caton-Jones) with Matthew Modine and
EricStoltz

‘Agr Greenwich Twin, Greenwich Ave, at 12th
(929-3350)
‘Theatre 1: “Henry & June”(}).
‘Theatre 2: “Postcards from the Edge” (Mike

Nichols), with Meryl Streep and Shirley
MacLaine.

Quan Cinema, 34 W_ 13th. (255-8800)
Theatre 1:"*Ghost” (t).
Theatre 2. Through Oct. 11. “Presumed In-
nocent” (+). From Oct. 12 “Mr. Destiny”
James Orr), with James Belushi and
ichael Caine

Theatre 3° “Cinema Paradiso” (Giuseppe
Tornatore;in Italian), with Phihppe Noiret
andSalvatore Cascio

‘Theatre 4: “May Fools” (+)
 

   



Cuetsea Cinemas, 260 W. 23rd. (691-4744)
‘Theatre 1: “Pacific Heights” (John Schles-

inger), with Melanie Griffith, Matthew
Modine, and Michael Keaton

Theatre 2: “Henry & June” (f)
Theatre 3° “Listen Up: The Lives of Quincy
Jones” (Ellen Weisbrod), a documentary.

Theatre 4. “Postcards from the Edge” (Mike
Nichols), with Meryl Streep and Shirley
MacLaine

Theatre S: “Miller’s Crossing” ()
Theatre 6: “Texasville” (Peter Bogdanovich),

with Jeff Bridges.
Theatre 7: “Pacific Heights.”
Theatre8: “Miller’s Crossing” (+).
Theatre9: Through Oct. 11: “Postcards from

e” From Oct. 12: “MemphisBelle”
Caton-Jones) with Matthew

ind Eric Stoltz,
23ro St. West TRIPLEX, 333 W. 23rd. (989-0060)
Theatre 1: “Marked for Death” (Dwight H

Little), with Steven Seagal
Theatre 2: “Marked for Death.”
Theatre 3: Through Oct. 11, “Marked fo
Death.” From Oct. 12: “Mr. Destin}

Orr), with James Belushi and
Caine

Guno, 33 W. 50th. (757-2406)
“Fantasia” (F).

Wortowioe Cinemas, SOth St. between 8th and
9th Aves. (246-1583)
Theatre 1: “Henry& June”()
Theatre 2° Theatreclosed
Theatre 3: “Marked for Death” (Dwight H.

Little), with Steven Seagal.
Theatre 4: ‘‘Texasville’” (Peter
Bogdanovich), with Jeff Bridges

Theatre 5: “Fools of Fortune” (Pat
O'Connor), with Mary Ehzabeth
Mastrantonio, Iain Glen, and Julie
Christie

Theatre 6: “I Comein Peace” (Craig
R. Baxley), with Dolph Lundgren.

Zieorevo, 141 W 54th (765-7600)
“Postcards from the Edge” (Mike
Nichols), with Meryl Streep and
Shirley MacLaine.

Loews Fesrivat, 6 W. 57th, (307-7856)
“King of New York” (Abel Ferrara),
with Christopher Walken

571H St. PLavHouse, 110 W. 57th. (S81-
7360)
“Akira Kurosawa’s Dreams”(+)

Carnecie Haut Cinema, 7th Ave
between 56th and 57th: (265-2520)
“Miller's Crossing”(}).

Carnecie Screeninc Room, 7th Ave.
between 6th and $7th. (757-2131)
“Miller's Crossing”(4).

Loews Fine Arts, 4 W. (980-
5656)
“Metropolitan” (Whit Stillman)

Cinema 3,2 W. 59th (752-5959)
“Funny About Love” (Leonard Nimoy),with
Gene Wilder.

Loews Paramount,B’way at 61st. (247-5070)
“Ghost” (

62up & Broaoway, 62 W. 62nd. (265-7466)
“Pacific Heights” (John Schlesinger), with
Melame Griffith, Matthew Modine, and
Michael Keaton

Lincoun Ptaza |, 2, AND 3, B'wayat 63rd. (757-
2280)
Theatre 1° “The Icicle Thief” (Maurizio

Nichetti, in Italian), with Nichett,
Theatre 2. “Cinema’ Paradiso” (Giuseppe
Tornatore, in Italian).

Theatre 3 “Life and Nothing But”(Bertrand
Tavermer, in French), with Philippe
Noiret, Sabine Azema, and Pascale Vignal

Recency, B'way at 67th (724-3700)
“Postcards trom the Edge” (Mike Nichols),
with MerylStreep andShirley MacLaine

Loews 84rH Street Sixpiex, B'wayat 84th, (877-
3600)
Theatre 1: Through Oct. 11. ‘Narrow Mar-

gin” (Peter Hyams), with Gene Hackman
and Anne Archer FromOct. 12: “The Hot
Spot” (Dennis Hopper), with Don Johnson,
Virginia Madsen, andJennifer Corinell

Theatre 2 Through Oci. 11° "King of New
York” (Abel Ferrara), with Christopher
Walken From Oct. 12: “Welcome Home,
Roxy Carmichael” (Jim Abrahams), with
Winona RyderandJeff Damels

Theatre 3 “Fantasia” (})
Theatre 4. Through Oct 11. “Desperate
Hours” (Michael Cimino), with Mic!
Rourke, Anthony Hopkins, Mimi Rogers,
Lindsay Crouse, and Kelly Lynch. From
Oct 12: “MemphisBelle” (Michael Caton-

with Matthew Modine and Eric

  

  

  

58th

  

   Stoltz
Theatre 5: ‘“GoodFellas”(+).

  

Theatre 6, “Listen Up: The Lives of Quincy
Jones” (Ellen Weisbrod), a documentary.

Metro Cinema | ano 2, B’way at 99th. (222-
1200)
Theatre 1: Through Oct. 11: “I Come in
Peace” (Craig R_ Baxley). From Oct. 12°
“Mr. Destiny” (James Orr), with James
Belushi and Michael Caine.

Theatre 2: “Texasville” (Peter Bogdanovich),
with Jeif Bridges, Cybill Shepherd, and
Annie Potts

Ouyweia | ano Il, Boway at 107th. (865-8128)
‘Theatre 1: “Marked for Death” (Dwight H

Little), with Steven Seagal
Theatre 2 “Marked for Death ”

TIMES SQUARE AREA
Carrerion Center, B'way at 44th. (354-0900)
Theatre 1: “GoodFellas”(7).
‘Theatre 2: “Mo’ Better Blues”(directed by

Spike Lee), with Denzel Washington.
Theatre 3. “Narrow Margin”(directed by
Peter Hyams) with Gene Hackman and
AnneArcher.

Theatre 4 Through Oct. 11. “Def by Temp-
tation” (James Bond II), From Oct. 12
“To Sleep with Anger” (Charles Burnett),
with DannyGlover.

Theatre 5. “Presumed Innocent”(}).
Theatre 6. “Pacific Heights” (John Schle-

inger), with Melanie Gniffith, Matthew
Modine, and Michael Keaton

Emsassy|, B’wayat 46th (302-0494)
Through Oci. 11. “State of Grace”

  

   

 

(Phil

 

Joanou), with Sean Penn, Ed Harris, Gary
Oldman, and Robin Wnght

From Oct. 12: ‘Mr Destiny” (James Orr),
with James Belushi and Michael Caine

Emeassy 2, 3, ano 4, 7th Ave at 47th. (730-7262)
Theatre ‘1; “Desperate Hours” (Michael
Cimino), with Mickey Rourke, Anthony
Hopkins, Mimi Rogers, Lindsay Crouse,
andKelly Lynch

Theatre 2: Through Oct.

 

11. “Death War-
rant” (Deran Sarafian), with Jean-Claude
Van Damme. From Oct 12° “The Hot
Spot” (Dennis Hopper), with Don Johnson,

Theatre 3: Through Oct. 11° “Funny About
Love” (Leonard Nimoy), with Gene Wil-
der. From Oct. 12: "Welcome Home, Roxy
Carmichael”(Jim Abrahams), with Winc-
na Ryder andJeff Damels

Loews Astor Piaza, 44th St. at B'way. (869-
8340)
“King of New York” (Abel Ferrara), with
Christopher Walken

Nationat Twin, B’way at 44th. (869-0950)
Theatre 1 “Marked for Death” (Dwight H.

Little), with Steven Seagal, Joanna Pacula,
and Keith David

‘Theatre 2. “Marked for Death ”
WestSine Cinema | and 2, 7th Ave at 48th. (398-
1720)
Theatre 1- “White Hunter, Black Heart”

(Clint Eastwood), with Eastwood, Jeit Fa-
hey, George Dzundza, and Alun Arm-
strong

‘Theatre 2: Through Oct. 11: “The Witches”
(t). From Oct. 12 ‘Memphis Belle”
(Michael Caton-Jones) with Matthew
Modine and EnicStoltz

REVIVAL HOUSES
Biocrarn Cinema, 225 W. 57th. (582-4582)

Oct 8 “Lih* (1953, directed by Charles
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Walters), with Leshe Caron, Mel Ferrer,
andJean-Pierre Aumont, and “HansChris:
tian Andersen”’ (1952, Charles Vidor), with

, Zizi Jeanmaure, and Roland

 

  

Walter Lang), with Susan Hayward, Rory
Calhoun, David Wayne, and Thelma Rit.
ter; and “Tonight and Every Nigh
(1945, Victor Saville), with Rita Hay-
worth, Lee Bowman, Janet Blair, Marc
Platt,andFlorence Bates.

Oct. 11-13 “Gentlemen Prefer Blondes”
(1953; Howard Hawks), with Jane Russell
and Maenyn Monroe;and "The Band Wag-
on” Cf),

From Oct. 14 “Meet Mein St_ Louis” (1944,
Vincente Minnelh), with Judy Garland,
Margaret O'Brien, Tom Drake, Leon Ames,
Mary Astor, and Lucille Bremer, and “The
Wizard of 'O2" (1939, Victor’ Fleming),
with Garland, Bert Lahr, Frank Morgan,
RayBolger,ahd Jack Haley

Fim Forum 2,209 W. Houston St (727-8110)
Oct. 8: “Mad Wednesday” (1950, Preston

Sturges), with Harold Lloyd; and “The
Great Moment” (1944, Sturges), with Joel
McCrea, BettyField, and Harry Carey’

Oct 9: “Bort of Seven Seas” (1939, James
Whale), with Wallace Beery, Maureen
O'Sullivan, John Beal, and Frank Morgan,
and “Letters from My Windmill” (1955,
Marcel Pagnol; in French)

Oct 10: “Port of Seven Seas”, and “The
Notebooks of Major Thompson” (“The
French They Are a Funny Race”,
1947, Preston Sturges), with Martine
Carol, Jack Buchanan,and Noél-Noel
Oct 11: “Rock-a-Bye Baby” (1958,
Frank Tashlin), with Jerry Lewis,
Marilyn Maxwell, and Reginald Gar-
diner; and “The Birds and the Bees”
(1956, Norman Taurog), with George
Gobel, Mitzi Gaynor, David Niven,
and Gardiner,
Oct 12-14: “Unfaithfully Yours”
(1948, ‘Preston Sturges), with Rex
Harrison, Linda Darnell, Edgar Ken-
nedy, and Rudy Vallée; and “The
Beautiful Blonde from Bashiul Bend”
(1949, Sturges), with Betty Grable,
Vallée, Cesar Romero, and Porter
Hall.
Oct. 15, “Imitation of Life” (1934,

§ John Stahl), with Claudette Colbert,
Louise Beavers, Rochelle Hudson, and
Fredi Washington, and “Next Time
WeLove” (f)
Oct. 16 “I'll Be Yours” (1947, Wil-
ham A. Seiter), with Deanna Durbin,
William Bendix, Adolphe Menjou, and
Franklin Pangborn,and “I Married a
Witch” (f)

From Oct 17, “Easy Living”(1); and “New
York Town” (1941, Charles Vidor), with
Mary Martin, Robert Preston, and Fred
MacMurra

Tueatae 80 ‘St. Mares, 80 St. Marks Pl. (254-
7400)
Oct. 8. “Les Enfants Terribles” (“The
Strange Ones”, 1949, Jean-Pierre Melville;
in French), with Nicole Stéphane and
Edouard Dermithe, and “La Faute de
VAbbé Mouret” (1970, Georges Franju; in
French).

Oct. 9 “Leave Her to Heaven”(1945,John
M Stahl), with Gene Tierney, Cornel
Wilde, Jeanne Crain, and Vincent Price,
and“Rings on Her Fingers”(1942, Rouben
Mamouhan), with Tierney, Henry Fonda,
Laird Cregar, and Spring Byington

Oct, 10 “The Last. Wave” (1977, Peter
Weir), with Richard Chamberlain, Gulpiht,
Nandjiwarra Amagula, and Olivia
Hamnett; and “Gallipoh” (1981, Weir),
with Mel Gibson, Mark Lee, and Bill Kerr

Oct 11. “The Lodger”(1944) John Brahm),
with Merle Oberon, Laird Cregar, George
Sanders, and Cedric Hardwicke, and
“Hangover Square” (1945, Brahm), with
Cregar and Linda Darnell.

Oct. 12-13. “Key Largo” (1948, John
Huston), with Humphrey Bogart, Edward
G. Robinson, and Lauren Bacall, and “The
Treasure of the Sierra Madre” (1948, John
Huston), with Walter Huston, Bogart, "Tim
Holt, Alfonso Bedoya, and Robert Blake

Oct. 14 “Bunny Lake Is Missing” (1965,
Oito Preminger), with Laurence Olivier,
Carol Lynley, Keir Dullea, and Noel Cow-
ard, and “Anatomy of a Murder” (1959,
Preminger), with James Stewart, Lee Rem=
ick, Ben Gazzara, Arthur O'Connell, and
GeorgeC. Scott.
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Oct. 15° “The Little Theatre of Jean Renoir”
(1969, Renoir, in French), ‘with Jeanne
Moreau, Francoise Arnoul, and Fernand
Sardou; and “French Cancan” (1954, Re-
noir, in French), with Jean Gabin, Maria
Felix, and Edith Piaf

Oct. 16: “Touch of Evil” (+) and “Shadow of
a Doubt”(4).

Oct. 17: “Little Women” (+); and “Pride and
Prejudice” (1940, Robert Z Leonard),
with Greer Garson and Laurence Olivier

 

Jean Parker, Frances Dee, Joan Bennett,
and Katharine Hepburn in “Little Women”

FILM LIBRARIES, ETC.

Museum oF Moern Arr, Roy and Niuta Titus
Theatres, 11 W_ S3rd St. (708-9490)—"The
Civil War" (1990, directed by Ken Burns), a
documentary: Oct, 8 at noon “Episode ‘1
The Cause, 1861." Oct, 8 at 2.30: “Ep
sode 2. A’Very Bloody Affair, 1862” and
“Episode 3. Forever Free, 1862”. .Oct 8
at 5:30 “Episode 4 Simply Murder, 1863”
and “Episode 5° The Universe of’ Battle,
1863". Oct. 9 at 2: “Episode 6. Valley of
the Shadow of Death, 1864”and“Episode 7
Most Hallowed Ground, 1864... Oct. 9 at
6: “Episode 8: War Is’ All Hell, 1865” and
“Episode 9: The Better Angels of Our Better,
1865.". Oct. 11 at 2 30 and 6: “Second
Chorus” (1941, HC Potter), with Paulette
Goddard, Artie Shawand His Band, and Fred
Astaire.’ GOct. 12 at 2.30: “Gigi” (1958,
Vincente Minnelli), with Leslie Caron, Mau-
rice Chevaher, and Louts Jourdan. .. “@ Oct.

 

12 at 6 and Oct 13 at noon: “Brigadoon”
(1954, Vincente Minnelli), with Gene Kelly,
Cyd Charisse, and Van Johnson... @ Oct. 13
at 2: “Kismet” (1955, Vincente Minnelli),
with Howard Keel, Ann Blyth, and Dolores
Grey. ..@Oct. 13 at 5: “Lust for Life”
(1956, Vincente Minnelli), with Kirk Doug-
las and Anthony Quinn....@Oct_ 14 at
noon: “Kismet.” . . Oct. 14/at 2: “Lust for
Life.” GOct. 14 at 5: “Gigi”. '@ Oct.
15 at 2:30: “Parade of the Planets” (1984,
Vadim Abdrashitov). ..@Oct 15 at 6
“The Servant” (1989, Vadim Abdrashitov)

Mr. ‘Abdrashitov and the

 

screenwriter, Alexander
Mindadze, will be present.

Oct 15 at 6.30:
“Hearing Voices” (1989,
Sharon Greytak).. @ Oct
16 at 2:30: “The vé

GOct 16 at 6

 

of the Planets”
Museum oF Broapcastine, 1
E 53rd St. (752-7684)—
“MB Playhouse,” dramas
shown ontelevision over the
past thirty years Oct. 9-13
Rod Serling’s “Patterns”
(1955, NBC), with Everett
Sloane, Richard Kiley, Ed
Begley, and Elizabeth
Wilson; and David
Davidson's President”
(1956, NBC), with Claude
Rains, Larry Gates, Fred
Clark, Everett Sloane, Al-
fred Ryder, and Mildred
Dunnock....’ From Oct. 16.
Robert Alan Arthur's “A
Man Is Ten Feet Tall”
(2956, NBC), with Sidney
Poitier; and Henry F.
Greenberg’s “People ‘Need
People”(1961, ABC). Show-

ings Tuesdays at 3 and 6, Wednesdays
throughFridays at 3, and Saturdaysat1.

AntuotocyFie Archives, 32-34 Second Ave, at
Second St -(477-2714)—Films showing’ i
either the Courthouse Theatre or the
Deren Theatre. Oct 8-9 at 7 and Oct. 10 at
9. “Permanent, Vacation” (1980, Jum
farmusch) ...G@Oct 10 at 7: “There Was a
father” (1942, Yasuyiro Ozu; in Japanese)
= GOct 10 at 9° “Triumph of ‘the Will”

(1934-35, Leni Riefenstahl)... @Oct. 11 at
7, Oct. 13 at 9, and Oct_ 14 at 7. “Devils
Angels” (1967,’ Damel Haller), with John
Cassavetes ...'@Oct. 11 at 9, Oct 12 at 7,
Oct 13 at 10:30, and Oct. 14 at 9° “The
Black Angels” (1970, Lawrence Merrick),
with James Whitworth. @Oct. 12 at 9
and Oct. 13 at 7: “The Losers” (1970, Jack
Starrett), with William Smith, Adam Roarke,
Houston ‘Savage, and Bermée Hamilton
G@Oct_ 11 at 9, Oct. 12 at 9 and 10 30, Oct
13 at 5, 9, and 10:30, Oct. 14 at 5 and 9, and

IN BRIEF

 

  

 

Oct 15-17 at 7: “The Prisoner of St. Peters-
burg” (1988,Ian Pringle)

Donnevt Lisrary Center, 20 W. 53rd St. (621-
0619)—Oct. 9 at noon: “The African Queen”
(1951, John Huston), with HumphreyBogart
and Katharine Hepburn... Oct. 9 at 2 30:
“Nosferatu, the Vampyre” (1979, Werner
Herzog; in German), with Klaus Kinski, Isa~
belle Adjam, and Bruno Ganz... @Oct. 11
at noon: “Directed by John Ford” (1973,
Peter Bogdanovich), a documentary .
Oct. 11 at 6. A program of works by Loni
Ding @ Oct. 16 at noon: “Moby Dick”
256,John Huston), with Gregory Peck and

ichard Basehart. . .. @ Oct. 16 at 2°30. “Cat
People” (1942, Jacques Tourneur), with Si-
mone Simon, Kent Smith, and Tom Conway

Frorence Gouin Hatt, 55 E 59th St (355-6160)
—Oct. 17 at 12°30, 3:15, 6, and 845
“Jofror” (1933, Marcel Pagnol; in French),
with Henri Poupon, Vincent Scotto, Annie
Toinon, and Charles Blavette, and “A Day in
the Country”(1936, Jean Renoir, in French),
with Sylvia Bataille and Jane Marken

AMERICAN Museum OF THE Movine Imace, 35th Ave
at_ 36th St, Astoria. (1-718 784-0077)—
“From Harlem to Hollywood. American Race
Movies, 1912-48.” Oct. 13 at 2. “Hallelujah”
(sce page 28). ...@Oct 13 at 4: “Green
Pastures” (1936, William Keighley and Mare
Connelly), with Rex Ingram, Oscar Polk, and
Eddie “Anderson -GOct. 14 at 4:30:
“Blood of Jesus” (1941, Spencer Williams),
with Williams ...@ Oct. 17 at 2 “Hallelu-
jah.””

‘Avan Ctavron Powett, Je, Srare Ortice Buitoine,
163 W 125th St. (873-5040)—Oct. 12 at 1)
“Harlem Remembers” (1990), a two-hour-
and-twenty-minute documentary; and “A
Raisin in the Sun” (1961, Daniel Petrie),
with Sidney Poitier, Claudia McNeil, Ruby
Dee, Diana Sands, and Ivan Dixon .
@ Oct. 12 at 6.30- “The Education of Sonny
Carson”(1974, Michael Campus), with Rony
Clanton, Don ‘Gordon, and Paul Benjamin,
and “Black and Blue” (1987, Lamar Wil-
hams), a documentary... Oct. 13. Start-
ing at noon, ten hours of free blues films,
including “The Last of the Blue Devils”
(1980, Bruce Ricker), with Big Joe Turner,
Jay McShann,and Count Basie. . @Oct. 14
at 1 and 4:10: “Glory” (1989, Edward
Zwick), with Denzel Washington, Morgan
Freeman, and Matthew Broderick; and
“Fields of Endless Day” (1978, Terence
McCarthey-Filgate), with Lili_ Clark,
Winston Sutton, and Ricardo Keens-Douglas

GOct 14 at 6. “Frederick Douglass: An
American Life” (1989, William Greaves), a
documentary, “Justice Thurgood Marshall
Speaks”(1988, Carl Rowan), a documentary,
and “Glory.”

Japan Society, 333 E. 47th St (752-3015)—
Oct, 12 at 6.30 and 8:30: “Knockout” (1989,
Junji Sakamoto,in Japanese), with Fidekazu
Akai and Haruko Sagara.

 

 

 

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 and
Terrence Ralierty)

Axina Kurosawa's Dreas—Notoneof its exght
segmentsfeels like a real dream. The kind of
powerthat Kurosawa aimsfor, and intermit-
tently achieves, in this pictureis less oneiric
than ceremonial Thefilm 1s a succession of
sweeping dramatic gestures and lofty incan-
tations performed in an atmosphere of
hushed solemnity. The second half of
“Dreams” is weak. the fiith episode,
“Crows,” abouta fantasyencounter with van
Gogh, is a thin conceit; and the remaining
three’ segments are all static, self-conscious,
and didactic But there’s greatness in_the
film's first hour. The opening segment, “Sun-
shine Through the Rain,” is the vision of a
small child who wanders into a forest and
witnesses a wedding procession of foxes; the
sequence has a wholly original sense of the
rapturous fear and awe we feel when wefirst
come upon the wonders of the natural world
The second episode, “The Peach Orchard,”is
also lovely (though its mood and pace are too
similar to those of the first). The third seg-
ment, “The Blizzard,” about four men
trapped in a snowstorm, is all snow, howling-
windeffects, and bleak, undifferentiated vis-
tas of despair, until Kurosawapulls a miracle
outof the white void: a womanin long black

hair and diaphanous robes appears to the
party's leader as he battles sleep. It's a
transcendentimage, perhaps the most pierc-
ing ever madeof the desires that keeppeople
from surrendering to death And thefourth
episode, “The Tunnel,” about a man. re-
turning’ from war and encountering his dead
comrades, is a brilliant, hypnotic piece of
filmmaking With Akira Terao, whoplaysthe
dreamer in six of the segments, Mieko
Harada as the SnowFairy, Martin Scorsese
as van Gogh,and Chishu Ryu, Cinematogra-
phy by Takao Sarto and Masaharu Ueda. In
Japanese —T R. (Reviewed in our issue of
9/10/90.) (Angelika Film Center, and 57th
St_ Playhouse.)

Tue Band Wacon (1953)—The Comden-Green
script. isn’t as consistentlyfresh as the one
theydid for Singin’ in the Rain,” but there
havebeen fewscreen musicals as good as this
one, starring those two greatsong-and-dance
men Fred Astaire and Jack Buchanan. Actu-
ally, Buchanan’s dancing and his rosy-ripe
waywith his lines (satirical cant about the
theatuh) havesuchstyle and flourish that he
steals the picture. (His role is a spoof of Orson
Welles.) The plot, about a movie star
(Astaire) trying for a comeback on Broadway
and falling in love with a ballerina (Cyd
Charisse), is a relaxed excuse for a series of

urbane revue numbers, which includes “I
Guess I'll Have to Change MyPlan,” “That's
Entertainment,” “Triplets” (featuring
Astaire, Buchanan, and Nanette Fabray),
and culminates in’ the “Girl Hunt” dance
sequence—a parody of Mickey Spullane’s
bloody boudoir fiction, with Astaire as the
detective and Charisse’as the good-bad wom-
en in his life. When the bespangled Charisse
wraps her phenomenallegs around Astaire,
she can be forgiven everything, even her
three minutes of “classical” ballet and the
fact that she reads herlines as if she learned
them phonetically. With Oscar Levant, in
one of his best movie roles (he and Fabray
play at being Comdenand Green), and James
Mitchell. Directed by Vincente Minnelh,, the
choreography1s by Michael Kidd; the songs
are by Howard Dietz and Arthur Schwartz
Thetitle and three of the songs are from a
1931 Broadway revue that starred Astaire
andhis sister Adele; Cyd Chansse’s singing
was dubbed by ‘India Adams —P K
(Biograph Cinema;Oct. 11-13.)

Easy Living (1937)—Oneof the most pleasur-
able of the romantic slapstick comediesofthe
thirties, and full of surprises. Jean Arthur 1s
the working girl whose hfe “1s completely,
changed when a sable coat, thrown out a
milhonaire’s window,lands on her head. The

 



movie isa wonderful fluke: the script by
Preston Sturges is in his manic, everybody-
with-something-to-say style, the director,
Mitchell Leisen (once De Mille’s art direc
tor), tempered it with smooth takes and
elegant clothes and sets, including a lily-
shaped bathtub. The film has impish, sweet
moments (such as the hali-asleep heroine's
delayed reactionafter a kiss from the hero—
Ray Milland) and atleast one classic slap-
stick sequence (the little glass doors in an
Automat fly open and people lunge for the
free food). With Edward Arnold (a little
louder than necessary—that was alwayshis
vice), and Mary Nash, William Demarest,
Luis Alberni, Franklin Pangborn, and Esther
Dale. From a story by Vera Caspai K
(Film Forum2, and Film Forum 3:starting
Oct. 17.)

Fantasia (1940)—Disney enlisted an odd as-
sortment of collaborators (among them
Stokowski, who did it voluntarily, and Stra-
vinsky, who was brought in involuntarily),
and this grab bag of ambitious animated
shorts—an attempt to combine high art and
mass culture—was publicized as if it were
an artistic landmark. Disney’s animators
provided visual interpretations of Bach’s
Toccata and Fugue in D Minor (in Sto-
kowski’s transcription, which 1s a precursor
of the musical processing in 2001") and of
hyped-up excerpts from the “Nutcracker”
Suite, “The Sorcerer's Apprentice,” “The
Rite of Spring," the “Pastoral Symphony,”
“The Dance of the Hours,” and “A Night on
Bald Mountain” (which somehow leads into
the“Ave Maria”). Volcanoes erupt and dino-
saurs battle during “The Rite of Spring”,
garlanded girl centaurs cavort during
Beethoven's “Pastoral” Initially, the film
was a box-office failure, but it proved suc-
cessful in revivals, especially in the early
seventies, when it’ became a popular head
film, because of such ingredients as the ab-
stract first section, the mushroom dance dur-
ing “The Nutcracker” (one of the hveliest
sequences), and the overly bright—some-
what psychedelic—color. ‘The Sorcerer’s Ap-
prentice,” featuring Mickey Mouse, and
partsol Other sequences are first-rate Disney
ut thetotaleffect is grotesquely kitschy. —

PK. (Gramercy, Sutton, Guild, and Loews
84th Street Sixplex.)

Gxost—It sounds hke a horror movie, but it’s
a romantic fairy tale. The scariest. thing
about it is its shamelessness A young New
York bank executive, Sam(Patrick Swayze),
is killed, on thestreet, at a momentin his hie
when everything seems to be going his way.
After his death, Sam sticks around, as a spirit
(and Swayze stays on screen, as a body). He
attends his funeral, watches his beautiful
girliriend, Molly (Demi Moore), drift griei-
stncken through the spectacular loit they
had just moved into; and then devotes him-
self to protecting her from the people who
Killed him. Through a reluctant psychic
(Whoopi Goldberg), he tries to communicate
with Molly; later, an experienced ghost (Vin-
cent Schiavelli) teaches him how to move
objects and break stuff. In this movie, death
is treated as if it were merely a form of
disability, one of those handicaps we've seen
people struggle bravely with in TV movies—
something for the individual to trumph over,
with will power, hard work, and love This
creamy-toned fantasy, directed by Jerry
Zucker from a screenplay by Bruce Joel
Rubin, certainlypushes the auidience’s émo-
tional ‘buttons “It’s a twentysomething hy-
brid of “It’s a Wonderful Life” and someof
the goofier, more solemn, episodes of ‘The
Twilight Zone,”andthere’s not a traceof wit
or irony mit. Its images of death have a
soothing banality, hke a greeting-card_mes-
sage from the world beyond. Also with Tony
Goldwyn and Rick Aviles.—T.R. (7/30/90)
(Loews 19th Street East 6, Quad Cinema,
and Loews Paramount... @Loews 34th
Street Showplace, and Loews New York
Twin; through Oct 11.)

GoooFeuas—The director, Martin Scorsese,
gives youa lift, Heloves the Brooklyn orga”
nized-crime milieu, because 1t’s wheredistor-
tuon, hyperbole, and exuberanceall commin-
gle. His mobsters are ngh on having a wad
of cash in their pockets. The movie is about
being cock of the walk, with banners flying
and crowds cheering "Based on Nicholas
Pileggi’s nonfiction book “Wiseguy,” it’s a
triumphant piece of filmmaking—journalism
and sociology presented with the brio of
Grama, But the three major hoods, played by
RayLiotta, Robert De

     

 

 

 

 

 

Niro, andJoe Pesci,

don’t havea strong enough presence, andthe
movielacks the juice and richness that come
with major performances, (It’s ike the How-
ard Hawks “Scarface” without. Scarface.)
What you respond to is Scorsese’s bravura’
thefilmmaking process becomes the subject
of the movie. Watching it is lke getting
strung outon pure sensation. Paul Sorvino as
Paulie and Lorraine Bracco as Karen both
comethrough, and Tony Darrow as a restau-
rant owner, Welker White as a drug courier
who needs’ her lucky hat to make a coke
dehvery,and other performers in minorroles
give the’movie a frenzied, funny texture. The
screenplay 1s by Pilegei and Scorsese; the
cinematography is by Michael Ballhaus, the
editing is by Thelma Schoonmaker —P.K
(9/24/90) (Movieland 8th Street Triplex,
Loews 19th Street East 6, Cinema I, 86th
Street East Twin, Loews 84th Street Sixplex,
andCriterion Center )

Henzy & JuNe—Philip Kaufman's wonderful
new film shows us the writers Henry Miller
(Fred Ward) and Anais Nin (Maria de
Medeiros) in thefirst year of their acquain-
tance, the periodof their brief, intense love
affair’ It’s the love story of two people who
are making themselves, and each other, up
as they go along: Miller andNin areat once
real people and the products of their own
imaginations—collaborators im a matched
pair of literary myths, Andtheaction unfolds
in and arounda city that seems both itself
and a figment ofitself the Paris of the
thnrties, Kaufman brings out the bizarre,
almost monstrous comedy oi this odd
literary/sexual love affair, he presents it as a
kind of parody image of relationships be-
tween men and women, The third major
character, Miller's wife, June (Uma Thur-
man), is the most mysterious presence here
Sheseemsto represent a demonic, anmhilat-
ing sexual force, but bythe end she’s almost
a tragic figure; Miller and Nin have given
each other the’ strength to write her out of
their hives, in the most literal sense. The
actors are splendid: Kaufman gets miracu-
lously intelligent performances from Ward
and de Medeiros, and Thurman—uninhibit-
ed yet also weirdly delicate—gives the pic-
ture a jolt every time she appears. (It’s as if
a character from a Strindberg chamber dra-
ma had barged into “Design for Living.”)
The movie creates a world, and Kauimanis
both affectionate toward and clear-eyed
about the people who hve in it he’s con-
cerned more with enjoying his characters,in
all their contradictions, than with explaining
them. The material plays as rich, dark erotic
farce—a comedy aboutthe duplicityof writ
ers. Also with Richard E. Grant (as Nin’s
husband) and Kevin Spacey. The screenplay
by Kaufman andhis wife, Rose, 1s based on
Nin’s diary Superb cinematography by Phi-
hppe_Rousselot —T.R. (10/8/90) (Baronet,
Art Greenwich Twin, Chelsea Cinemas, and
Worldwide Cinemas.)

I Mannie 4 Witch (1942)—Moderately amusing
romantic fantasy, with Veronica Lake at her
prettiest (and getting the full star treatment)
as a witch burned in Puritan days who comes
back in modern times and discovers that
“love is stronger than witchcraft.” René
Clair directed, andthecast includes Fredric
March, Robert Benchley, Cecil Kellawayas
a warlock, and Susan Haywardas a bitch.
From Thorne Smith's “The Passionate
Witch.” —P.K. (Film Forum 2; Oct 16 )

Lite Women (1933)—There are’smalll flaws—
a fewnaive and Cloyingscenes, some obvious
dramatic contrivances—but it’s a lovely,
graceful film, and surprisingly faithful to the
atmosphere, ‘the Victorian sentiments, and
the Victorian strengths of the Louisa’ May
Alcott novel. Katharine Hepburn gives an
inspired performanceas williul Jo, she has a
joyous tomboyabandon when she first enters
Laurie's mansionhke home, and cries out,
“What richness!” She strikes absurdly ro”
mantic poses, and they’re enchanting. Joan
Bennett is very amusing as vain, selfish,
pretentious Amy, Frances Dee is Meg (she’s
charmingly funny whenshe’s being proposed
to by John Lodge,as the tutor), Edna May
Oliver‘is Aunt March, Douglass Montgomery
1s Laurie (at times, full face, he resembles
John Updike, too bad his bright lipstick
makeshis teethlook an uncannywhite), Paul
Lukasis the gentle, older man whocourts Jo
Directed by George Cukor, for the most part
imaginatively and with unusualdelicacy(the
sequence with the play that Jo stages is
particularly fine) The dismalscoreis by Max
Steiner, and Spring Byington as Marmeeis
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IN BRIEF—Cont’d

sugaryandsacrificial (she’s a pain), and Jean
Parker, as frail Beth,is not the world’s great-
est actress—shesimpers a lot, though she’s
very touching when she goes’to thank her
gruli benefactor (HenryStephenson)for the
piano he has sent her, Screenplay by Sarah
Y"Mason and Victor Heerman.—P K.(The-
atre 80 St. Marks; Oct. 17.)

May Foots—Louis Malle’s newfilm takes place
in May, 1968, when,for a few chaotic weeks,
French societyseemedon the vergeof remak
ing itself: students wererioting, workers were
striking, andthe country cameto a stand-
still. The characters in this picture are far
removedfrom the stirring street theatre of
May,'68, but they'reafiected by it nonethe-
less. ‘The setting is a shabby esiate presided
over by Milou(Michel Piccoli), a genial man
in his sixties who lives the life of a lazy
countrysensualist: he keeps bees, browns in
the sun,and gropes the housekeeper. On the
sunny day when thestorybegins, his mother
dies, and he summonsthe rest of the family
for the funeral andthereading of the will
There's a sense that things are about to
change, both on the large scale of French
society’ and on the infinitely smaller one of
Milou’s life. Malle and his’ co-writer, Jean-
Claude Carnére, use the upheaval of May,
"68, very deitly: it intrudes on their comedy
like distant thunder on a sunnyday, but the
threatened downpour of Meaning never de-
velops—we get cooling shower of light
troniesinstead. Piccoli gives oneof thebest
performances of his long career he’s vigorous
and radiantly good-humored. Although its
charmsometimes feels a bit too easy, the film
1s enjoyable throughout. It just bounces along
to the rhythm ofits remarkable score, com-
posed and played by the eighty-two-year-old
jazz violinist Stephane Grappell: the movie,
ike the music, has a delicateswing to 1t. Also
with Miou-Miou and Michel Duchaussoy. In
French —TR. (7/16/90) (Quad Cinema )

Mitter's Crossino—A cold, clever period gang-
ster movie by the Coen brothers (Ethan
produces and Joel directs, from a script
they've written together.) Essentially,it’s an
academe exercise, a pasticheof the intricate-
lyplotted, morally ambiguous crime fiction
of Dashiell Hammett: the screenplay incor-
porates large chunks of “Red Harvest” and
“The Glass Key," with a notion or two from
“The Maltese Falcon”thrownin. The Coens
havecertainly done their homework: their
movie1s a brilliant reading of Hammett. But
that’s all it is. Thepicture seems to have no
hfe of its own,and the Coens’ formal control
and meticulouslycrafted ironies become, af-
ter a while, rather depressing. This 1s not so
mucha gangster movie as anextended, elab-
orate allusion to one. With Gabriel Byrne,
Marcia Gay Harden, John Turturro, Jon
Pohto, JE. Freeman, and Albert Finney
(whois,bya long shot, the most entertaining
performer in the movie). The cinematogra-
phy, by BarrySonnenfeld, is handsome, but
in a studied and not veryexpressive way —
T.R. (Movieland8th Street Triplex, Coronet,
Cheisea Cinemas, Carnegie Hall Cinema, and
Carnegie Screening Room )

Next Time We Love (‘Next Time We Li
1936)—Margaret Sullavan and James Stew=
artare magnetic together in this story of two
careersthat don’t mesh, She’s an actress and
he’s a war correspondent, anddespite their
love for each other their marriage doesn’t
work. The movie is unusuallydelicate and
touching. This first pairing of Sullavan and
Stewart 1s memorably romantic. In some
scenes she seems miraculous, and though his
line readings aren't upto hers, he’s remark-
ably good—he’s even sensual here. Thefilm
has grace notes, such as Sullavan’s being
superbly outfitted most of the time. It also
hasits embarrassments, such as a scene with
the pair's too-adorable’son learning French;
a ludicrously clipped conversation towardthe
end, whenhe’s ill, and the very last scene, on
a train. With Ray Milland, Grant Mitchell,
and Robert McWade. Directed by Edward
H. Griffith, from a script, by Melville Baker
and (uncredited) Preston Sturges, based_on
stories by Ursula Parrott—P K.’(Film Fo-
rum2; Oct 15.)

Presumed INNocentT—A ponderous adaptation of
Scott Turow’s cunningly plotted mystery
novel, The director, Alan J Pakula, has shot
and paced the movie as il it weren't a mys-
tery but a serious character study, an art
film. It’s lit (by Gordon Willis) like “Cries
and Whispers,” only without the bright-red

  

 

   

    

accents: the movie's palette seems to consist
of brown and gray—earnest, business-suit
colors The lunacy of treating ‘this story as a
deepexploration of character is that the only
thing wereally want to know about the
character in question—RustySabich (Harri-
son Ford) a Midwestern prosecutor accused
of murdering one of his colleagues (Greta
Scaccht)—is: Did he do it or not? Ford, in
what is probably an unplayablerole, has to
maintain a tense, repressed, impenetrable
expression throughout. Bonnie Bedelia, as
Rusty's nervous, self-deprecating wife, gives
lovely shadingsto a tough part. Asthe judge
presiding over Rusty’s trial, Paul Winfield
supplies some sorely needed comedy. And
RaulJulia, as the hero’s lawyer,is an elegant,
commanding presence in the courtroom
scenes, Screenplay by Pakula and Frank
Pierson.—T.R_ (8/13/90) (Criterion Center.

@ Cinema3rd Avenue,and Quad Cinema,
through Oct. 11.)

   

Veronica Lake in “I Married a Witch”

Shapow of 4 Doust (1942)—Thesetting is qui-
et, clean, sleepy Santa Rosa, California; it 1s
invaded by a psychopathic killer (Joseph
Cotten), whocomes to visit his unsuspecting
andadoring relatives Until Alfred Hitchcock
made “Strangers on a Train,” he considered
this fine thriller (from a script principallyby
Thornton Wilder) to be his best American
film. It's very well worked out in terms of
characterand it has a sustained grip, but it
certainly isn’t as much funas several of his
other films. With Patricia Collinge, Teresa
Wright, Hume Cronyn, and Henry ‘Travers
Cinematography by Joe Valentine, music by
Dmitri Tiomkin—P.K (Theatre 80 St
Marks; Oct 16 )

Tue Tau ‘Guy—Jeif Goldblum as an American
actor in London who has spent six years
playing stooge to a detestably smug English
comic (Rowan Atkinson) and has lost. his
confidence and most of his sex drive. Then
this ganghng wreck 1s cast as the lead in an
Andrew Lloyd Webber-style version of “The
Elephant Man’—“Elephant!” the musical
Directed by Mel Smith, from a script by
Richard Curtis, this satire of thelife of the
theatre has a’ loose, inventive dottiness.
Goldblum’s wild-eyed sloppy good nature
sets off Atkinson’s lethal genius at playing an
articulate swine, and the whole cast appears
to be acting in clover. That includes Emma
Thompson, who seemsstripped downto pure
flakiness, and Geraldine James as a nympho
landlady, Hugh Thomasas a diphead doctor,
Anna Massey as a gleaming smart agent,
Kim Thomson as a curly-hairedsinger, and
the insidious Peter Kelly as the smarmy
mountebank who stages, “Elephant!” Mel
Smith turns upin several bits, he’s the pufiy-
faced fellow who looks like 'a pixie Alfred
Hitchcock.—P K. (9/24/90) (Angelika Film
Center. @Sutton, through Oct 11.)

Touch of Evi (1958)—As the madam of a
Mexican bordello, Marlene Dietrich (done up
in her Gypsy makeup from "Golden Ear-
rings,”of 1947), greets the grotesquely over-
sized, padded, false-nosed Orson Welles with
a glorious understatement—“You’re a mes:
honey. You've been eating too much candy.

   



Whenthefinalbullet punctures him and he
is floating in the water like a dead whale, she
eulogizes—"What can you say about any-
body? He was some kind of a man... .” That
maybe oneof the worst lines ever written or
a parody of bad writing—the funeral scene
in “Death of a Salesman.” Welles’ first Amer-
ican production in a decade,this marvellous-
ly garishthriller has something, but not very
much,to do with drugs andpolice corruption
in a border town. Whatit really has do to
with 1s love of the film medium,andif Welles
can’tresist the candy of shadows and angles
and baroque décor, he turns it into stronger
fare than most directors’ solemn meat and
potatoes. It’s a terrific entertainment. The
cast, assembled as perversely as in a night-
mare, includes Charlton Heston, Joseph
Calleia, Akim Tamiroff, Joseph Cotten, Zsa
Zsa Gabor, Mercedes McCambridge, Janet
Leigh, Dennis Weaver, Valentin De Vargas,
joanna Moore, Harry Shannon, and Ray Col
ins. Cinematography by Russell Metty,
filmed at Universal Studios and partly on
location in Venice, California. The script,
credited to Welles, is supposed to be a free
adaptation_of Whit Masterson’s novel
“Badge of Evil.” When the picture opened,
mm 1958, it was 93 minutes long and some
scenes were said to have been added that
were directed by Harry Keller; in 1976, a
version was released that runs 108 minutes
and is said to represent Welles’ original inten-
tions.—P-K. (Theatre 80 St. Marks, Oct. 16.)

Witat Hearr—Rightfrom the start, just about
everythingis wrong with David Lynch’s new
movie, and the wrongness has anescalating,
vertiginous quality. Every false move seems
to lead to another, moredisastrous thanthe

 

one before. It’s a buzzing, hyperkinetic pic Pen with cap,ture, but its wildness is all on the surface: 7 ~ 3 $the images are elaborately conceived, arrest- Available atall Tiffany Stores
ing, and meaningless, like tattoos. The novel inquire: 800-526-0649,byBarry Gifford on which Lynch based his ‘Tot = 800-526
creenplay is a languorous, arty trifle about
pair of lovers namedSailor (Nicolas Cage)

and Lula (Laura Dern), who drive from
North Carolina to Texas and stop at ratty
hotels and motels along the way; they're :
hard-lovin’losers who smokea lot_and don’t
et to the place they set out for (Califormia.
Pheir happiness is threatenedby a variety of

Kinkyvillains, mostly of Lynch’s invention:
Gifford’s poky’ Deep South odyssey is now an
orgy of evil, full of graphic violence and
grotesque craziness. The shocks don’t have
muchresonance, though; the weirdness here
is inexpressive andtrivial, even silly. And the
lurid villainy always seems diversionary, a
baroque disguise for a bland, lifeless, and
overfamiliar story ‘The movie is one startling
lapse of taste after another; it’s a sorry
spectacle Also with Diane Ladd, Willem
Dafoe, Harry Dean Stanton, Isabella
Rossellini, and Grace Zabriskie.—T.R
(8/27/90) (Angelika Film Center )

Tue WitcHes—The ads say “From the 1magina-
tion of Jim Henson and director Nicolas
Roeg” It would be more accurate to say
“From the imagination of the writer Roald
Dahl.” This quirky fairy-tale movie is about
the diabolical, gleeful cvil that’s hidden be-
hind normality (It’s about women who se-
cretly hate children ) What Henson and Roeg
supplyis their craftsmanshipand their affec~
tion for the novel’s adult, calmly macabre
tone. As the Grand High Witchof the World,
the black-clad Anjelica Huston lifts her arm
up high in a towering salute and, addressing
the witches of England at their annual meet-
ing, held at a seacoast hotel, she outlines her
plan:all the children in the land are to be
turned into mice The nine-year-old Luke
(Jasen Fisher), who overhears her speech,is
hunted down and transformed, but, blessed
with a practical-minded Norwegian granny
(MarZetterling) who's an expert on witches,
hesets out to foil the plan. The movie doesn’t
have Dahl’s narrative confidence, andit goes
in for a little sweetening, but it has major
compensations Pale, bespectacled Luke is
rather mousy to start with, and when he
becomes a light-brown critter who can be
cradledin his granny’s hand it seems almost
a fulfillment. His greedypal Bruno (Charles
Potter) seems fulfilled, too—as a blobby gray
rodent The two mice are triumphs for
Henson's workshop. Zetterling is the hypnot- A CERTAIN WORLD WALKSIN ROSSETTI
ic storytelling grannyof our dreams, Huston
is a gutsy, camp witch, with an accent that 601 Madison Ave. (57th St.) New York, 10022 (212)-888-5107
slips like her features, her terrified underlings .
—bald, drag-queen’ witches—are like a 5454 Wisconsin Ave. Chevy Chase, MD 20815(301): 907-7806
child's drawings of the Devil.—P.K. (West
Side Cinema; through Oct. 11)
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Comment

NE side effect of Saddam
Hussein’s invasion of Kuwait
has been a rediscovery of the

principle that political leaders ought to
be accountable underinternationallaw.
In a recent editorial, the Times made
the case that Hussein and his associates
were “becoming warcriminals in the
classic Nuremberg sense”—meaning
that they had violated the principles
invoked at the Nurembergtrials which
prohibit “crimes against humanity,”
such as “murder, extermination, en-

slavement, deportation, imprisonment,
torture, rape, or other inhumaneacts

committed against any civilian popula-
tion,” and also “persecutions on po-

litical, racial or religious grounds.”

These are principles that practically
everyone in the world agrees with, but

it’s something else again to make them
the foundation of an international or-
der based on respect for the rule of law.
That can happenonlyif the principles
are applied universally—if those who
use international law to accuse others
are also willing to have it applied to
their own conduct.

Since 1979, the Armyof El Salvador
has committed almost num-
berless “crimes against hu-
manity,” and it has done so

with the guidance and support
of the United States govern-
ment. Over the past eleven
years, the Salvadoran military

has undergone what a study
by four United States Army
colonels calls an “American-
sponsored metamorphosis,”in
which the United States re-
armed and restructured the
military, and trained most of

its officer corps. We have ex-

panded the military fourfold, provided
funds that doubleits yearly budget, and
stocked its general staff, its brigade
headquarters,andits intelligence corps
with Pentagon “trainers” and C.I.A.
advisers. Yet few Americans have
wantedto face the possibility that, rath-
er than being guilty of mere incom-
petence or naiveté (of failing, as
one recent commentator on the Times
Op-Ed page putit, to “civilize” the
Salvadoran generals), our government
might actually bear moral and legal
responsibility for the crimesof the Sal-
vadoran Army.
The question of the Salvadoran

Army’s guilt or innocence has never
been in serious dispute. During the
Housedebate on El Salvadorlast May,
one Democratic representative noted
that “soldiers led by United States-
trained officers [and] armed with Unit-
ed States-supplied equipment have bru-
tally terrorized and tortured and often
murdered Salvadorans by the tens of
thousands.” The Republicans,for their
part, presented bill thatcalled for an
end to “the involvement in or support
for acts of unlawful violence, secret

detention, abduction, torture, and mur-

der by members of [the Salvadoran]

 

military, security, or police forces.”
Despite such acknowledgments, though,

Congress has never debated wheth-
er we should continue arming the
Salvadoran military—the only issue
has been how much money it should
receive. Last year, after six Jesuit
priests, their cook, and her daughter

were assassinated in San Salvador,
members of Congress took what was
acclaimed as a stand for humanrights
bythreatening to withhold some mili-
tary aid from El Salvador unless the
killers were punished. What this
meant,in effect, was that in exchange

for the conviction of the handful of
soldiers involved in one murderous act
Congress was prepared to continue to
support the rest of the Salvadoran Ar-
my, even thoughtens of thousands of
murders wereyetto be investigated and
more were being committed virtually
every day.
The Democratic aid bill now before

the Senate—whichis also said to be a
human-rights measure—proposes that
the Salvadoran Army be given forty-
two and a half million dollars, and
double that if the Farabundo Marti
National Liberation Front guerrillas
break off negotiations, receive any sig-

nificant foreign-arms ship-
ments, or mount a military

| offensive that endangers the
Salvadoran regime. These
provisions essentially require
that, in the words of Repre-

sentative GerryStudds,one of

the bill’s Democratic support-
ers, “the F.M.L.N.... stop

being the F.M.L.N.”?—
something thatis hardlylike-
ly to happen.

Although Congressis will-
ing to speak critically of the
Salvadoran Army,itis clearly



36

unwilling to jeopardize the Army’s
hold on power, and that is what a
serious investigation ofits involvement
in murders would almost certainly
do. And, just as honest application of
the Nuremberg standards would mean
bringing Salvadoran officers to trial
(a bipartisan congressional study re-
leased in May showedthattroops under
the direct command of thirteen of
the Army’s fifteen top officers have
been implicated in the deaths of
noncombatants), it would raise
the prospect of American policy-
makers’ and operatives’ hav-
ing to face judgment as well.

Human-rights monitors believe that
more than forty thousand people have
been murdered in Salvadoran Army
and death-squad operations, but Wash-
ington has continuedto insist that each
of these deaths has somehow fallen
outside the responsibility of both the
Americans on the scene who oversee
those operations and the members of
Congress and the executive branch,
from whom they take their lead. The
fact is, however, that the military units
that have carried out death-squad as-
sassinations were organized by the
United States as part of a policy that
dates back to the sixties and whose
purpose was, in the wordsof an Agency
for International Development memo,
“detecting criminal and/or subversive
individuals and organizations and neu-
tralizing their activities.” The man
who wasplaced in charge of the effort
in El Salvador, General José Alberto
Medrano, worked for the C.I.A., and
explained quite openly in a 1984 in-
terview that the units targeted people
who spoke out “against Yankee im-
perialism ... against the oligar-
chy... against military men.” Hesaid
of such people, “Theyare traitors to
the country. What can the troops
do? When they find them, they kill
them.”

Lastfall, two weeks after the Jesuits
were killed, members of the Atlactl
Battalion, which had taken part in the
killings, left a wooden sign with a
slogan near the body of a guerrilla in
San Salvador: “In war we take no
prisoners; there is no law that holds us
back.” The truth, of course, is that

there are laws—the law prohibiting
“crimes against humanity” means the
samething in Latin Americaas it does
in the Persian Gulf—butthat our gov-

ernmentand the Armyof EI Salvador
haveso far chosen to ignore them.

Fuel Efficiency

fee Garywill grant that Lady Bird
Johnsonis probablya very nicelady,

but he says that she can’t have known
what she was doing with that High-
way Beautification campaign of hers.
“She suggested that people get rid of

old cars sitting around—thought
they were getting to be a blight.
Thecar crushers camein and just
boxed them up,” he says. “She

wiped out so muchofthehistory of the
forties and fifties.” It’s not that Jim
Gary wants to preserve old cars. He
wants to strip them for parts: legs,
arms, ribs, jawbones, and teeth. To
make whathecalls a “twentieth-cen-
tury dinosaur”takes a lot of old wrecks.

Eight, to be exact. To make a large
four-legged dinosaur—like those
which were on display this summer at
the National Museum of Natural His-
tory, in Washington, D.C., and can

nowbeseen at the Rochester Museum
& Science Center—Jim Gary needs
two cars per leg. To make, say, an
apatosaurus (what usedto be called a
brontosaurus), Gary, with his welder’s
torch, forges front-end suspensions in-
to the shoulders and hips of the crea-
ture; then, for the legs, he attaches the

upper and lowercontrol arms that on a
car connect chassis to wheels. Leaf
springs become ribs, and U-shaped
crank-journal capsjut outas vertebrae.
The feet are brake shoes, and the toes
rocker arms. The apatosaurus’s head is
two oil pans forged together, bristling
with jagged metal teeth. The whole
animalis the length of four cars.
Frank Talbot, the director of the

National Museum of Natural History,

says of Gary’s work, “Whenyoufirst
see his big sculptures from a distance,
you think they arerealfossils.” From a
distance or in the dark, they look even
more like the real thing than the real
thing does. Thereis one thing thatsets
Gary’s dinosaurs apart from fossils,
however. They are anything but bone
white.

Evenbefore he heard aboutthe sci-
entific theory suggesting that birds
evolved from dinosaurs, Gary believed.
that the great archosaurs wereas bril-
liantly colored as orioles and cardinals,
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Chryslers and Fords. He paints his
dinosaurs with automotive paint that
he mixes himself. His ankylosaur—a
low, turtlelike dinosaur whose back,
the roof of a Volkswagen bug,is one of

the few parts that remain recognizable
to a car novice—is orange, his megalo-
saur deep purple, and his plesiosaur a
beautiful ocean blue. The pteranodon,
a flying reptile that had a wingspan the
size of a small plane’s, is magenta
through the body, with bulging blue
eyes, yellow beak, and gold wingtips.
Thetyrannosaurusrex,of course,is red.

Gary, who lives in Farmingdale,
NewJersey,first noticed the similarity
between car parts and dinosaur bones
when he was in high school, in nearby
Freehold. “I wanted a car, so I just
wentoutandbuilt one,” he says. After
visiting a junk yard, he put two big
Cadillac fins on a Crosley frame, added.
a custom-built four-barrel carburetor,

and ended up with car that looked, he
says, “like a shark.”

In 1979, Gary had hisfirst dinosaur
show at a museum, the Academy of
Natural Sciences, in Philadelphia, and.

hehas beentravelling aroundthe world
with his dinosaurs ever since: to To-
kyo; Sydney, Australia (where they had
to cut one of his stegosaurs in half to
get it through the museum door); and
all over the United States. He has
become a kind of one-man dinosaur
wrangler, designing and building (out
of a 67 Pontiac) a crane for hoisting
and movingthe dinosaurs;special tools

for working with hot metal; and a big
oven, converted from a two-hundred-

and-fifty-gallon oil tank, for burning
theoil outof car parts.

In fact, Gary has becomeso associat-
ed with dinosaurs—most of his muse-
um shows have featured dinosaurs al-
mostexclusively—that he now seemsto
feel a little ambivalent about them.
“People are so quick to judge a dino-
saur as a dinosaur andnotlook at the
sculpture ofit,” he says. “The way I
put it together is what’s important. I
mean, people don’t look at a painting
for the paint.” He says that his dino-
saurs are interpretations of dinosaurs,
and although he has admiredthe pains-
takinglyreticulated real dinosaur bones
in museums,he denies an influence. “I
never went out and started counting
vertebrae. I don’t work from pictures
or models,” he says, and he adds that
his worstcritics are kids. “They’re apt
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to come upto you andsay, ‘Thetail’s
notlike that!” or ‘The head’stoo big!” ”
Gary likes to say that all cars are

dinosaurs, but he knows that he’s fac-

ing a shortage of raw material suitable
for dinosaur conversion. Old Chrys-
Jers, with their heavy forged-steel un-

derstructure, make the best dinosaurs,

he has found, and the bigger and
older the better. Modern machines,
with their stamped-out, machine-die

unibodies, hydraulic controls, and
MacPherson struts, have no real

strength and areartistically barren. “I
can’t do a thing with them,” he says.
“But I don’t want to get Lee Iacocca
mad at me.”

If you ask him why he makes dino-
saurs atall, his explanation is “People
like them.”He picks up “The New
Book of Knowledge Annual,” a
children’s encyclopedia, from his
kitchen table. “Look,” he says.
“Here’s Degas and Whistler. And
then you get to me.”

The Last Monzxii

Meza!as very word evokes
flashing swords and strangled

samuraibattle cries. In fact, it is a
Neapolitan corruption of the French
monsieur, and is an honorific title
that was bestowed on a small group
of early-nineteenth-century French
master chefs whom it became fash-
ionable for Southern Italian and
Sicilian noble families to retain dur-
ing the brief reign of Joachim Mu-
rat as King of Naples. After the
collapse of his brother-in-law Na-
poleon’s empire, in 1815, Murat was

shot, and the luxury that had char-

acterized the Neapolitan court was
replaced by repressive Bourbon rec-
titude. But the much prized monzi
continued to ply their baronialtrade,
incorporating béchamel and other
Gallic exoticismsinto a cuisine that
was already richly heterodox from
centuries of Greek, Arabic, and

Spanish influence. In time,it became
unfashionable, and even dangerous,
to hire French chefs, and Italians

took their places. Like their French
predecessors, the Italian monzix

guarded family recipes closely, com-
peted fiercely with each other, and
rarely fraternized with chefs of the
bourgeois world.

Murat’s chef, who was known as

Monsieur Robert,is considered to have

been thefirst zone. Mario Lo Menzo,

a Sicilian-born chef who lives and
works at Regaleali, the estate of Count
Giuseppe Tasca d’Almerita, near Pa-
lermo,is believed to be thelast. Signor
Lo Menzo,a robust, easygoing manin
his mid-fifties, arrived in the United
States not long agoto displayhis talents
and help his employer promote
Regaleali’s winesandits recently estab-
lished cooking school. His tour includ-
ed an evening at Caffe Bondi, a cheer-
ful nine-month-old Chelsea restaurant
that specializes in Sicilian cooking,
where he had agreedto prepare a gala
meal. The night before the event, the

monzti—or Mario,as heprefers to be

called—was at the restaurant marinat-
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ing mutton. He moved briskly, work-
ing with great concentration, and

whenhe wasn’t usinghis hands he held
them up and cupped open, as if he
wanted to be ready should someone
thrust a leg of mutton or anything at
him. During a short break, he talked a

little about his nine-year apprenticeship
with Regaleali’s previous soz, the
formidable Giovanni Messina, known
as Giovannino. Giovannino was a chef
in the grand old tradition of secretive
and foul-tempered Great Ones.“Many
people cameto learn from Giovannino,
but they soon left,” said the present
monzii. “Why? Because when he be-
cameirritated he threw everything at
people’s heads. I lasted because I’m
stubborn, I’m patient, and I have a

really great passion for cooking. I
arrived at Regaleali on the fourth of
February, 1954. I was eighteen and
thefirst in my family to wantto cook
professionally. My father was a con-
struction worker. It didn’t happen
overnight.I started as a kitchen boy
and dishwasher,andlittle by little I
was allowed to do more. In a few
years, 1 wascutting onions. Then,
slowly, I began to learn Giovan-
nino’s recipes. He never wrote them
down, and he never said anything
about it, but there I was, learning
his secrets.”
The monzi went on, “Giovan-

nino wasin his eighties by this time.
Then one day he had a big fight
with the countess, the Marchesa’s

mother.” Hepointed to an elegant,
bemused-looking womanin a navy-
bluesuit who was sitting nearby—
the Marchesa Anna Tasca Lanza di
Mazzarino,theeldest of the Count’s
three daughters. “After the fight,

he just stalked off, despite the fact
that thirty guests, including the
Marchesa’s father-in-law, Count
Lanza di Mazzarino—a great ad-
mirer of Giovannino’s—were due
to arrive that night. The Count
asked me if I could handle the din-
ner. I said yes. Of course, I was a

little nervous, but everything went
well—so well, in fact, that at the

end Count Mazzarino turned to
CountTasca andsaid, ‘Well, Giovan-
nino is still Giovannino.”? When
Giovannino returned the next day
and heard this story, he was not

displeased. And—”
‘The Marchesa, who had moved
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her chair next to Mario, cut in. “He
was gruff about it, but he was also

grateful,” she said. “You could tell
that he was proud of his apprentice—
he actually hugged him. From then on,
even though Giovanninokept cooking
until he died, in 1965—he waseighty-
eight years old—it was clear to every-
one that Mario was his heir.”
The next evening, Bondi’s owners,

bathed in smiles, welcomed more than
a hundred customers and guests to
what a printed invitation called a
“monzi dinner.” The menuconsisted
of panelle, which are savorylittle fried
chickpea-flour triangles; rigatonialla
moda del monzi (that is, with bits of
chicken breast, ham, and truffles, in a
béchamel sauce); spaghetti with an an-
chovy-based sauce; baked snapper;
mutton that had been marinated in the
estate’s Rosso del Conte wine; baby

octopus sautéed in white wine, with

couscous; watermelon gelo and orange-

lemongelatina; and a rich cassata.
As each new dish was broughtin, the

otherwise ebullient crowd fell silent,

and the sacerdotal tone set by these
interludes was enhanced by the pres-
ence of Father Ronald Marino,a priest

from Bensonhurst. Father Marinotoils
by dayin his diocese’s migration office
but is a self-described “foodie,” who
wentto Regaleali last year to buy some
wine and reacheda state of culinary

beatitude when the family invited him
to stay for lunch—a meal cooked, of
course, by Mario. Father Marino had
been helping in the Caffe Bondi kitch-
en all evening,translating the monzé’s
Italian requests and directives for the
largely American kitchenstaff. Look-
ing tired but happy,the priest said that
he was awedby the monzi’s gifts and
by his unflappability. He had seen him
cook a few days before at a James Beard
Foundation dinner at Maxim’s, and
the food professionals and foundation
members there had been equally im-
pressed. “And that’s a group that is
generally very critical,” Father Mari-
no said. “What got them all was the
fact that here’s this guy who’s never
been to cooking school and never read
a cookbook, and he’s cooking rings
around us.” Father Marino beamed at
Mario, who had just received an en-
thusiastic round of applause. “Some
“iy?

State of the Art

WE weresitting around the office
the other day when a tip camein

that a robot had just entered the build-
ing. Wedropped everything and raced
down to the lobby. “You looking for
the robot?” the elevator man said.
“Well, Vl tell you about that robot.
He’s notsized to fit, you know what I
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mean? First, he jams in the revolving
door. Then he gets stuck in the side
door. I finally had to send him up on
the freight elevator—to eleven, I
think.”

Onthe eleventh floor, we found a
couple of dozen people leaning out of
office doorways, their necks craning
into the hall. “You looking for the
robot?” a manasked.
“He went thataway,” a womansaid,

pointing towarda nearbyoffice.
Inside, we found the robot chatting

up a slightly flustered young woman.
“Comeon,baby,let’s dance,”the robot
said. “Just climb up here on mystep
andlet’s boogie.”

Looking at the robot, which was
aboutsix feet tall, with a yellow body,
silver arms, and an enormous, vaguely
insectlike purple-and-yellow head, the
young woman looked doubtful. Final-
ly, she grasped oneof its brushed-steel

pincers in each handandclimbed onto
the step, which wasatthe level of what
would have been the robot’s shins, if
he had had shins. He began gyrating
and beeping wildly. “Yeah, let’s do
it,” he crooned. “Shakeit, baby, shake
it!”

Then,having apparently spotted us
taking notes, the robot stopped sing-

ing, helped down his rather flushed
partner, and rolled toward us. “Hey,

man,” he said, extending a pincer,
“I am the robot sico. What’s your
name?” Weintroduced ourself and be-
gan backing up. The robot followed
us outof the office and down the hall.
“Yes, I am sico,” he said. “I am a
state-of-the-art robotic personality. I
was in the motionpicture ‘Rocky IV.’
I am the only robot in the world
with a Screen Actors card in his own
name.”
A tall, genial man in a gray suit

stepped forward and explained that he
was Robert Doornick, the president of

International Robotics, Inc., a New

York-based company. “SICO’s purpose
is communications and entertainment,”

Mr. Doornick told us. “We make him
available to corporations and major
theme parks on a rental basis. Most of
ourclients are Fortune 500 companies
that want robots to be hosts at their
product shows or press conferences.”
SICO, he added, was visiting the office

to discuss his next job—serving as host
at a conference oninteractive enter-
tainment.
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Meanwhile, the ro-

bot was trundling to-
ward the elevator,
greeting people who
stared at him along the
way. “Yo, man, you
look familiar,” he told
a bald man who was
waiting for the eleva-
tor. “Don’t we go to
the same barber?”

“$ICO has a playful,
character that quickly
wins you over,” Mr.
Doornick said. “This
gives him theability to
break throughall lev-
els of social and busi-

ness protocol, whichis

why he’s so useful to
major corporations.”
Mr. Doornick pointed
out a video screenbuilt
into SICO’s chest; a cel-

lular telephone in-
stalled on his belly, and
various light meters, voltage meters,
and other gauges festooned across it;
a programming keyboard on his
backside; and the constantly moving
head. “We design all our heads after
animals orinsects,”he said. ‘SICOQ’s is

patterned on a praying mantis. Insects
tend to have positive associations for
people: they’re industrious, harm-
less, et cetera.”

Theelevator doorslid open to reveal
a tall young man wearing the Spandex
tights and the goggles and cap of a
bicycle messenger. “Hey, how ya
doin’?” said sico. The messenger
shrankto the back of the elevator, and

the doorclosed.
“Of course, his height is key,” Mr.

Doornick said, smiling. “It’s sIco’s

humansize that makes people take no-
tice of him. There’s an aspectof intim-
idation tied to the fact that he occupies
a full, human-size space, and that
makes people confront him.”
By this time, we had noticed that

Mr. Doornick, between explanations,

seemedto spend a fair amountof time
glancing awayfrom us andraising his
handto his mouth. Weasked him about
this. “I have a tiny microphone in my
sleeve,” he told us, not very apologeti-

cally. “I whisperintoit, and a signalis
sent that is synthesized into sICO’s
speech. The telemetry employed is
quite sophisticated. I really don’t keep

it secret, but we find that many people
like to be able to ignoreit, so we try to

make that possible.” He stepped after
the robotinto the freight elevator, and
we followed.

“Hombre, qué hay?” the robot said
to the startled elevator man. “Cémo se
lama?”
“Uh, me llamo Victor,’ he an-

swered, grinning.
“You have to understand, SICO is

accustomed to first-class treatment
wherever he goes,” Mr. Doornick

wenton. “When hewaitsin line at the
airport, most passengers think he’s a
promotional vehicle,so the airlines love
him—especially when he pays for his
ticket with his own credit card. All the
people waiting in line, you know, he
makes them happy. He helps people
relax. People gather around him and
they seem to forgetall their stress, they
dropall their inhibitions.”
On the ground floor, Ico left the

elevator and headed toward thestreet,

where a crowd almost immediately began
to gather around him.
“Yo, Ken,” he shouted at a tall

young black man who was wearing a
gold belt buckle with his nameonit and
a baseball cap. “That a bad hat, man.

Where you from?”
Ken, laughing with the rest of the

crowd, hesitated a moment, and then

said, “The Bronx.”
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“The Bronx! Get out of town,
man! I used to date a garbage com-
pactor from the Bronx! Give me the
high two, man!” The crowd applauded
as man and robot slapped hand to
pincer.

“See how he takes all the pressure
off, how disarmed people are?” Mr.
Doornick said. “I mean, when he

speaks that way to a black man he
becomes a black robot, you understand?
You or I couldn’t do that withoutbeing
offensive, but SICO breaks down all

defense mechanisms.”
The robot approached a signpost,

and the crowd followed. “With your
skin, I could be interested,” he said,
tapping the rusted green metal with
a pincer. “But you’re a little ema-
ciated.”
The crowdwasstill laughing when

a young woman(welater learned that
she was Mr. Doornick’s daughter,
Michelle) stepped forward. “Don’t you
ever stop talking?” she said sternly,
holding out a padded coatto the robot.
As she worked the coat over the robot’s
pincers, Mr. Doornick sighed and be-
gan to unscrew a bolt in the robot’s
neck.
“Oh, no! Not the head!” sIco said.

As the crowd moved away, his lights
flickered, and his synthesized voice
slowed and deepened. “May your bat-
teries always be charged,”it said.
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THE WAY THINGS WILL BE

N our way to Florida in the
winter of 1965, Eddie, the old-
er of my twobrothers, had an

appendicitis attack and was operated on
in a hospital in Nashville. My parents
didn’t have much money—we were
moving from South Bend, Indiana,
to Key West, where my aunt and un-

cle owned a motel. My father’s idea
was for us to live in one of the units
while he and my uncle started a fish-
ing business. My father had been
a car salesman in South Bend, and
before that he had worked in a dairy,
and before that he had sold suits in a
department store. He said that people
he worked for didn’t like him. He said
that he was the kind of person who
should have his own business, because
he was independent-minded and good
at making decisions. My mother said
she thought it took a lot of money
to start a business of your own, but
my father said no,it just took courage
and intelligence, and a family that
was willing to stand behind you.

In Nashville, while
Eddie was being operat-
ed on, myotherbrother,

Lee, and I slept on
couches in the lobby.
We had been up all
night in the car. Eddie
had been crying, and
my parents had been
arguing about what to
do. My father had want-
ed to wait until morn-
ing to see if Eddie felt
better, and my mother
wantedto find a hospi-
tal immediately. In the
middle of the night, as
they were shouting at
one another, my father
took his hand off the
steering wheel and
slapped her. There was
suddenlysilence. As far
as my brothers and I
knew, my father had
never hit her before, and

he seemed as shocked as
anyone. As soon as he
could, he stopped at a
gas station and got out
of the car. He walked to
the edge of the pave-
ment, which bordered a

field. His shoulders were

hunched over, and he was looking
downat his feet. He was standing just
outside the circle of light that separat-
ed the gas station from the darkness.

Mymothergotoutof the car, too.
“Ifit weren’t for Eddie I wouldn’t get
back in,” she said, loudly enough for
him to hear. “I’d find a bus and go back
to South Bend.” Leestarted to cry. He
was seven, and Eddie wasten, and I

was twelve. My mothergotin the back
seat with us, and after a few minutes
my father cameoverto the car and put
his hands on the hood, as though he
didn’t wantthe car ever to moveagain.
My mother told him to drive to a
hospital.

After Eddie’s operation wasover, my
father drove Lee and meto a motel on
the outskirts of the city, because it was
cheaper, and he gave us money to buy
hamburgers at a restaurant next door.
Hesaid that he would be back before
too long. “I’m putting you in charge,
Jean,”he said. “Take care of Lee.” I
made Lee take a bath,andI took a bath,
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and I unpacked clean clothes for us. It
was raining, and weran to the restau-

rant, which was a diner on a road that
ran parallel to the highway. It was
noon, and the restaurant was crowded
with truckers. I ate my hamburger
quickly and wrapped up Lee’s to take
with us. He had broughta toy car with
him,and instead of eating his lunch he
pushed the car back andforth across the
table, crashingit into the sugar bowl.

At the motel, Lee fell asleep and I

lay down next to him and imagined
shapes of faces in the patterns that
the streaks of rain were making on
the window. There wasn’t a TV in the
room, and mostof our books and games

were in the car. There wasn’t even a
clock, and I couldn’t tell how much
time was going by until it began to get
dark outside, late in the afternoon, and

then I becamereally frightened. Lee
was upby then, and hekept asking me
when our parents were coming back.
Hedidn’t cry, but when I put my arms
aroundhim I could feel him shaking. I
tried to make my voice sound normal. I
invented games for us to play, and

after it stopped raining
we stood outside, even

though it was cold, so
that we could watch for
the headlights of our
parents’ car as it turned
in to the motel. When
ourparentsfinally came,
I was so relieved that I
didn’t feel angry until
later, when I was in bed,
trying to fall asleep. I
thought about how
scared I’d beenall after-
noon, and how happy
T’d acted to see them,
and felt as though I'd
beentricked.

‘They weren’t speak-
ing to one another—at
least my mother wasn’t
speaking to myfather. It
seemed that he hadn’t
shownup at the hospital
for a longtimeafter he’d
left us; he had stopped
for a beer and got into a
conversation with some-
one. My father liked
talking to strangers.
That morning, just be-
fore he’d driven Lee
and me to the motel,

he’d had a conversation
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with a nursein the hospital lobby. “She
thought we lived here in Nashville,”
he said cheerfully on the way to the
motel, which made the motel seem even

shabbier and lonelier than it was when
wepulled upin front.
My mother sat on one of the beds

with me and Lee. She told us what
Eddie had said after he woke up, and
what his roommate was like, and what

she hadeatenatthe hospital cafeteria.
Myfather was unpackinghis clothes,
butall of his attention was focussed on
her. Even when he wasn’t looking at
herI felt that he was listening unusu-
ally hard, that he was waiting for her
to say something especially meant for
him. She didn’t, though. She sent him

out to bring us back some dinner, and

later slept in bed with me.
In the morning, my parents took us

to the hospital with them—they didn’t
have enough moneyto stay in the motel
again. We brought our Monopoly
game in with us andsetit up on a table
in the lobby. My father was in charge
of the bank. Each time Lee or I asked
for anything he would say, “I’m not
sure. What have you done to deserve
it?” Hetried to joke this way once with
my mother andshe took the money out
of his hand without saying a word.
After that we played the gameasseri-
ously as if the outcome of it would
changeourlives. I hadn’t wanted to go
to Florida to begin with, but now felt

as though I would do anythingto get
there, so that we could atleast stay in
one place. I started to think, This is

the way things will be from now on—
nothing planned.

After lunch, my father took Lee and
me for a walk. We passed a pawnshop
and a liquor store and a big vacantlot.
It was winter weather, but warm com-
pared to South Bend. The wind was
pushingdry leaves and scraps of paper
down the street, and dark clouds were

flying across the sky. We could hear
thunderin the distance. “Are we going
to live here?” Lee asked. He was hold-
ing myfather’s hand.

“We’re going to live in Florida,”
my father said. “You'll see the ocean
every day, and it will always be warm
outside. It will never snow.”
“Whynot?”Lee asked.
“Because it’s too far south,” my

father told him. “It’s where the birds
in Indianafly to in the winter.”
He bought us ice-cream bars at a

candy store and we walked back to the 

“T don’t see any interesting deaths at all today.”
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hospital. When my mother saw us, the
expression on her face changed from
serious to happy. Myfather put his arm
around her and she didn’t pull away,
and we sat down on a couch in the
lobby. They discussed what we were
going to do. Eddie had to stay in the
hospital three more days, and if we
stayed in a motel again we wouldn’t
have enough money to get to Florida,
and myparents didn’t know how they
were goingto pay the hospital bill. My
father didn’t seem worried now that my
mother had stopped being angry with
him. “I think you should call your
dad,”he said to her. “He can wire us
money, and when thingsare going well
for us in Florida we can pay him back.”
My mother said no at first, but

changed her mind. Asa result,late that
afternoon wechecked into a nicer motel
—with TV. It was in downtown
Nashville, across the street from a park.
Weate dinner in the coffee shop, and
afterward my parents decided to go to
the motel bar, which had a band and

dancing. My mother pushed back the
curtains in our room and showed us
where it was—in front of the motel,

just across the parking lot. It was a
small, low building with red lights

around the windows and a flashing
neon sign. “Dad andI will sit next to
the window andkeep an eye on you, so
you don’t have to worry,” my mother
said. “And if you need us for any
reason, just come out and get us. But
watch outfor cars.”
“O.K.,” wesaid. Lee was watching

‘TV, but whenourparents left he went
to the window and watched them walk
across the parking lot and disappear
into the bar. “We could go over there
now andask them to come back,”I told

him. He shook his head; his eyes were

on the TV again.
At nineo’clock we both gotready for

bed and I made Lee lie down. I turned
out the light and wentinto the bath-
room and sat on the floor to read
“Black Beauty.” I had probably read it
twenty timesbefore. I was reading the
part where Black Beauty is made to
gallop with one shoe missing when I
heard my parents’ voices. I went out-
side in my nightgown. The stormy
weather had ended, and now it was

colder and there was a bright moon.
Because my mind was still on my book,
I was feeling waves of pity for both
Black Beauty and myself. I had been
crying, and my mother noticed the
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tears on myface. “I’m sorry we didn’t
come back sooner, honey,” she said.
She gave my father an angry look and
walked me inside. My father hesitated
in the doorway. Just in front of where
he was standing the door to the bath-
room was open, andthe light was on.

Hepicked up “Black Beauty” without
looking at it and put it on top of a
luggagerack in the open closet.
“Go back over to the bar if you

want,” my mothertold him.
“Why should I?”he said. He closed

the door. “Whyshould I do something
I don’t want to do?”
Mymotherhelped meinto bed, next

to Lee. “I was reading a sad part of
‘Black Beauty,’” I told her. “That’s
why I wascrying.”
“We're back now,”my mothersaid.

“Go to sleep. Everything’s fine.” I
closed my eyes and listened to mypar-
ents undressing.
“May,” my father whispereda little

later.
“I don’t want to talk now,” my

mother whispered back. I opened my
eyes and saw that they were lying just
at the edges of the bed,as far apartasif
Thad been lying in the middle between
them.
“May, just put your arms around

me,” I heard myfather say. After a few
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minutes my mother moved closer to
him, “Things will be better when we
get to Florida,” my father whispered.

“You're always looking on the
brightside,” my mothersaid.

aE next morning, myfather took
Lee and meto the park while my

mother slept; we had woken up early.
It was cold outside, and there were
high white clouds drifting across the
sky. We had Eddie’s football with us,
which we passed around—my father to
Lee to me to myfather. About every
five minutes Lee would try to tackle one
of us. We werethe only people in the
park. But gradually more traffic ap-
peared in the streets and buses began
delivering people to work. My father
seemed depressedall of a sudden.“Let’s
get Mom,”hesaid. We walked across
thestreet to the motel.
Mymother was already awake and

dressed. “I was watching you from
here,” she said. “I was spying on
you.”
Weall wentoutto the car; we were

going to have breakfast at the hospital
cafeteria. “We havea flat,” my mother
said. She wasstanding nextto the front
passengerdoor, lookingatthetire. She
squatted down in her high heels and
touchedit.
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Myfather camearound
the car. He rested his
hand on my mother’s
shoulder. “We have noth-
ing but bad luck,”hesaid.
“Wedon’t have a spare.”
My mother stood up.

“How can you tell me
something like that
now?”shesaid.

“Can’t we buy tire or
get it fixed?” I asked.
Neither of them paid at-
tention to me. They were
looking at each other.
They were having a con-
versation without words.
I took Lee’s hand and
walked across the park-
ing lot, and then across

the street to the park. I
was careful and crossed
at the light, but I knew
myparents would be ner-
vous watching us cross a
street this busy. By the
time they called us back,
though, we were half-
wayacross. “It’s O.K.,” I

told Lee. “They won’t be mad at us.”
Wesat on a bench in the sun. After

a few minutes, Lee got up to look at
something shiny in the grass which
turned out to be a dime. I watched my
parents standing nextto the car, argu-
ing. I wasn’t afraid that my father
would hit my mother. I didn’t think
that would happen again unless, as in a
“Twilight Zone” episode, we had to
relive that night in the car all over
again,just as it took placethefirst time.
But I could see now that myparents
were not going to be any happier in
Florida.

I called to Lee, and he looked up at
me. “Comeover here andsitstill for
five minutes,” I told him.

Bythis time, our parents were cross-

ing the street. But they got caught in
the middle by a yellow light and were
stranded together on the concrete
strip that separated the lanesoftraffic.
From where we weresitting we could
hardly see the concrete strip—just
their heads, which looked as small as
flowers, above a steady stream of cars.
“They shouldn’t be standing there,”
Leesaid.

“They'll be all right,” I told him.
The light changed, and they crossed
the street without looking at anything
exceptus. —Jupy Troy
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HEAVENLY FLAME

HIS Korobeinikov, he would

comeoverto the dacha from the
neighboring sanatorium. They

operated on him there for an ulcer.
That’s what doctors always say: for an
ulcer. After all, you don’t just go cut-
ting someone open without rhyme or
reason, althoughI know lotof people
think it’d be interesting to get opened
up, so they can take a look and see
what’s in there just in case. But you
can’t go and do that for no reason. So
they give a reason to cut—anulcer,
let’s say—and thenit’s up to God; our
citizen dies for someentirely different
reason, and the doctors had nothing to
do withit.

So anyway, Korobeinikov would

comevisit the dacha from his sanatori-
um.It’s a nice walk, not hard, a couple

of kilometres among hills, through a
little birch forest. It’s August; the birds
aren’t singing anymore, butit’s pure
bliss all the same. The weather’s dry,
the leaves are turning yellow and drop-
ping off, here and there a mushroom
sticks up. Korobeinikov would pick the
mushroom andbringit to the house.
You can’t make anything with one

mushroom, butit was still a gift. An
offering to the house. Olga Mikhai-
loyna wouldstand on the porch, watch-
ing him come from behind the high
spiked birch-trunk fence, and say,
“Here comes Korobeinikov, he’s got a
mushroom.” And her words made ev-
eryonefeel good, kind of peaceful, like
in childhood: the sun shines serenely;
the seasons slip byserenely; serenely,
with no shouting or panic, autumn
draws near. A nice man is coming,

carryinga bit of nature. How sweet.
Whoknowshow or why hegotinto

the habit of going over to their place,
why he becameattached to them. But
they were glad to have him. Having
company in the country—it’s notlike
having companyin the city. There’s a
pleasant lack of obligation. In the city
a guest won’t just drop in, he’ll phone
first to say, I’d like to comeby andvisit
you. The hostess will glance quickly
at the floor: is there a lot of dust?—
she’ll do a mental check: is the bed
still unmade?—she’ll give a nervous
thought to the refrigerator shelves—
all in all, it makes for tension. Stress.

Butin the country noneof that matters:
whatto sit on, what to drink, or from

what cups. And it’s no disaster if you

leave a guest alonefor five minutes—in
thecity that’s a cardinalsin, but not in
the country. It’s a different type of
hospitality. The guest lounges in a
wicker armchair, has a smokeor just

sits quietly, gazing out the window at
the view,at the sky, and there’s a sunset

playing through all its colors—it’ll
give off a red orlilac stripe, then a
golden crust will flare on a cloud, or
everything will be tinged with a frosty
green or lemon—astar will sparkle.
. .. Better thantelevision.
Then the hostess returns carrying a

teapot under a padded-cotton cozy, she
slices a loaf of poundcake, turns on the
light. Moths fly in from the garden,
flutter about. Easy talk, this and that,

everyone laughs, argues, sits around,
sighs. Korobeinikov would bebetter off
not smoking, what with his ulcer, but

he smokes, launchesinto his discussions
of mysterious phenomena. Hebelieves
in aliens,in little green men; he’s con-
cerned about giant spiders, and trian-
gles in the Nazca desert. In the news-
paper Laborhe read that flying saucer
came and hovered over the city of
Sverdlovsk, that the sky near Lenin-
grad shone with a strange light and no
one knew why. This disturbs him. It
disturbs Olga Mikhailovna,too: she’s
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always wanted to meetlittle green men;
she has plans for them. Korobeinikov
says that in South America thelittle
green mentook this woman Dolores up
with them in their saucer, gave her a

ride, showed her a bird’s-eye view of

the earth, then set her down—in the
city of Boston. Dolores, a simple peas-
ant woman, was completely bewildered
—she didn’t know the language,didn’t
know where to go. She’s got sixteen
children at home howling to eat, and
here she is, gadding about the city
of Boston like a chicken, while her
husband, José, also a simple peasant,
doesn’t have a clue what’s going on
either,andis so furious he’s sharpening
his switchblade and threatening to take
care of his faithless wife—just let her
cross the thresholdoftheir house! Olga
Mikhailovnaboth believes and doesn’t
believe, but she’s extremely annoyed:
she would havefigured things outjust
fine over there in the city of Boston,

what with her commonsense and clear
thinking; she would have known what

was what right away—these little
green men are forever picking up the
wrong people. Everyone laughs and
gives Olga Mikhailovna instructions
about whatto bring them from Boston
if the same thing ever happens to her.
Olga Mikhailovna’s husband says just
let her try; he’ll sharpen his switch-
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blade, too, he won’t stand for any of
these little men. Someonesays aliens
only take people to Boston if they’re
from South America; anyone from the
Moscow suburbs, it stands to reason,
they’d take somewhere like Tyumen or
the Matochkin Strait, and what would
Olga Mikhailovna do in that case?
Olga Mikhailovna’s husbandsays this
is all nonsense—as if Labor was any
authority!—and that there’s no such
thing as aliens, it’s all meteors with
megahertz. What hertz? Well, he
couldn’t say for sure, he’s no astrono-
mer,but they’veall got megahertz. Oh,
there goes Olga Mikhailovna’s hus-
band again with his cheap materialism
—he’s always reducing the dreams
of progressive mankind to somelittle
turd. One witty fellow immediately
starts punning. “Whatever hertz, a
person blurtz.” Who hertz where,
comrades? Korobeinikoy’s ulcer hertz,
but he feels good here at this dacha;
everythingis so relaxed that he some-
howforgets about his pain. One hour
of time spent with pleasant people, a
single hour an evening,is worthall the
medicines they cram down him at the
sanatorium.

Korobeinikov savors one last ciga-
rette: he taps it against the table; he

kneads the hollow cardboardtip,lights
a match;the pale flame illuminates his
yellowish face, the fat lenses of his
glasses, a bulging forehead with locks
of thick black hair. Korobeinikov has
extraordinary hair: the man is nearly
sixty years old, and look what a mane
he’s got! Everyone else already has bald
spots of various shapes, except for
the young people, of course. Olga
Mikhailovna’s husband, glancing at
Korobeinikov, runs his hand over his
own balding head with chagrin—oh
well, to each his own. Atleast I don’t
have an ulcer.

But now it’s dark outside the win-
dow—in Augustit gets dark early—
and time for Korobeinikov to go. He’s
expected for supper at the sanatorium:
his piece of baked cheese pie with its
beggarly puddle of sour cream has al-
ready grown cold,and thetea urn,too,
and the lights have been turned out.
He’ll sit in the half-empty cafeteria,
deep in thought, brushing crumbs off
the tablecloth, staring at his shaggy
reflection in the black windowpanes,
listening closely to the mustard-hot
pain somewhere inside him—to the
pain that awakens with the darkness

TWO POEMS

1

Early morning, a woman sits up in bed
With a cupofcoffee and an ashtray
In her lap, though she isn’t smoking
Andthecoffee has longsince cooled.
Forthe last two monthsshe and her husband
Haveslept in separate rooms, and now,
Byhabit, it’s decided this room is “hers.”
Outside,thesky is overcast,as it usuallyis
In the morningsin thefall, and there’s
A stillness on the world, which for once
She doesn’tfind threatening. Beyond her window
A sparrowis furiously tearing away
At the wildly overgrown lantana bush,
Stabbingatits inky, blue-blackberries,
Someof whichfall onto the window ledge
Alreadybadly stained. Before entering
Her room—he’sdressed for work and probably
In a hurry—herhusband pauses and shuffles
His feet as though wiping his shoes on a mat.
At the sound this makes, she looks up at him
Undisturbed, and so manages once more
Toturna loss into the semblanceof loss.

Weeks, maybe months, have passed and just
Outside the kitchen door he’s standing
Onour new redwood decklistening to the owls,
Whocall,or answer,or resign themselves
‘To a mountingdark in the woods behind our house.
The morehelistens, the morethey call.
Seeing whathislife has come to—howelse
Tosay it now?—perhapsit’s not too much
To think: Things mightget little better
In time. Time,all the while,sliding
Pastlike a calm sea beneath those boards. . . .
No,standing there he seemstoincline
Toward somethingthatinclines toward him:
The beginning of hope. The beginning of sorrow.
Something hunted deep within the forest
Ofhisaffections.It’s an hourhe’d like
To preserve somehow,butalready the dark
Hasbeguntolap against the lowest rungs
Oftherailing. A small moving. Wind
In thetrees. Salt wetness and brightstars.

—Surrop Santos

and drones, droneslike a distant trans-
former.

Dolores—thatis, Olga Mikhailovna
—walks Korobeinikov out to the
porch, and everyoneelse stands up as
well, nodding and shaking his hand:
It’s not too cold for you? Maybe you

should take a jacket? No? Are you sure
now?Hewill carefully step down from
the porch, his glasses glinting, he'll
turn on a pocketflashlight, the bright

circle will play at his feet, catching a
bit of the green grass, the fence spikes,

the trampled path, the startled, white
tree trunks. Korobeinikoy directs the
beam to the skies, but the weak light
scatters and the skies remain just as
darkas ever; only the top branches and
the crows’ nests are lit for a moment.
Playful, he turns the flashlight back



toward the porch, and then
nothing can be seen in the
night but a white star
where Korobeinikov had
been standing.

N some point Olga
Mikhailovna finds

out that Dmitry Ilyich has
also rented a little dacha in
their village—Dmitry
Ilyich, whom she knew

slightly in the city; she’d
run into him at friends’
houses, and they even kind
of took to one another. Ol-
ga Mikhailovnathinks it’s
only natural that people
like her; she’s considered
pretty, and from Dmitry
Ilyich’s viewpointshe’s still
quite young. Dmitry Ilyich
is an interesting man, too:
he’s a sculptor, and he
knows tons of stories and
amazing incidents, like for
instance how once they un-
veiled a monumentandit
was headless! Well, and
stuff like that. Dmitry
Hlyich limps, he walks with
a stick, and it suits him. He says things

like “No, I’m not Byron, I’m some-

thing else,” but somehow it ends up
that he is sort of Byron, after all—he’s
lame, he writes a little poetry, and he
was in Greece for a day and a half on a
cruise. He’s seen Europe, andthis au-

tomatically commandsrespect. Hesays,
“Ttaly—huh, nothing special. But
Greece, now—Greece is something,”
and though everyone understands that
Italy is probably not exactly nothing
special, he’s been there and they
haven’t, so it’s hard to argue. Well, he

says a lot of other things—he’s had
plenty of adventuresin his time. He was
at the front for a speck, and in the
camps—he“went camping”in Siberia
for twoyears, as he putsit, not for any
particular reason, naturally—but he
doesn’t hold a grudge, he believes in
destiny and has a sense of humor. So
when Olga Mikhailovnarunsinto him
in the village, she says, “Drop by and
see us some evening,” and he thanks

her and says, “I will be sure to limp
by.” He’s really a gorgeous man—he
plays the bohemian, of course, but so
what?—hehashair downto his shoul-
ders, streaked with gray, a slightly
pockmarked face, yellow hawk eyes,

“You
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heard the little lady, Mister. She said, “Don’t touch that dial.”

and he wears a smock. Hesays to Olga
Mikhailovna,“I must sculpt you.”

So he actually does cometo see them
one evening, and they slice a pound
cake and put the kettle on. Dmitry
Hlyich tells them about his cruise, and
about how oneold guyin their group
blew all his foreign currency the first
day out, and when they were already
on their way home through Turkey he
suddenly remembered that he hadn’t
boughtanything for his wife, so then
he raced down to the Turkish market
and traded his hearing aid—which he
passed off as a radio—for a necklace.
And hebroughthis old lady this neck-
lace. Everyone’s laughing, including
Olga Mikhailovna’s husband, and Ol-
ga Mikhailovnalooks out the window
and says, “Here comes Korobeinikov,
he’s got a mushroom. Oh, he’s such a
dear, and he tells the most amusing
stories—about this woman named
Dolores andall!”
Dmitry Ilyich says, “Korobeinikoy!

Which Korobeinikov? Could it really
be the same Korobeinikov?” And he
doesn’t explain what he means. Olga
Mikhailovna is intrigued, of course,
and looks to and fro, and in comes

Korobeinikov with his mushroom and

his stories, sweet and affable as ever—
helikes it here, andit’s a nice day, and
the air is good, and the woods are
lovely, and the people are nice, and he’d
be happyto stay forever.
The guests are introduced to each

other, everybody has tea, the evening

chitchat begins. Korobeinikov,it must
be said, is in top form, and Olga
Mikhailovna is simply thrilled, but
Dmitry Ilyich is watching sort of
intently, and there’s some thought
glimmering in his yellow eyes. Olga
Mikhailovna is dying of curiosity—
what did he mean?—hereyes shine,
and everyonefinds her charming. As
always, for that matter.
“Hmm. Well, what do you know?”

says DmitryIlyich, after the ulcer pa-
tient, playing with his flashlight, has
disappeared into the grove. “Who
would have thought?”

“Well, what? Whatis it?”
“No, who would have thought?”

Andhe drumshis fingers on the table.
‘Thenhelays out everything he knows
aboutthis Korobeinikov. They werein
school together, as it happens. In dif-
ferent classes. Korobeinikov,of course,

has forgotten Dmitry Ilyich—well,it’s
been forty years now,that’s only natu-
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ral. But Dmitry Ilyich hasn’t forgot-
ten, no sir, because at one time this
Korobeinikov pulled a really dirty trick
on him! Yousee, in his youth Dmitry
Ilyich used to write poetry,a sin hestill
commits even now. They were bad
poems, he knows that—nothing that
would’ve made a name for him, just
little exercises in the fair art of letters,
you know,forthe soul. That’s not the
point. But, as it happened, when
Dmitry Tlyich had his little legal
mishap and went camping for two
years, the manuscripts of these imma-
ture poems of his ended up in this
Korobeinikov’s hands. And the fellow
published them under his own name.
So, that’s the story. Fate, of course,
sorted everything out: Dmitry Ilyich
was actually glad that these poems
had appeared under someone else’s
name; nowadays he’d be ashamed to
show such rubbish to a dog; he doesn’t
need that kind of fame. And it didn’t
bring Korobeinikoy any happiness: he
got neither praise nor abuse for his
reward; nothing came of it. Koro-
beinikov never did makeit as an artist,
either: he changed professions, and
now he does some kind of technical
work, it seems. That’s the way the
cookie crumbles.
“How do you like that,” says Olga

Mikhailovna.
“How do you like that,” says her

husband. “Whata bastard!”

“Now then, I wouldn’t call him a
bastard,” said Dmitry Ilyich, soften-
ing. “At that time people saw things
differently. Who could have known
that I would come back? And this way
my humble verse didn’t perish—atleast
it saw the light of day. Maybe he was
even prompted by noble motives.”
“But he could have apologized after

your return,”says Olga Mikhailovna.
“That’s what I would have done, at
anyrate.”
“Those were different times, my

child,” Dmitry Iyich explains indul-
gently. Olga Mikhailovna likes it
whenhecalls hera child. Atforty,it’s
pleasant. “Different times. And how
would he have known that I came
back? I didn’t report to him. We
weren’t even really acquainted. God
will forgive him, and I already have.
Right here and now I've forgiven
him.”

S° once again evening falls, and
from the woods comes that vile

Korobeinikoy,carrying his foul toad-
stool. Everyone already knows about
his treachery, about the mark of Cain
on him. Olga Mikhailovna stands on
the porch. “You haveto forgive him,”
said Dmitry Ilyich, but she doesn’t
want to forgive him. “Judgenot, that
ye be not judged,”said Dmitry Ilyich.
All right, so she’ll be judged, but at
least she’ll havethesatisfaction of mak-

 “This is a great place to bring up children.”
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ing judgments herself. She loves truth,
what can you do, that’s how sheis. Of
course, she’s not about to persecute
Korobeinikov—he has an ulcer, after
all—butinside, in the pure house of her
soul, she has the rightto keep things in
their proper place. And the place for
trash is the kitchen,notthe parlor.
There hesits, in the wicker chair,

weaving a lot of nonsense about mira-
cles. There he goes, slurping tea and
chomping on cake. There he goes,
singing like a nightingale about how
some kind of mysterious voids were
supposedly found deep inside the pyra-
mid of Cheops, and what could this
signify? “You're the pyramid of Che-
ops yourself,” thinks Olga Mikhai-
lovna. “Megahertz .. .” mutters Olga
Mikhailovna’s husband. And everyone
else thinks hostile thoughts. And
Korobeinikov can’t help butfeel this.

Korobeinikov is confused; Korobei-
nikov mumbles on—abouthowonefine
evening, see, the skies over Petro-
zavodsk convulsed anda heavenlyflame
descended, a column of horrendous
force, and everything turned bright as
day, while crimson stripes ranged the
sky and the whole shebang flashed and
quaked, and what could this possibly
signify? But knowing what they now
know about Korobeinikov, the hosts
and their guests no longer ooh and ah,
no longer laugh, no longer cry out in
disbelief. Olga Mikhailovna forces a

smile, even though it’s
about as easy for her to
smile as it would be to
lift weights, and she
curses herself for her
fake smile, her female

cowardice: if only she
could somehow give
Korobeinikoy to under-
stand that that’s it—
that’s it!—he needn’t
come around here again,
that’s enough, we don’t
want him anymore. We
know about your low-
down dirty trick. And
your ulcer is no excuse!
Yourulcer is a heavenly
flame sent down on you
as a punishment, that’s
what! We wish you no
ill—go andget yourself
cured,take yourlittle vi-
tamin pills, go drink
buttermilk in your sana-
torium—but don’t come
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around here! And don’t bring us
any mushrooms.

Korobeinikoy, of course, can
feel that the temperature at the
dacha has dropped for some rea-
son. He’s nervous; he smokes one
cigarette after another; behind

the thick lenses of his glasses his
eyes watch, frightened and un-
easy; he thinks the problem must
be his stories—maybehe’s repeat-
ing himself, maybe they aren’t
interestedin this stuff. He hastens
to inform them aboutthe Filipino
healers—it doesn’t help; he re-

members a marvellousstory about
the Berdichev bonesetter who
puts hopeless paralytics back on
their feet—useless; the ice stays

ice; they stare at him, their eyes
hard as nuts. Finally he gets up
to leave, and theyall nod,butit’s
not quite the same; they offer him

the jacket again, but they don’t
even pretend to rise, don’t walk

him out to the porch, don’t see
him off—it’s as though their
joints had turnedto stone. True,
Olga Mikhailovna can’t help but do
her duty as hostess: she opensthe front
door, waits for him to descend from the
porch, turn onhis flashlight, and dis-
appear deep into the birch grove. The
beam floats steadily, thoughtfully,
through the severe, white tree trunks;

it doesn’t soar orcircle, doesn’t dance
in the darkness.

Korobeinikov’s ashtray is full of
butts—geez, look how much he
smoked! Everyonestares after the ash-
tray meaningfully as Olga Mikhailov-
na’s husband goes to dump it—that
mound of empty, stinking cardboard
tips—as if it measured the guilt of an
unclean man.

Korobeinikov walks through the
unsheltering grove. The birch trunks
are chilly, and the ground feels cold
through his shoes; ahead smolder the

lights of the sanatorium,a vale of woe:
the beds there are white and the bed
tables are white, the walls shine with
white oil paint, white lamps hang from
the ceilings, and onthestaircase land-

ing, where Korobeinikov goes to
smoke,a fire hoseis curled up in a white
cabinet with glass doors. The hoseis
brown, flat, long—infinitely long,

longer than life—and at night, when
Korobeinikov falls asleep, headless or-
derlies will sail into the ward without
touching the floor and order Koro-

beinikov to swallow the hose—that’s
what you haveto do before an operation
—and,choking,he will swallow,swal-
low those long, endless yards of dull,
rough ribbon.
The next day, Korobeinikov sits at

his boring meal, listlessly pokes at his

fish balls with a fork, stares out the
wide sanatorium windows to where
August burns with gold, green, and
deep blue—he’ll go for his usual walk
and then he’ll drop by that house after
all: he was only imagining things, he
must have been in a bad mood himself,

it’s just the illness, it’s the pain, the

rumble, the spoonful of fire he must
have swallowed somehow by mistake,

those people have nothing to do withit.
He walks through the grove, touches
the cold bushes, leans his spectacles

earthward, looking for a mushroom,

but there aren’t any;lots of people hunt
for them here.

Hesits on the veranda,trying to joke
and be entertaining, but Olga Mi-
khailovna only narrows her eyes, and
Olga Mikhailovna’s husband, who
whenever he hears a good joke repeats
it again and again, asks, “So how’s
your megahertz—still hurts?” al-
though the question is really unneces-
sary. And the conversationflags, halts,
dries up, as if everything on earth had
already been said. 

It must be boring for them to listen
to the same thing over and over again
—why hadn’t he considered that?
Now, when that yellow-eyed sculptor
puts on a show, they’reall pleased as
Punch,they all laugh. Still, an old
friend is better than two new ones,

Korobeinikov thinks vaguely to him-
self; no matter, he’ll just haveto outtalk

him. He'll prepare something for to-
morrow. About life after death, for
instance. Whata person sees when he
faints or is in a coma, whenhe’sclini-
cally dead. Oh, there’s a lot of gripping
stuff! The witnesses are completely re-
liable. He actually talked to oneof these
people. This guy told him that on the
other side, everything is sky blue and
transparent, but there’s no air, and you
don’t need to breathe, you don’t even
miss it. And, you know,the feeling is
like when you’re young,or you just got
out of the Army, or you just had a son
—areally goodfeeling. And then some-
one appears—youcan’t exactly see any-
one, but he’s there all the same—and
this someonetalks to you, but without
any voice. “It’s not time yet,”he says.
In a kind of respectful way. And then,
whoosh!—yow’resuddenly back on the
operating table again, everybody’s run-
ning around you, frantic, but you're
lying there and you're thinking,
‘What do any of you know!’ .. . Yes,
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that’s a good story. Onlyit has to be
told with élan, with spirit. Have to
rouse the audience, right?...No, I
won’t go there anymore, thinks
Korobeinikov, heading back, tripping
overa root. It’s humiliating, for heay-
en’s sake! If only it weren’t for the
whitenessof the hospital, the dull shine
of the linoleum, the sterile, deathly
cigarette bucket! If only the fire hose
didn’t come sneaking up in the eve-
nings, didn’t stick to you with suc-
tion cups, didn’t sting you to the very
core.

Completely yellow, Korobeinikov
walks along the evening path. Dmitry
Ilyich embraces Olga Mikhailovna in
the birch forest.
“Why does he keep dragging him-

self over here?” says Olga Mikhailov-
naindignantly, her eyes following the
gauntfigure.

“Oh,don’t pay him any mind,little
one,” says Dmitry Ilyich, kissing her.
“How do you stand him, Dima,

you're simply a saint!”
“Don’t be silly, my child, what’s

there to get excited about! He’s gotit
bad enoughasis, let him live out his
life in peace! For him the time has come
to wither; for you,to blossom. You see,
even my walking stick is blooming at
the sightof you.” Olga Mikhailovna’s
head spins; if no one could see her she’d
jumpup and downanddo cartwheels—
wow, what a great romance! Dmitry
Ilyich combs back his hair with his
fingers, flashes his hawk eyes andfeasts
them on Olga Mikhailovna.

It grows dark. Korobeinikov, com-
pletely black, shuffles from the village
to the sanatorium; a little ball of light
bounces about on the roots.
Dmitry Ilyich has nosecrets from
Olga Mikhailovna:“Bythe way,
mychild, I was onlyjoking,” he
says, knocking leaves from a bush
witha stick. “It wasa practical joke—
punish me. Thatstory about the poems
—it never happened, and Pve never
seen that Korobeinikov of yours before
in mylife.”
“What do you mean, Dima?”says

Olga Mikhailovna,scared.
“The devil led me astray. Or maybe

I wasjealous of him. I thought, Who
is this Korobeinikov character? But I
pulledit off, didn’t I?”
“Ohhhh, Dimochka, you’re so bad,”

pouts Olga Mikhailovna. “What are
we going to do with you? Come on,
let’s go have our tea, My husband is

probably sharpening his switchblade
by now.”
Over tea they giggle like conspira-

tors. “What’s with you two?” says
Olga Mikhailovna’s husband, sur-
prised. So they have to tell about how
Dmitry Iyich played a joke on Koro-
beinikov. Dmitry Ilyich is very amus-
ing about doing penance—heclaspshis
handstogether and begsto be forgiven.
Heeven wants to get down onhis knees
in front of everyone,only his lame leg
gets in his way. “Don’t be ridiculous!”
everyone shouts. No, heinsists, he’ll
get down onhis knees! Atleast on one
knee. He’s repented, repented! On one
knee, and the other leg cocked like a
pistol: how do youprefer the other leg
—in frontor behind? Everyonelaughs:
this Dmitry Ilyichis so awfullyartistic!
And though Korobeinikoy maybe vin-
dicated now, he’s a bore anyway. And
somehow they’ve got used to thinking
badly of him. Oh,to hell with him!
“Heavenly flame!” “Megahertz!” “It
hurtz until it stoptz!”” “Did you hear
that?”shouts Olga Mikhailovna’s hus-
band. “It hurtz until it stoptz!” Any-
way, he always talked such a lot of
nonsense, and told such lies—did you
notice? And tomorrow he’ll drag him-
self over here again! He ought to at
least be ashamed—hecan see how peo-
ple feel about him; he could just stay
put in that sanatorium ofhis! Spit in
his face and he thinks it’s a spring rain!
The next day Olga Mikhailovna

feels very uncomfortable. First of all,
around her husband, who doesn’t sus-
pect a thing—oh, well, that doesn’t
matter—and secondly around Koro-
beinikoy. It wouldbe betterif he didn’t

come. It’s uncomfortable to look
someonestraight in the eye when
we've treated him like crap for no
reason and wecan’t admitit. But,
on the other hand, he’s been

cleared. And now we don’t havetolive
with that awful feeling of having in-
vited a bastard into the house. Dima
behaved badly, of course. But he’s re~
pented—andallon his own,too, no one
twisted his arm.It takes gutsto do that,
whatever you say. That’s courage.

But Korobeinikoy does come, of
course. And hetries really hard. Why
does hetry so hard? It’s all over with!
And Olga Mikhailoyna puts up with
him,soiled as heis, and she’s solicitous,
emphatically solicitous, as she pours
him tea and feeds him pound cake.
“Everything they give youin the sana-

torium is probably mush—isn’t it? At
least here you caneatlike a real per-
son.” Korobeinikovis startled, he looks
bewilderedly throughhis thick glasses.
He doesn’t understand—what was all
that about,last week? What’s going on
now? There’s some kind of tension in
the air. And does anyone like this
tension? Noonedoes. It’s hard to be
with him, Korobeinikov. He’s already
turned completely yellow. And it
wouldbeniceif he’d realize that, since
the conflict is resolved and everything’s
cleared up now,it would just be better
if he didn’t come here anymore. Be-
cause it’s hard to be with him! And
when helooks closely into their faces,
trying to understand, that’s hard too!
And there’s no point staring! As it
turns out, it’s nothing to do with him.
He’s been acquitted and now hecanjust
leave.
Olga Mikhailovna looks at Koro-

beinikov with hatred. These nightly
visits drive her crazy. And they drive
everyoneelse in the house crazy, too.
What—don’t wehavetherightto live
like human beings? Among our own
friends? Honestly, it would bebetterif
he died! Yes, well, that’s what’ll prob-
ably happen soon. That’s no ulcer he’s
got, oh no.It’s not an ulcer; see how
Iemony-looking he is, and he’s aged
right before our very eyes! And another
sign thatthe endis near is that insensi-
tivity and tactlessness, that thickheaded
stubbornness—when the sick person
doesn’t care about proprieties anymore
and just clings to life, to people, to
whatever there is. Yes, as an honest
person, she freely admits it to herself:
she wishes he would die. There you
haveit. Everyone would resteasier.

Thenights are cold: she goes out on
the porch,offers Korobeinikov a jacket,
knowing that he won’t take it; she
waits while he lights the flashlight,
steps down from theporch;shelistens
greedily to his feeble feet shuffling
through the fallen leaves. She hopes
that she’s right about the symptoms.
Soon, very soon. It would be niceifit
werebefore the end of the summer. She
stands for a long time and watches the
flashlight’spalefire countthe hospital-
white birch trunks, watches the corri-
doroflightclose in, the darkness thick-
en,the heavenly flame sweep blindly by,
searching outits victim.

—Tatyana Toistaya
(Translated,from the Russian,

by Jamey Gambrell.)
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orQuIL Norman, the

founder and chairman of
the board of Bluebird

Toys, which is one of Britain’s
largest toy manufacturers,
looks, appropriately, like the
friendly giant in a children’s
story. He is enormously tall—
six feet seven inches—but does
his best to disguise his height
with an amiable stoop. His hair
is gray and untidy; his head
seems too small for the rest of
him; his face is squeezed up
around a prominent nose. He
dislikes formality of any kind—
particularly suits and ties and
tight collars—and he has a
knack for finding common
ground with unlikely people
and putting them at their ease.
This gives him a curiousclasslessness,

which, combined with his taste for

pleasure and adventure, makes him
seem like a throwbackto an earlier style
of English gentleman—more daring,
charming, andcarefree than the lean
and hungry entrepreneursof Margaret
Thatcher’s decade.

Norman’staste for adventure takes a
specific form:flying. He has been flying
in light airplanes about as long as he
can remember. His father, who held
oneofthefirst pilot’s licenses issued in
Britain, flew him to Switzerland in his
three-seater Leopard Moth in 1934,
when Torquil (his mother was Irish,
and the name is Gaelic) was a year
old. One of Torquil’s two older broth-
ers, Desmond, whois equally obsessed
with flying (and, in partnership with
John Britten, eventually designed and
produced one of England’s few suc-
cessful airplanes, the Britten-Norman
Islander), took him flying and taught
him the rudiments while Torquil was
still a schoolboy at Eton. Torquil left
Eton in a blaze of glory: he was cap-
tain of Boats andpresident of Pop, the
school’s most exclusive club, whose
members wore checked trousers and
fancy waistcoats under their morning
coats, and moved in an aura more glam-
orous and powerful than that of the
Queen and the Prime Minister com-
bined. He celebrated leaving school
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by getting his pilot’s license at the
minimum legal age, eighteen, and fly-
ing his housemaster, Hubert Hartley,
to Gibraltar. Hartley was a benign
and distinctly absent-minded gentle-
man, which was just as well, since
Torquil at that time had only about
forty hours? solo-flying experience, and
the airplane, a Leopard Moth he had
bought for four hundred pounds, was
not in good shape. “It was an act of
greatfaith on Hubert’s part, and brav-
ery beyondthe call of duty,”he told me
not long ago.

Normanstill owns a Leopard Moth,
buthis current oneis far more airwor-
thythanhisfirst. Oneof the reasons he
is devoted to the planeis thatit reminds
him ofhis father, Sir Henry NigelSt.
Valery Norman, who looms large in
Norman’s life as a romantic figure: he
was gifted, quixotic, and remarkably
courageous, and he died when Norman
wasstill a child. Sir Nigel, as he was
known, had studied architecture at

Cambridge and had combined his pro-
fession andhis loveofflyingby getting
into airport constructionatthestart. In
1919,he built London’s first airport, in
what were then the rolling green
meadowsof Heston,just west of town.
Theold hangarsarestill standing, but

everything else has gone: the control
tower, the Propeller Bar, the floral

clock that wasvisible from the air. The
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M¢4motorway now runsstraight
down what was once the main
runway.

Sir Nigel also started an air-
charter business, Airwork,thatis
now part of British Airways.
When the Second World War
broke out, he wentinto the Royal
Air Force as a wing commander
and used his experience with
Airworkto help start up theair-
borneservices. He organized the
air transport, and Lieutenant
General Frederick (Boy)
Browning, the husband of Daph-
ne Du Maurier, provided the
troops. Although parachuting
wasnotSir Nigel’s brief, it was

an aerial thrill he had never ex-
perienced,andhefelt, character-

istically, that he couldn’t ask his
men to jumpif he hadn’t jumped him-
self. He suffered, however, from a
chronically bad hip, which made it
impossible for him to land on hard
ground. He jumped anyway, into Lake
Windermere, and nearly drowned. It
was the kind of daredevil gesture his
youngest son has since foundirresist-
ible. In 1943, Sir Nigel was posted to
North Africa as chief operationsofficer
to Sir Arthur Tedder, who was the
commander of the Mediterranean Al-
lied Air Command, but the passenger
plane carrying him from England had
an engine failure on takeoff. True to
form, Sir Nigel went forward to help
the pilot. Whenthe plane crashed, nose
first, the passengers escaped, but he and
the pilot were killed. Torquil was ten
at the time, and he had not seen his
father since 1940, because he had been
evacuated to America.

Between the wars, Sir Nigel had
commandedthe famous 601 Squadron,
the Auxiliary Air Force squadron of
the County of London,based at Hen-

don. The 601 Squadron, the flying
equivalent of Eton’s Pop, was an in-
tensely social club renowned forits
wild parties and outrageous behavior.
Its members managed to make even
their drab R.A.F. uniformsflamboyant
—they wore jackets with red linings,
and bright-red socks—and they took
pride in paying no attention to military
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discipline. In due course, all three of
Sir Nigel’s sons joined 601. Mark, the
eldest, seconded himself to it from the
Coldstream Guards; Desmond joined
after national service in the R.A.F.;
and Torquiljoined after a postwarstint
in the Fleet Air Arm.“It was the most
wonderful flying club in the world,”
Norman told me. “Every weekend,
we’d get together and fly Meteors
around, burning up two hundred gal-
lons of gas in twenty minutes and
having terrific time. Each summer,
we went to camp in Malta for two
weeks’ non-stop flying and drinking.
Our casual attitude gave regular
R.A.F. officers thefits, and they were
constantly reporting us to the Air Min-
istry. Not that that had the slightest
effect on us. Eventually, though, their
complaints turned usinto an important
economy measure, and the government
packed us in. But it was great while it
lasted.”

In 1951, when Norman finished at
Eton, young men leaving school were
still being conscripted into the Nation-
al Service, which usually meant two
years of boredom behind a desk in a
Quonsethut in the middle of nowhere.
Norman, whosethreshold of boredom
is low, wangled his way into the Fleet
Air Arm and trained as a naval pilot.
Doingthatpresented certain problems,
since Norman,fully grown, was three
inches taller than the maximum per-
mitted for a fighter pilot. The first day
on parade, the commanderat the Lee-
on-Solentbase campstoppedin frontof
him and asked howtall he was.

“Six foot two and a half inches,sir.”
“That’s bloody stupid, for a start.

I'm six foot three and you’re at least
four inches taller than I am. Petty
Officer, take this man away and mea-
sure him.”

So they marched Norman off—left-
right, left-right—to the gymnasium,

but when the tape came out Norman,
who was wearing regulation naval
bell-bottom trousers, bent his knees and

measured six feet two and a half. “Why
not put that downat six three and a
half?” he suggested mildly. And that
was the last he heard ofit.

After Norman gothis wings, he was

posted to Lossiemouth, in Scotland.
‘There he flew the Seafire, the naval
version of the Spitfire. Flying Seafires
presented a problem peculiar to Nor-
man. Thefirst time he went up in one
he complained, in his diffident way,

JUDAS-KISS

Those wholie waiting know time
goes away eventually but in the meantime
sits there—oh, maybe shufflesin its mechanisms
once in a while,skips a day, sometimes
behind you a wholeyearcangetlost,
butbasically sits there. Hair doesn’t
turn white,skin refuses to mat

its spidery crushings over
the face bones,thetiny ditched
carcasses of remembered acts
remain stuck nose and feet
to the amberish helix
of the heaven of childhood,
which droops downinto thegolden ringlet
of hell. Most can wait
for the capsule’s slow burst
to lull them off, but some, dying
to get on withit, swill the whole
bottleload down in one
foul gulp. Then somebody,
an ex-spouse, the woman downstairs,

or maybe the U.P.S. man, will happen by,
discover the collapsed creature,
and,never mindif it sleeps through
its last clutches, bend down,

and withthesoftest
partof the face, which hides
the hardest, Judas-kiss it,

with click,like a conductor’s

ticket punch,this one here, God
of our Fathers,this oneis the one.

that it was a bit odd that such a sophis-
ticated fighter should be without an
artificial horizon. It wasn’t, but because
of his height he had beensitting with
his head up near the canopy, and the
instrument was obscured by the gun
sight. After that, he learned to squeeze
down in the seat whenever he flew
blind through the clouds.

Norman’straining as a Navyfighter
pilot almost ended with a bang. He
had been transferred from Lossiemouth
to Culdrose, in Cornwall, and had
learned there to fly the Sea Fury, the
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naval version of the Tempest, before

joining H.M.S. Illustrious at sea to
complete his stint of deck landings. In
those days, landing on anaircraft car-

rier was even trickier than it is now.
The flight decks ran straight up and
downthe ship (now they are angled),
with barriers and rowsof parked planes
at the forward end.In addition, piston-
engine planes had drawbacks that jet
pilots have never had to contemplate.
Thepilot of a jet sits up front and can
see where he is going. He also lands
with the throttle open and does not
close it until the aircraft has been
stopped by the arrester wires, so if
something goes wronghestill has fly-
ing speed; he can fly on around for a
second try. The Sea Fury, in contrast,
was a big, wide plane with a huge
radial engine up front, which madeit
impossible to see the carrier in the final
approach. The pilot had to come in
blind, relying entirely on the signals of
the batman, who stood on a raised
platform over the sea and waved in-



structions with twolittle paddles.

“Brilliant people,” Norman told
me. “They could judge your
speed to within a coupleof knots
simply by the attitude of the
plane.” Another problem was
that the Sea Fury could not be
landed unless it was fully stalled
—nolonger flying—sothere was
no second chance if you gotit
wrong. And the engine torque
was so great that if you opened
the throttle too quickly the plane
flopped over onits back.

Naval planeshave hooks under
their fuselages or tails which are
lowered on landing to catch the
arrester wires on the deck. As
Normanwas boostedoff the cata-
pult onhis final, qualifying flight,
his hook dropped and then
banged up against the underside
of the plane so hard that the
spring that held it in place for
landing wasbroken,and the hook
was left hanging down. The
flight controllers ordered him to
fly past slowly to let them inspect
the damage, and then told him to

fly around for a while to burn off
somefuel. Whenhefinally came
in to land, the hook hit the deck
and bounced straight up again
without catching a wire. The plane
went clear over the first barrier. “I
dimly saw the planes parked in frontof
me, and didn’t know what to do,”
Normansaid. “I hada terrific urge to
open the throttle, but a friend had done
that, flipped his plane over, and gone
into the sea, so I was very clear thatit
would be a mistake. All I could do was
pushthe nose forward.” Theleft wheel
caught in the second barrier and spun
the plane over on end. It landed nose
down,flatteningthe propeller boss, and
then flopped right way up onto the
deck, its undercarriage broken off,
sliding backward toward the parked
planes. The engine broke away, the
fuel lines ruptured, the fuel explod-
ed. But because the plane wassliding
backward there was a thirty-knot
wind coming over Norman’s shoulders,
blowing the flames away from him.
Whenheleaped outof the cockpit and
raced upwind, he was passed by the
flight-deck officer, racing in the oppo-
site direction in orderto climb into the
cockpit to shut off the fuel and turn off
all the other switches. “All the things
I was too scared to do, because I
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thought the plane was about to ex-
plode,” Norman said. “I was really
ashamedof being so uncool.”
The medical officer walked Norman

around for half an hour to make sure
he wasall right. He was morethan all
right: he was as high as a kite, cocky,
laughing at everything, and behaving
as if the whole episode had been one
great joke. So they gave him an hourto
calm down,andsent him up again, in
anotherplane. By that time, the weath-

er had changed. It was cold and gray,
the sea hadrisen,the carrier was pitch-

ing violently, and the light wasfailing.
“In order to react properly in compli-
cated situations, you are supposed to be
relaxed,” Normansaid. “I have to say
I was as tense as a spring when I came
in to land. It was a miracle I got that
bloody plane on the deck in onepiece.
Coming downwind, with the carrier

going up and downin the gray sea, I
begantorealize thatthesituation had a
downsidetoit.”

He was not censured for the acci-
dent, and he qualified without a bad
mark onhis record. A couple of months
later, his two-year National Service 

was over, and he went up to Trinity
College, Cambridge,to read economics

and law, but by then his addiction to

flying was irreversible. “I was hugely
privileged to be doing things the way
they had been doneall through the war,

andto be doing them in thoseincredible
aircraft,”he said. “It was my twoyears
in the Fleet Air Arm that got me
excited all over again aboutflying.”
Norman had kept his old Leopard

Moth while he wasdoing his Nation-
al Service. While he was posted to
Lossiemouth, he flew it down to Lon-
don most weekends,usually in the com-
pany of a member of the local Wrens
(Women’s Royal Naval Service). It
was an offer, apparently, that few of
them could refuse. He also had the
plane while he was up at Cambridge,
and spent his weekends with the wild
bunchat 601 Squadron. Hetook a year
out on an exchangescholarship at Har-
vard, and earned his holiday money by
ferrying a Piper Tri-Pacer out to the
West Coast. At the end of the Harvard
year, he went to Alaska. His great-
great-great-uncle was Sir Alexander
Mackenzie, the first man to cross the
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North American continent north of
Mexico, and the discoverer of the Mac-
kenzie River, in northwestern Canada.
Norman’s plan was to follow
Mackenzie’s route by car, bus, and
boat, but he ran out of moneyand spent
three months logging and laying pipe-
line. His final year at Cambridge
seemed like an anticlimax, but at least

he represented the university in rowing
in one of the years when Cambridge’s
team beat Oxford. (“I don’t think he’d
have Jet them lose,” his wife, Anne,

told me.) And every weekend whenthe
weather was halfway decent there was
flying, in his Leopard Mothorin 601’s
Meteors. The point was, no matter

how hard he was working, to keep the
lines opento that special sense of free-
dom,physical release, elation, and ca-

maraderie which is shared by the flying
fraternity.
Norman kept to the same pattern

during the nextfive years, while he was
working in the international depart-
ment of J. P. Morgan in New York.
Whenhearrived in America,the first
thing he did was buy himself an old
Cessna 180, and he kept it for two
years. Then, because his brother

Desmondhad links with Piper agents,
he started to buy their demonstrator
models—airplanes like the Piper Co-

manche, which were fast and had a

long enough range for him to fly to
Virginia for a weekend’s golf or to the
West Indies for a spot of sun. “One of
my nicest memories is of flying back
to New York on a Sunday night af-
ter a smashing weekend,” he said.

“There are huge radio masts south of
Teterboro Airport, in New Jersey, that

broadcasta station called WINS. They
go up two hundred feet and are so
powerful that you can switch the radio
compass on to them from five hundred
miles out, and navigation then becomes
history. You get the news and your
direction simultaneously. It was the
greatest pleasure to be able to fly like
that when you weretired out and had
had lovely time.” He also discovered
that he could fly the Pipers back to
England during the summerand sell
them ata sufficientprofit to pay for his
holiday.

In 1959, Norman met the American
parachuting ace Jacques Istel, who had
opened a parachuting-and-skydiving
center in Orange, Massachusetts. So
Norman,feeling that, on principle, he

should explore whatever pleasures the
sky has to offer, took up parachuting.
Istel had bought an old farmhouse,
which he called the Inn at Orange.
TheInn had anairstrip but there were

no lights on it. Thefirst time Norman
wentthere, on a Friday evening after
work, he reckoned he could fly to
Worcester and then follow road lights
almost to the airstrip. The only prob-
lem was how to land. He called Istel
before he took off and told him to park
a car at the end of the runway,so that
he could land into the headlights. It
was a good idea in theory, but in
practice the glare madeit impossible for
him totell how high off the ground he
was. All he could do was putthe plane
into a gentle descent and wait until he
hit something. Luckily, it was the run-
way. After that, they developed a safer
technique: Istel would park at the
downwind end of the runway, head-
lights blazing, and Norman would land
overthe top of the car. The car would
then follow him downtheairstrip.
Norman took to parachuting and

skydivingas effortlessly as he had taken
to flying. In those days, training was
less formal and regulated than it is
now. Hedid a morning’s practice and
jumped off a high table to show he
could land, then went straight up and
did static-line jumps—those in which
the parachutist’s rip cord is fixed to the
planeandis pulled automatically at the
critical moment.After that, it was free-

fall or bust. For a few weeks, he held
the national baton-passing record: he
passed a baton in free-fall on his four-
teenth jump. It seemed a perfect way to
round off a week’s banking: first the
night flight to Orange and the tricky
landing on an unlit airstrip, then two

days of pumping adrenaline in one of
the riskiest and most liberating activi-
ties ever invented, then the night flight
backto the city and his job at Morgan.

‘There was an English girl at Or-
ange, but for a while Norman never
managed to meet her. Her name was
Anne Montagu, and she was not the

kind of young woman you would asso-
ciate with free-fall parachuting. She
had brownhair, startled dark eyes, a
lovely smile, and a tentative manner.

She had trainedas a painter at the Slade
School, in London, in its great days,

when William Coldstream and Lucian
Freud were around. Why,exactly, she
was skydiving at the Inn at Orange
was notclear except that, like many
upper-class English, she had an eccen-
tric, wild streak that occasionally de-
mandedexpression. “It was a confused
period of mylife,” she said. “I wanted
to do something entirely out of myself
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—something that was up to me alone
—to find out if I really cared about
anything.”In those days, however, the
wild streak did not include her compa-
triots. “I heard about this Englishman
who was as brilliant at skydiving as he
was at everything else, and I made a
point of not being there when he was
around,” she said. No sooner did Nor-
man manage to meet her than she
movedout to Hemet, California, where
Istel had started a second parachuting
school. It was some months before
Normancaughtup with her again, and
she succumbed to the temptation of
being flown around the United States
and the Caribbean by this guy who was
brilliant at everything. “He asked me
whereI wantedto go,” Annesaid. “I'd
driven across the States and I’d studied
the map, but I could never find the
ShenandoahRiver, whichI felt strong-
ly about, because of the song and the
lovely name, WhenI said, ‘The Shen-
andoah,’ he just turned the plane
around and pointed it in the right
direction. He knew exactly where it
was. It was dark when wegot there.
There was a marvellous moon andthe
great sweep of the river. Well,this is
it, I thought.”

A™ and Torquil were married in
1961, and that same year heleft

J. P. Morgan in New York and re-
turned to England for good. He and
Anneflew homefor the wedding in his
Piper Comanche—a harrowing jour-
ney, via BermudaandLisbon, with bad
weather and minimum visibility all the
way. They eventually landed in En-
gland, not at one of the Londonair-
ports but at Eastleigh, in Hampshire,
because Norman wanted to introduce
his bride-to-be to his mother, who was

living in nearby Salisbury. As they
were climbing unsteadily out of the
cockpit, a customs officer pedalled up on
his bicycle. He was wearing a club
blazer and white flannels, and was
clearly furious at having been dragged
away from his cricket match. He im-
mediately embargoedthe airplane, and
Norman had to leave an expensive
wristwatch as surety before he and
Annewereallowed off theairfield.
There wasnota lot offlying for the

next few years. Norman worked in
Londonfor the merchant bankers Phil-
ip Hill, Higginson, Erlangers,and he
and Anne began what within seven
years became a familyoffive children
—three boys, two girls—all of them,
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like their father, very tall indeed.
Occasionally, he gotto fly the bank’s
airplane, but that was not enough to
keep in practice, and eventually helet
his pilot’s license lapse.

It took Normanfour anda half years
more at Philip Hill to discover he was
not cut out to be a banker. It was not
just that he did not like wearing a suit
and eating business lunches. He also
lacked the instinctive pusillanimity that
seemed necessary to the banking tem-
perament.“Investment
bankers have a very low
attention span,” he
said. “If a project isn’t
going to make a lot of
money for them in a
short time, or if there

are significant risks,
then they are very ten-
tative aboutgetting in-
volved. I discovered I had too much
sympathy for the people we refused to
lend money to because they actually
neededit.” Healso discovered that the
side of banking he enjoyed most was
learning about how people ran their
businesses. In 1963, he and another
wild man, Ken Bates, started a ven-

ture-capital company, Batehill, which
put moneyinto small businesses, took a

share of the equity, andtried to help the
companies succeed. Two years later,
whenPhilip Hill merged with M. Sam-
uel to become Hill Samuel, which is
nowoneof the major merchant banks,
Norman, who hasnotaste for mergers
and the infighting that goes with them,
quit and became the general manager
of Mineral Separations, a large indus-

trial holding company, with the job of
clearing up the smaller subsidiary com-
panies that were not doing well. By
1969, he had sold mostof them off, and
amongthose left was Berwick’s Toy
Company. He bought that one from
Mineral Separations with the help of a
merchant bank, and proceeded to build
it up until it was oneofthe largest toy
companies in Britain, with a turnover,

in 1979, of sixteen million pounds.
Initially, his main concern had been.

to make the companyefficient and prof-
itable, but gradually the toys them-
selves came to interest him more and
more. Hefoundthat he had flair for
knowing what children want. “Kids
love detail,”he said. “And that’s some-
thing I can bring to the party, because
I love detail, too. And I love coming
up with copythat will amuse children.
I suppose I have a very low mental age.” 
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Norman’s friends put it differently.
“The length of time he has worked in
the industry and the level he’s worked at
have given him an extraordinary un-
derstanding of which products and ideas
are acceptable,” said Thomas Char-
nock, whois now the managing direc-
tor of Bluebird Toys, and has worked.
with Norman for more than a decade.
“Despitehis size, he’s able to scale down

to the vision a very young child will
have of your product. We, as adults,

look at a toy and think,
That looks pretty good.
But Torquil has the
ability to imagine he’s a
four-year-old and he’s
seeing it at eye level.
Whatweseeis, say, a
small garage,butto lit-

tle child it’s a tall build-
ing and he’s looking at

it from underneath. An adult, looking
downonit, would make sure the roof

tiles looked good, but Torquil, seeing

it from underneath, thinks, It’s got to

haverafters here, decorations there. He
gets moresatisfaction outof seeing the
productin the handsof children than
outofits profitability.”

In Septemberof 1979, however, hav-
ing turned the company around and
madeit into a major force in the mar-
ket, he had a serious policy disagree-
ment with a colleague on the board of
what was by then called Berwick
Timpo. Although Normanhates com-
panypolitics and had left his career in
banking rather than be dragged into
them, this disagreement was so pro-
found that he resigned, and mounted

an attack to buy the company back. An
extraordinary general meeting was
called, and he defended his record from
the floor. He puthis case so eloquently
that when the vote came helost by a
mere two per cent, even though the
whole board was united against him.
“The united board frightened the
shareholders,” Anne said. “They'd
never heard of one guybeing right and
the whole board wrong.”

Theresult, for Norman, was a mid-
life crisis in the most literal sense: at
the age of forty-six, he found himself
out of a job, with relatively little mon-
ey, and withfive children to educate.
“I spent two months moping around
the house and having myportrait
painted by Anne,”hesaid. Anne her-
self doesn’t see it quite that way. In the
portrait, Normanis a dark, brooding
figure sprawled disconsolately in an
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armchair, a book in his lap, his long

legs stretched out in front of him. It
is a sombre painting, done in bold
brushstrokes—blues and grays and
greens, the impasto so thick that it
seems almost as thoughtheartist were
modellingin paint. She has caught the
depression as well as the man,anditis
a painting with which sheis, rightly,
verypleased.

Self-pity is not a vice that Norman
feels drawn to, and heis not a person
wholikes losing. “He took an awful
knock at Berwick Timpo,” said Joe
Brewer, a major figure in the British
toy trade. “The vote would havekilled
a lesser man. But hepicked himself up,
dusted himself off, and started again.”
Another colleague, Bill Dowle, who
buys toys for Woolworths in Britain,
called the Berwick Timpo vote “the
making of Torquil andalso the making
of Bluebird Toys.”
What happened was in fact quite

simple: Norman got an idea for a toy.
It was little playhouse in the shape of
a teapot, with teacup armchairs, a tea-
cup car, tea-chest tables, and a white

dog called Sugarlump. When you
turned thelid, the rooms swung around
inside, and when youlifted the lid like
an umbrella there were places to stow
the figures. Its name was the Big Yel-
low Teapot. “What he had done was
reinventthe doll’s house,” Bill Dowle
said.
Norman made a modelof the toy and

then could notbeartheideaoflicensing
it for someone else to manufacture.
Whatthe hell, he thought. Per ardua
ad astra, as they say inthe R.A.F.—T'l
start my own company. But to do that
he needed more than one product (the
Big Yellow Teapot turned out to be
one of the most successful toys ever
made in England, and is still being
sold, a decade later), So he looked
around for gaps in the market. At that
time, thanks to economies at the Min-

istry of Education, school lunches,

which had once been free to everyone,
were becoming expensive. Suddenly,
there was a newsocial split in schools
betweenrich kids, whose parents could
afford to pay for hot lunches, and poor
kids, who had to make do with sand-

wiches in a plastic bag. Norman’s idea
was for junior lunchboxes, bright-col-
ored, decorated with the children’s fa-
vorite characters—Mickey Mouse,
Mr. Men,MyLittle Pony—and with
their own special plastic flasks inside.
Lo andbehold, hot lunches no longer
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seemed such a big deal, and the kids
with the zippy lunchboxes hada social
edge. The market turned outto be just
about unlimited; his company still
makes hundreds of thousands of
lunchboxesevery year.

Havingsorted outhis ideas, Norman
called Tom Charnock, who was then
working for Peter Pan Playthings, a
Berwick Timposubsidiary in Peterbor-
ough. They arranged to meet in the
windswept parking lot of the Comet
Inn, near the old de Havillandfactory,
in Hatfield. As Charnock described it,
it was a classic Normanoccasion: “He
opened up the back of his car, lifted
some blankets and sheets, and there

were these wonderful model toys. They
were made of cardboard and bits of
plastic and clay modelling materials. It
was quite a variety. When we got to
the lunchboxes, I said, ‘The British
don’t use them. The Americansdo, the
Europeans do, but we don’t.’ Hesaid,
‘Well, that’s the size of the market,’
and I thought, That’s thescale of the
guy. Because other people aren’t doing
something doesn’t mean the idea
should be ignored. Quite the contrary
—it should be examined. That was
really the statement he was making to
me. When I told him the products
looked terrific, he said, ‘O.K., would
youlike a job?’ ‘Where’s the factory?” I
said. ‘We don’t have one ofthose,’ he
said. ‘We'll have to shop around for
one.’ He made it sound like going to
the local supermarket to buy a can of
beans. I said, ‘Whataboutreally bor-
ing things,like salary?’ ‘I can’t pay you
what you’re being paid now,’ he said.
‘Terrific,’ I said. ‘How about a car?”
‘Haven’t you got one at home we could
use?” he said. ‘Where’s the office going
to be?? I said. “Haven’t you got a spare
bedroom?”hesaid. ‘Hang on, Torquil,’
I said. ‘It needs a certain leap of the
imaginationto takeall this in.’ ‘It'll all
come good in the end,’ he said. And I
replied, ‘Whatthe hell, it’s worth it.’

So there I was, at the end of an hour
and a half, throwing upa decentcareer,

a decent salary, and decent prospects to
go to no factory, nooffice, no this, no
that, no the other. It was an interesting

situation. My wife and kids thought I
was deranged.”

Theproblem was howto finance the
new company whenall that Norman
had in the bank was a gigantic over-
draft. His one asset was the family
house—a rambling, rather shabby Ed-
wardian mansion with a swimming
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pool at the far end of an overgrown
garden. The house was on Avenue
Road, St. John’s Wood—anexpensive
address, close to Regent’s Park. Anne
had never much liked the neighbor-
hood: the shops were distant and ex-
pensive, and there waslittle sense of
community, because mostof the neigh-
bors wereforeign diplomats. So when a
property company offered a huge sum
to tear the house down and build a

luxury-apartment block, Norman ac-
cepted it. The proceeds from the sale
paid off his overdraft and provided
some of theinitial capital for the new
company. His merchant-bankerfriends
put togetherthe rest, and in January of
1981 Bluebird Toys opened,in a small
rented factory in Swindon, seventy

miles west of London.

‘Te beginning of the nineteen-
eighties was a low point for the

British economy. “We were the pau-
pers of the world,” Tom Charnock

said. “People were wondering when
they were going to bury England and
call it quits, then maybestart off again
on another island, somewhere else.
Thetoy industry went through a par-
ticularly bad time. Five or six major
companies went to the wall, and the
share of toys made in Britain slipped
from about two-thirds of the British
market to less than a quarter. Norman
saw this huge negative—high unem-
ployment, market-share decline—as an
opportunity. His attitude was: If we
start a business in a depression, when
things get better it’s goingto beeasier
to be successful. When I mentioned
this to my wife, she said, ‘What hap-
pens if you’re not successful?’ She was
right, of course. Torquil tends to focus
on the potential benefits, rather than
harp on the negatives.”
Most businessmen agreed with Jen-

ny Charnock. “Torquil’s opening a
factory in Swindon was considered sui-
cidal at a time when almost everything
manufactured—particularly if it was
small and plastic—was imported from
the Far East,”said Irwin Steinhouse, a
Londonproperty developer who knows
the Normans. “We gave him our ad-
miration and our sympathyin advance.
Wereckoned that it was the act of a
remarkably courageous man—like fly-
ingold airplanes, only more so.””

“He’s a patriot,” Anne Norman
said. “He wanted to help the British
economy get going again—to employ
peopleat a time of mass unemployment.
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Hefeels a responsibility for his advan-
tages. He also wanted to show the
people at Berwick Timpo that he could
do it—that he had beenrightall along.
Hefelt that their treatment of him was
a slur on his name, and he wanted to

clearit.”
Norman’s colleaguesin the toy trade

did what they could to help. “Pd kept
them amused all summer with my great
battle with the board of Berwick
‘Timpo, so they were very sympathet-
ic,” he said. “Toymaking is a nice
business. The products are fun, and,
becauseit’s a fashion industry, there’s a

lot going on all the time. It’s also a
small industry, and people rarely leave
it, because you make friends and they
help you out.”Inits first year of busi-
ness, despite the huge expenses of open-
ing a factory, tooling it up, buying a
computer, and drumming up customers

for its new line of toys, Bluebird aston-
ished its bankers by losing a mere eigh-
teen thousand poundson a turnover of
a million and a quarter. It has since
relocated its Swindon headquarters
twice and now occupies a factory and
offices that measure a quarter of a mil-
lion square feet. The companyalso has
a factory of a hundred andfifteen thou-
sand squarefeet in Peterborough,in the
East Midlands,anda third factory, of

three hundred thousand square feet—
on seven acres—at Merthyr Tydfil, in
South Wales. It now directly employs
twelve hundred people in all, and gives
work to about the same number
throughits suppliers, toolmakers, and
plastic converters. In 1989, its sales
were thirty-nine million pounds, and
its profits were two million two hun-
dred thousand pounds.

Meanwhile, Berwick Timpo, which
had madea profit of a million and a
half pounds the year Normanleft them,
“got into a muddle,” as he put it,

and went into receivership. “Neither
Torquil nor I took pleasure in seeing
them goto the wall,” Charnock said.
“There were a lot of good people in
the company,andjust a few very influ-
ential guys who had taken their eyes
off how the business needed to be. But
perhaps the reason I wasn’t too picky
aboutdetails when westarted Bluebird
was that I understood that Torquil had
-something to prove. And if you’ve got
something to prove you’ll either prove
it or fail abysmally. By the time we
floated Bluebird as a public company,
in the mid-eighties, that pressure had

become history, because we had dem-

onstrated sales up from zilch to eight,
nine, ten, eleven million, with a four-
teen-per-cent return on sales, pretax.
From there on, we were marching

forward, and Torquil didn’t have any-
thing to prove anymore.” In 1986,
Bluebird, already a major force in the
British toy industry, bought Peter Pan
Playthings from the failed Berwick
‘Timpo group, and twoyearslater they
added Merit Toys, another Berwick
‘Timpo subsidiary—a gesture that ap-
pealed to Norman’s fine-honedsense of
poetic justice.

InBluebird’sfirst years, Norman, up

to his neck in debt, worked flat out to

make the company a success. But even
though he was both the chairman and
the chief executive, the aspectof the job
that appealed to him most was making
decisions about the products: what they
should look like, how they fitted to-
gether, how they worked. Once the
company became big, that seemed to
him the most important element in its
continuing success.“It all becomes eas-
ier if you’ve got something everyone
wants to buy,” hesaid. “It’s relatively
easy to take on good accountants, pro-
duction people, and salesmen, but it’s
extraordinarily hardto find good prod-
ucts. Afterall, it’s a small, idiot indus-
try, so who wants to design toys?” He
did, for one. In due course, he took on

the combined role of chairman and
product-development manager, and
Bluebird became the only British toy
company to spendlarge sums of money
on design and development. Now the
ideas come mostly from him,but he also
talks to designers and inventors and
visits toy fairs all over the world,trying
to work out which areas of the market
have been neglected. He has a talented
team of technicians, who advise him on

whatis possible in termsof engineering
and the shapes that can be obtained
from injection-molding tools. As a re-
sult of his feeling for children—for
what they want and whatthey respond
to—and, aboveall, his passion for de-
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tail, his company has led the way in
miniaturization. This year, for in-
stance, there is a rangeof tiny dolls in
immaculate detail—with their own
desks and cars and kitchen tables—de-
signed as rings, all small enoughto be
worn ona child’s fingers. Norman has
also done what he can to reinvent toy
soldiers, restoring them to something

like what they used to be when he was
young: not twelve-inch-high action
figures, the macho equivalents of dolls,
but little inch-and-a-half men similar
to the soldiers children usedto arrange,
by the regiment, across the nursery
carpet. Thefigures have mustaches and
bulging muscles; the vehicles have
guns that fire, hatches that open and

shut, bombsthat drop. Norman’s New
Model Army is called M.A.N.T.A.
Force, and its enemies are Mad
Karnock’s Evil Karnoids. There are
already twenty million M.A.N.T.A.
men and Karnoids in the world, and in
a couple of years, Bluebird predicts,
they will outnumber the population of
Great Britain. The companyhas also
produced an even smaller-scale army,
called Zero Hour, whose slogan is
“When the Brave Must Fight to Save
the World.” Of these soldiers Norman
said, “They’re going to haveto fight
bloody hard, because they’re only
three-quarters of aninch high.”

HILE the Norman children
were growing up and their fa-

ther was transforming himself into a
captain of industry, there was no time
for flying. Norman consoled himself
with the Bus. In its way, the Bus was

the ultimate toy, designed by Norman
to carry him, Anne,theirfive children,
andtheir friends. He drew uptheplans,
bought a chassis, had the coachwork
built by Plaxton, a specialist firm in
Scarborough,and then drove the com-

pleted shell to Southend-on-Sea, where
a team of carpenters,electricians, and
upholsterers fitted it out as lovingly as
if it had been one of the Royal Family’s
Rolls-Royces.
The Bus had three main compart-

ments. There was a master bedroom at
the back, with a seven-foot bed, cup-
boards, drawers, and a basin. In the

center were five bunks, four running

across the Bus; the fifth ran longitudi-

nally and had an electronically con-
trolled toilet beneath it, which slid in
and outonrails. Up front was a kitchen
with a table that accommodated ten and
could be lowered hydraulically to be-



ALTONSMITHhas always loved cars. Hefirst turned his backyard
hobbyinto a full-time occupation n 1964, when he took a job on the line
inspecting brake drums, fittings and gears. He remembers being gung-ho “because
the guys depended on you:After nineteenyears in the business,Altontalks about

beinggung-ho again.This time asa tool and die maker, building a brandnew car
called Saturn in Spring Hull, Tennessee.

¢¢...My best buddies in high school were
twins.A couple of guys named Hugh and Hugo.

Weall had cars. And every Saturday wed
tear something downandputit back together

 
all ended up in the car business.

But those guys wouldr’tever believe I just
picked up and wentto workfor a car company
that’s neverbuilt a car before.
©1990 Sarurn Corporation



Well, what I’m doing now here at Saturn
is something completely different.

Here, we don’t have management and we
dort have labor.We have teams. And wehave what
you call consensus. Everything’s a group decision.

In the last seven months,I’ve only had
a few daysoff here andthere. Butthis is where
I wantto be.Thisis living heaven.

You work through breaks and you work
through lunch.You’re hereall hours and even

sometimes Saturdays.And you don’t mind.
Because no one’s making youdoit.It’s just
that here you can build cars the way you
know they oughtto be built. Fa

I know the competition’sstiff. iw
I wasoutin California for a family reunion
and everything was an import. Hondas,
‘Toyotas. Well, now we're goingto give

people somethingelse to buy.
I wouldn't be workingall these hoursif I

didn’t think wecould....9)
A DIFFERENT KIND Of COMPANY. A DIFFERENT KIND Of CAR.

Ifyou'd like to knowmore aboutSaturn, and our new sedans and coupe, pleasecall us at 1-800-522-5000. 
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come an enormous bed. One of four
rows of seats could be lifted up and
swungover, depending on whether you
were eating or driving. Each bed or
bunk had its own reading light, and
there was a hi-fi system with speakers
in every compartment. On top of the
Bus was a twenty-foot-long roof rack
with a boat onit. In the trunk was a
motorbike.

‘Twice a year, the family took off on
oneof the cross-Channelferries for the
Continent—Easter in Brittany, sum-
merfarther afield—with no hotelbills
and no worries about where they would
sleep at night. They wouldstopatlittle
beaches, go boating and fishing, and
build enormous sand castles. Then,

after supper, Norman, who gets by
without much sleep, would drive off
again into the night, with the kids
sitting up front in their pajamas.
(There were holders along the dash-
board for their cups of cocoa.) They
would wander off to bed, one by one,
and wakethe next morningto a differ-
ent beach. T’he summerof the Fischer-
Spassky chess marathon, 1972, Nor-
man and Anne would take a chess set
and putter off on the motorbike to a
nearby café, where they would spend
hours drinking wine and replaying the
Reykjavik games from the newspaper
accounts. And each year, when the
motor-racing circus arrived in En-
gland for the British Grand Prix, Nor-
man drove the Bus down to Brands
Hatch, where the family campedfor the
three daysof practice and racing. They
bolted chairs to the roof and had their
own grandstand forthe race. At night,

they wandered aroundthepits, watch-
ing the Ferrari mechanics change
engines and throw spanners to one
another, and listening to them sing
“Rigoletto”—“the whole magic,”
Normancalled it. And the Busitself
was a continuing magical experience—
indeed, the ultimate toy, created by
Normantogive his children a taste of
childhood perfection. The children
are now grown up,buttheystill talk
about it as a major influence in their
lives.

‘The Normanskept the Busfor elev-
en years, andfinallysoldit, in 1975, to
a drag racer named RonPicardo; he
dolled it up with colored lights, put a
trailer on the back for his dragsters,
and used it to take his family around
the country to watch him race. In
1989, the Bus wasreincarnated as an-

   

other Bluebird best-seller: the Big Red
Fun Bus, a miniature Londondouble-
decker kitted out with living room,
bedroom,kitchen, a garden onthe roof,

and a cast of seven, including a mon-
key, a hedgehog, and a hen.

LLthis time, the flying bug was
still working away in Norman’s

system. Finally, in 1985, when Blue-
bird went public and the family for-
tunes weresecurely reestablished, Anne
bought him an old de Havilland Tiger
Moth.“Hewas always buying me these
wonderful presents, and I could never
find anything good enoughto give him
in return,” she said. “Once, he bought
me a jukebox—bright blue and in full
working order—butthe biggest pres-
ent he ever gave me wasa canal barge.
It wasa secret. He arrangedforit to be
brought down from Rugby to London,
andone morningit just appeared in the
canal at Regent’s Park. It was a mar-
vellous gesture, but it was also a kind
of disaster. The children were all
small, and I had a room whereI paint-
ed, and there was just no space in my
life for it. I couldn’t make it into a
studio, because it rocked and was too

small for my canvases. People threw
stonesat it; we’d go downandrepairit,

but there was nothing we could do to
stop it. It was just awful. It was like
having another child, but one I
couldn’tlook after and hadtolet die. It
came so near being destroyed by van-
dals that in the end we hadtosell it.
Butit had a sort of afterlife: someone
kept chickens in it at Maidenhead. It
was the only one of Torquil’s brilliant

presents that went wrong—a wonder-
ful surprise, butjust too much. I bought
him the Tiger Moth because I wanted,
just once, to give him somethingreally
great.”

His Tiger Mothis like the airplanes
I used to make out of balsa wood and
paper in my childhood: a little biplane
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with two open cockpits, one behind

the other, a deep-blue fuselage, white
wings and tail plane, and struts of
polished wood—everydetail bright and
clean and perfect. Thefirst time I saw
it, in September of 1986, Norman was
keeping it just north of London,at the
Panshangerairfield, not far from the

old de Havilland factory. (The factory
is now part of British Aerospace.)
Panshangeris about as rudimentary as
an airfield can get before it reverts to
arable land. It has a clubhouse with a
coffee machine, a radio, which usually
functions only on weekends, three han-
gars—onebig, two small—and a pump
for fuelling airplanes. Norman’s han-
gar was awayfrom all this, on the far
sideofthefield,in a little doorless shell
of corrugated iron, big enough, in a
pinch,to hold threelightaircraft.
The Tiger Moth is small and trim

and delicate-looking, as airplanes were

supposed to be before they becamejust
another form of cramped and imper-
sonal mass transport in which you
know you areairborne only if you are
lucky enoughto besitting by a window.
When Norman removed the chocks
from its wheels, it was light enough for
the two of us to maneuverit easily out
of the hangar—youlifted it byitstail
strut and pushed—butbecause it was
made of wood and canvas it had to be
handled with care. There were special
places to put your feet when you
climbed into the cockpit, and special
places not to hold on to. Weput on our
gear: a zip-up flying suit for him, an
extra sweater and jacket for me, and

leather flying helmets and goggles for
both of us. The enginestarted sweetly
at the first swing of the propeller. We
strapped ourselves in, Normanbehind,
Tin front. The seat harness wasa four-
point contraption made of three-inch
khaki webbing. At the start, it felt
uncomfortable to be held so rigidly in
place;later, upside down,I was glad of

it. We taxied out onto the runway,
Normanrevved the engineto a pleasant
roar, the plane moved forward,thetail

lifted, and in less than a hundred yards
we were airborne. The instruments on
the dashboard were minimal: an air-
speed indicator, a rev counter, an al-

timeter, a turn-and-bankindicator, an

oil-pressure gauge, and a compass—
aging black dials with yellowish nee-
dles and figures. The joystick in my
hands and the rudder-control pedals
werelinked to those in the rear cockpit,
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so I could follow what Norman was
doing to control the plane. My head
was outin the air, the wind was in my

face, the sun shonepeacefully.
Weclimbed to a thousand feet and

levelled off. Flying at this altitude is
like being on aninvisible seam between
the earth and the sky, and, paradoxi-
cally, you can feel the height more
acutely than when you are higher. All
the details below were intensely sharp:
the harvest neatly stooked in thefields,
cars on the roads, a man walking his

dog acrossa field, a child waving to us
from his back garden,a grandPalladi-
an mansion with a bright-blue swim-
ming poolonits lawn,and,farther off,

the office blocks of Hemel Hempstead
and St. Albansglinting in the sun.
Norman pulled back gently on the

joystick. At three thousand feet, we
flew suddenly into cloud. One moment
the clouds were above us, looking as

solid as rock; the next we were moving

through them at ninety miles an hour
—great, softly streaming masses, as
beautiful as a girl’s hair. Then,just as

suddenly, we were out again in the

sunlight.
‘The intercom was an old-fashioned

air tube into the headphones of my
helmet. Norman’s voice camein above
the noise of the engine: “Feel like some
aerobatics? Nothing fancy.”

I noddedvigorously.
“Loop,” said the cheerful voice in

my ear.
Normandipped the nose, then pulled

back hard on the joystick. My mouth
dropped open with the g force, and my
stomach dropped with it. The sun,
which had been obscured by the upper
wing, came into view. Then the pres-
sure on my stomach eased and we were
moving downward fast. There was a
blur of blue and green and yellow,
which cleared slowly. I looked up and
saw thefields, with their bales of hay in

tidy rows, right in front of myface, yet
in no way did I feel upside down.
Then,still slowly, the sky was back
where it should be, and the horizon was

steady.

OI?
“Terrific.”
“Right ho, then. Let’s try a spin.”
Again the plane dipped and climbed,

my mouth dropped open, my stomach

lurched. At the top of the curve—this
time I was ready for it and could see
the earth clearly above my head—the
engine stopped and the plane seemed to
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hang motionless. There was a violent
movement of the rudder pedals, and
suddenly we were falling like a syca-
moreleaf, round and round, the land-

scape and sky spinning fast, until the
planesteadied, the engineburstintolife
again,and the world reassembleditself.
There was a third maneuver, a bar-

rel roll, during which,I learnedlater,
the airplane spirals like a corkscrew. I
could not make that out at the time,

because my stomach was rolling faster
than the barrel, and my mouth had
dropped open so wide I thought it
would become unhinged. All I saw was
a spinning vortex of sky and ground.

“Sorry about that,” Norman said

over the intercom.“Bit untidy.”
The loop, the spin, and the barrel

roll are formal procedures—three of a
large repertoire of aerobatic maneuvers
—with set rules andcriteria for perfor-
mance. You get it right or you do it
shoddily or, worse still, you foul up.
Butessentially they are all variations

on a single theme: play. And what
distinguishes this particular style of
play from earthbound equivalents is
that it is in three dimensions. When
Norman put the Tiger Moth into a
steeply banked turn, it felt as if the
airplane had poised one wingtip on an
invisible pinnacle and then pirouetted
around it. It was dancing in three
dimensions, playing in space, and the
effect it produced was one of total
freedom.
On my first visit to Panshanger,

there was a little Cessna 180 in
Norman’s private hangar along with
the Tiger Moth. When I wentback a
few months later, there was a third

planeinside: an old de Havilland Leop-
ard Moth, a high-winged monoplane
with an enclosed cabin that seats three
—the pilot up front, two passengers
behind him. The Leopard Moth was
just back from being rebuilt, and, like
the Tiger Moth, it was shining and
perfect in every detail. The cabin, in
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particular, was a marvel of old-fash-
ioned craftsmanship—cloth head lin-
ing, polished woodwork, seats padded
in red leather—like the inside of a
vintage car. “The design of light air-
planes hasn’t advanced muchin thelast
fifty years,” Normansaid. “The Leop-
ard Moth does everything a modern
plane would do, andat about the same

speed. It'll fly me to Bordeaux in com-
fort at a hundred andfifteen miles an
hour. And it has the added advantage
of folding wings, so it’s easy to store.
That’s oneofits pleasures. The other
is its construction, All the Moths were
designed at a time when they didn’t
have an excess of powerin the engine
and they didn’t have these modern ma-
terials like titanium and carbon fibre.
So they madeaircraft out of materials
they understood: high-grade Irish lin-
en, nice wood like ash, tubular steel
welded up for the enginebearers. In the
Leopard Moth,the shock absorbers are
rubberpads under compression,and the

fuselage is plywood and fabric. There’s
nothing complicated aboutit. The ma-
terials suited what they were trying to
do.It’s a question of craftsmanship, not

high tech.”
It was raining that day when Nor-

man collected me at 9 a.m., but the

weather people had predicted clear
skies by ten. We hung around, listen-
ing to the rain hammering on the
hangar’s corrugated-iron roof, and

Normanlovingly, and unnecessarily,
rubbed a cloth over the two Moths’
immaculate paint work and tinkered
with their engines. It wasstill raining
at midday when the pubs opened, and
it cleared only when we drove into
London, several pints to the bad, at

two o’clock.
This disappointmentseemed to con-

vince Normanthathe had let me down,
so he called a couple of weeks later and
offered me a quick spin up to Norfolk
in the Tiger Mothfor a rally of old
airplanes. Oneofthepleasuresofflying
in an open cockpit in England in early
summer is that you don’t have to stop
to smell the flowers; they cometo you.
At two hundred feet on a warm day,
great clouds of perfume envelop you as
you go: mayflowerfrom the hedges that
bound eachlittle field, wafts of pine
scent from the intermittent patches of
plantation. At Felthorpe, there were
rowsofold airplanes lined up outside
the clubhouse, all of them brightly
painted and beautifully turned out.

Eachtimea new plane arrived—planes
were coming in from all over the coun-
try—people waved, greeted one anoth-
er, and then wanderedup to admire the
machinery and talk shop. It was like
being a memberof an exclusive club,
except that the qualifications for join-
ing had nothing to do with class; all
you needed was a passionforflying old
aircraft. And, unlike most English
clubs, this oneinvited the wife and kids
to come along andshare the fun. Most
of them were crowded around a barbe-
cue that was smoking away outside the
clubhouse. We flew back to London
stuffed with charcoal-broiled ham-
burgers and sausages, and there were
no aerobatics that day.

HEpeak production time for the
toy industry runs from June until

mid-November, in order to get goods

into the shops during the buildup for
Christmas. From November to June,
there is a series of toy fairs—in Har-
rogate, Paris, London, Milan, Nu-
remberg, New York, Valencia, Tokyo
—at which the manufacturers show
their products, push new lines, and do

business with agents and buyers. Toy
fairs are Aladdin’s caves of everything
achild could ever wish for, from tinsel
for the Christmastree to hand-carved,
Georgian-style rocking horses, with
detachable leather saddles and tack,
that retail for more than five thousand
dollars. The only peculiarity of the
occasions is that there are never any
children around. The places swarm
with soberly dressed men and women
makingdeals orsitting solemnly, head
to head,trying outthe latest games.

Normanis the presidentof the Brit-
ish Toy and Hobby Manufacturers As-
sociation,andso is a majorfigure at the
Londontoy fair, which takes place at
the end of January eachyear. In 1990,
the main story going the rounds of the
fair concerned a typical Normanesca-

 

pade. He had taken a friend for a quick
spin in the Cessna to Clacton-on-Sea,
on the Essex coast. The Cessna needed.
an airing, he said, and, more impor-

tant, Clacton has a fish-and-chips shop
where the chips are distinctly superior
and the fish comes straight from the
sea. He mentionedthejaunt,in passing,
to a financial correspondent of the
Times, whoprinted the story in the
“City Diary,” where it was picked up
bythe tabloid press and a couple of local
radio stations. A numberof the bigger
players in the toy industry went around
the Londonfair with clippings of the
tabloid report and whipped them out
of their pockets without provocation,
with the sole purpose of embarrassing
Norman.

Partly, it was good clean fun,butit
was also a gesture of affection. Quite
simply,his colleagues in the trade are
proud of Norman. “Torquil is the
British toy industry,” said Ken Lewis,

a director of Woolworths. And Joe
Brewersaid, “He’s enormously knowl-
edgeable about products, andbrilliant
at developing ideas. He’s also the great-
est contact man I know. He knows
everybody, and everybody knows him.
When someonesays‘toys,’ everybody
thinks of Torquil.” Bill Dowle said,
“He’s a great ambassador for the toy
business. He has enriched the world.”
Even Tom Charnock, whois not given
to superlatives, agrees. “You don’t
have to be very good to be highly
regarded in the toy industry,”he said.
“Tt’s an insular business, sometimes
downright incestuous. You have
grandfather, father, and son all work-
ing in the same company. That doesn’t
really make for innovation. Torquil
functions on a different level from the
others. He spent a considerable time in
merchant banking; he speaks two or

three European languages; he has legal
training, and his whole educational
level is far above the general norm; he
is a brilliant sportsman,andheflies old
airplanes. Back in the Elizabethan
days, he’d have been out theresailing
the ships, finding us new landsto the
west, taking on the Spaniards on the

highseas.”In other words, the Clacton
jauntwas just anotherofthose larger-
than-life gestures his colleagues rou-
tinely expect from Norman, like a
champagne lunch he gave at another
fish-and-chips shop the day after Ava
Gardner died. He and his friends ate
deep-fried cod and drank Moét &



  Heroes For Today

Theold heroes were often but a chimera.

Menlike Coop and the Duke,

whosaved the day before heading off into

a technicolored sunset.

Paladins ofour imagination.

But, today’s heroes are those men and

women whoare guided by principles based on

real and lasting values. Those whohelp

to mendthetorn fabric ofthe earth.

And those whostill seek the adventurous life.

Before they head off, they don’t call wardrobe.

Theycall us.

Ez "P a. ®

Eachpiece is a Signed Original

Men’ and women's outdoorclothing andgear. Available at over 180 locationsacross the U.S. and Canada.
Weinvite you to call 1-800-356-8889 DepartmentCAX for a free catalog.



Sande Ross, author, educator and project managerfor Friendsof the Everglades, Florida.
Brushed Twill Shirt $32, Twill Trousers $32. 



Klaus, founder of Puget Sounders environmentalinformation network. Coastal Chuckanut Range,Washington.
Poplin Cruiser $85, Turtleneck$15 



cm
The Eddie Bauer Guarantee

What Eddie Bauersaid in 1922still holds true today:

“Every item wesell will give you complete satisfaction

or you mayreturn it for a full refund.”

S&
Eddie Bauer NearYou

For generations our free catalogs have been mailed to some of the

finest homes in America. You'll also find our exclusive products at over 180

Eddie Bauerstores across the U.S. and Canada, includingfifty

new stores opening this year. For your copy ofourlatest catalog, or for

the store location nearest you,calltoll-free 24-hours a day.

1-800-356-8889
Department CAX

Albuquerque Anchorage Atlanta Austin Baltimore

Boca Raton Boise Boston Buffalo Calgary Chicago Cincinnati

Cleveland Columbus Dallas Denver Detroit Edmonton

Eugene Houston Indianapolis Long Island Los Angeles Madison

Memphis Miami Milwaukee Minneapolis Nashville New Orleans

Ottawa Palm Beach Philadelphia Phoenix Pittsburgh Portland

Raleigh Richmond Sacramento Salt Lake San Antonio San Diego

San Francisco Scottsdale Seattle Short Hills Stamford St. Louis

St.Paul Santa Barbara Syracuse Toronto Vancouver Victoria

Washington D.C. Winston-Salem Youngstown

ges



Chandon in memory of his favorite
film star.
The Nurembergtoy fair, the major

event in the toymakers’ calendar, takes

place in early February, ten days after
the Londonfair. The night before the
1990 Nurembergfair opened, England
was swept by storms, and flights from
Heathrow were delayed, so Norman

staged another of his impromptu par-
ties. Duty-free champagne,jugs of or-
ange juice, and pint mugs
full of ice made Buck’s Fiz-
zes; smoked-salmon sand-
wiches from the cafeteria—
all thick-sliced bread and
very little salmon—pro-
vided the food. Within ten
minutes, a dozen gloomy

toy traders were having a

Norman’s first appointment of the
day was with Abe Mohr,a tough-look-
ing Israeli with a graying Velazquez
beard,a lined face, and sharp gray eyes.
Mohr, who looks as if he were on
permanent reserve duty with an élite
commando regiment, is an agent for

the band of eccentrics who spend their
lives inventing toys. At thefair, he had
rented a windowless cubbyhole with a
table, chairs, a coffee machine, and, at

the back, a large cup-
board, its shelves piled
with cardboard boxes of
varying sizes. He had two
people to help him—asi-
lent elderly woman with
a benign smile, and his
wife, who was lean and

fit and handsome,like him,
  great time. When theflight

was called, fifty minutes
late, we had got through a
bottle of champagne apiece, though,
according to H. M. Customs regula-
tions, no champagnebottles are sup-
posed to be openeduntil the purchasers
have left the country. But the duty-
free receipts are stapled to the plastic
bags the bottles comein, so if you put
the empties back in the bags and throw
the lot into the rubbish bins there is
no trace of your crime. “I think we’ve
found a chink in the security,” Nor-
mansaid.

The party continued on the plane
and then in the hotel in Nuremberg,
where bratwurst, sauerkraut, and beer

had been ordered by telex in advance.
WhenI leftit, at 2 a.m., Norman was

still going strong, and when I got
downto breakfast the next morning,at
seven-thirty, he was there before me,

his meal alreadyfinished. For the next
four days, he patrolled the fair, doing

deals and looking for new ideas. But
even Norman,with his apparently lim-
itless energy, restricted the number of
pavilions he visited. The Londonfair
fills both floors of Earl’s Court,a vast,
hangarlike exhibition hall between
Kensington and Hammersmith, butits
whole spread could be hidden away in
one corner of the Nuremberg fair,
whichconsists of thirteen huge pavil-
ions built in the fifties and sixties to
restore Nuremberg to the position it
had occupied before the Second World
War as the world center of the toy
industry. “If you walked all theaisles,
you’dcover more than twenty miles,”I
was told, And that was without de-
tours.  

hackman—

and looked as if she were
a member of the same
regiment. Norman had

come with John Hanwell, the young
development manager for the Merit
Toys division of Bluebird. The older
womanhovered by the shelves; the rest
ofussettled aroundthetable.
“Pm givingyou first choice,” Mohr

said. “The pick of our market re-
search.”
Norman looked embarrassed. “Ac-

tually, we don’t do market research,”
hesaid. “We work on hunches.”

‘The older woman handed Mohr a
big box marked “Foot Tops.” The
tops were small andplastic, and Nor-
man seemed unimpressed.

Mohrshrugged. “O.K., so the box

is huge, the merchandiseis small.”
“[ was thinking of marketing a

gamecalled Royalty,” Norman said.
“A big box with nothingin it except a
piece of paper saying the royalty goes
to Abe.”

Mohropened another box andsaid,
“Are you looking for bubbles?”

“T love bubbles.”
Mohrtook out an elaborate yellow

gun and filled it with liquid soap.
Whenhepulled thetrigger, the soap
dribbled out of the end of the muzzle
and there were no bubbles.

“Don’t you feel a slight sense of
disappointment?” Norman asked.
“We have one that works with

foam,” Mohrsaid. “I'll showit to you
in New York.”
The toys kept coming: the Sound

Car, whose sound was not impressive;
Body Bell, which comeson a belt and
dances when you dance; Musical
Squares; Willy the Weight-Lifter;
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Wiggle n’ Giggle; Whatchamacallit.
“That name is my onecontribution

to the toy industry,” Normansaid. “I
invented it twenty years ago.”

“It’s still selling, and now I’ve got
the rights,” Mohrsaid.

More toys: Crazy Airplane, Zebra
and Lions, Cat in the Fish Shop,
Dachshund and Fleas. We played the
Ice-Floe Game, Top Hat, and Jump-
ing Monkeys. Norman and Mohrgot
involved in a keen game of Tricky Tac
Toe, which entailed putting magnetic

butterflies on magnetic flowers; if you

put them on the wrong way, they
jumpedoff. When Mohrwon, Norman
gave him sourlook and said, “What
ever happened to customerrelations?”

All the time, Norman and John
Hanwell were taking notes on the toys
that interested them. At the end of the
meeting, Norman flipped through the
notes and summarized them into a tape
recorder for transcription back at the
head office, in Swindon. Mohr and

Hanwell arranged further talks for the
following week in New York.“I won’t
be able to make that,” Normansaid.
“Mydiaryis full.”
Then Norman disappeared into the

packed aisles like a long-distance
swimmer into the sea. I sighted him
occasionally, looming above the crowd,

always deep in conversation with some
seemingly diminutive colleague, and he

appeared at some of the spontaneous
lunch parties the British contingent
held each day at one of thefair’s five
restaurants. Otherwise, there was no

way of keeping up with him. I gave up
each day by about four o’clock, went
back to the hotel, and slept for two
hours, while Norman wenton with his
ten-hour tour of duty. “He’s meeting
people, cementing relationships,” Bill
Dowle said when I asked him what
Norman was doing. “But mostly he’s
looking for ideas for 1992. He’s one of
the very few of us who go to the Tokyo
toy fair. You can’t buy anything in
Japan anymore,andit’s hard to sell to
them. He goes for ideas and for joint
ventures.”

In the evenings, Norman came
straight from the fair to the cocktail
parties that British agents were throw-
ing for foreign buyers. Then weall
moved on to dinner—Bavarian Chi-
nese, Bavarian French, even plain Ba-

varian—followed by longsessions in
Nuremberg’s picturesque medieval
pubs. It was morelike an endurancetest
thanlike a tradefair.
Norman was also the prime mover

behind the binge the British throw
themselves each year at Nuremberg.
Everybody comes—the buyers, the
agents, the salesmen, the representa-

tives of the big firms and the small—
and what is remarkable about the eve-
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ning is the friendliness, the apparent
lackofrivalry, and people’s willingness

to drink too much and make fools of
themselves without worrying about im-
age or reputation, “Compared with
America, the British toy trade is a
community, small and compact, like a
village,” an agent named Roslyn
Zaurlinden said. “You know everybody,
you help each other out. And unless
you’re a proprietor the chances are
you’ll wantto move to another firm at
somestage,so it’s naturalto be friend-

ly.” Bill Dowle putit more succinctly:
“Of course it’s a friendly industry.
What do you expect when the end
productis a happy child?”

Between workand celebration, Nor-

man seemedto be putting in a twenty-
hour day in Nuremberg, and at the end
ofit he and therest of the crew flew on
for more of the same at the New York
toy fair. Hetravels light: onesuit, a pile
of shirts, an ancient sweater, and a

bottle of Lea & Perrins Worcestershire
sauce, because, he says, you can’t get
Lea & Perrinsin Europe, andthe Amer-
ican makers have modified the taste and
he doesn’t approveofthe result.

DPENs the toy-fair season,
Norman’s flying is mostly on

hold, except for occasional sorties like

the fish-and-chips run to Clacton.
Then, as the days begin to lengthen



and the temperature rises, the urge

to fly reasserts itself. For Norman,

Panshanger has two things going for
it: it is a short drive from his house in
Camden Town,andit is near to the
old de Havilland factory. Its drawback
is that his private hangarhasno doors.
Althoughtheairfield is in a peaceful
rural area, it was tempting fate to keep
two restored classic airplanes sitting
there unprotected, so by the summer of
1989 Norman was using Panshanger
only for the little Cessna 180 he had
bought “to get about in” while his
Leopard Moth was being rebuilt. It
was the same model that he had had
when he was living in the States a
quarter of a century earlier. “A lovely
plane,”he said. “Fast, and perfect for

getting in and outof small fields. Once
Pd gotit, I fell in love with it all over
again. Then the Leopard Moth came
back, and I found myself a bit over-
airplaned.”
To the outsider, the Cessna is just

another light plane, with none of the
coach-built, craftsmanly appeal of the
two Moths. Butit is quiet and comfort-
able, and the nexttime he offered me a

spin in the Tiger Moth we first flew

the Cessna,sedately andin shirtsleeves,
to Swindon, Tom Charnock, who has
caught the flying bug from Norman,
has a farm notfar from the factory, and

oneofits fields has been turned into a
landing strip. At its edge is a brand-
new hangar with sliding, lockable
doors, in which the Leopard and Tiger
Moths are now kept. We parked the
Cessna, put on our headgear, and took
off in the Tiger Moth. It wasthe early
morning of another sweet-smelling
day, the mayflowerin full bloom, the
fields a tender new green. Weflew over
the Swindonfactory, and I was suitably
impressed. When the time came for
aerobatics, he pointed the plane north-
west and shouted, “Let’s buzz the

house!”
When Norman was a child, his

grandfather owned six hundred acres
of Gloucestershire and a large country
house. Butthe old man grew tetchy and
alcoholic in his last years, and fell
undertheinfluenceof his Russian sec-
retary, to whom he eventually gave
power of attorney. Thesecretary pro-
ceeded to rob the family blind. Al-
though they took him to court and
appealed thecase right up to the House
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of Lords—theBritish equivalentof the
Supreme Court—the grand family
mansion was lost. The land that re-
mained was divided among Norman’s
mother and her three sons. It included
a kind of time capsule of Old England
—an ancient wood of oaks, ashes,

sycamores, and boxtrees, threaded with

mossy rides and bounded along one
edgebya little trout stream called the
River Churn. Overthe years, Norman
has bought out his brother Desmond’s
share and built himself a big house of
honey-colored Cotswold stone. The
house is called Far Park, and it has a

fine view of the wood andthe landscape
that surroundsit. The estate also has
excellent shooting, but Anne Norman

objects so fiercely to blood sports that
the gamekeeper pretends that every-
thing he shoots has died of natural
causes. “It’s the only game estate in
Britain where all the pheasants die of
old age,” Bill Dowle said.

Because of his size, Norman has
difficulty finding houses that fit him.
‘Ten years ago, whenhe sold the man-
sion on Avenue Road and movedto a
Victorian terraced house in Camden
Town,he had the basement excavated.
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a coupleofextrafeet in order to provide
a kitchen and dining room he would
feel comfortable in. At Far Park, he
solved the problem by designing the
house himself. Theliving room is vast,
with a pitched roof, like the roof of a
church, supported by a great stone pil-
lar of a chimney, and with a gallery
halfway up one side large enough to
house a three-quarter-size snooker ta-
ble. All the doors are massive and
oaken, and whenI am there I have the
impression that I have to reach up to
open them, like Gulliver among the
Brobdingnagians. This is a pity, be-
cause Norman hasa talent for putting
people at their ease, and whenever I am
with him he stoops morethanis strictly
necessary, to disguise the thirteen-inch
differencein our height.
Norman and Anne use Far Park

irregularly, at best. “I didn’t see why
we couldn’t spend our holidays in the
country with the kids,” Annesaid. “So
wetried it once, and it was a disaster.
‘Torquil spentthefirst week designing
a rowingboat, which turnedout to be

not very stable. The second week, he
just fell apart and watchedtelevision.
He’s not good at doing nothing.” He
also has a peculiarly cavalier attitude
toward possessions. The grand man-
sion in St. John’s Wood had a swim-
mingpoolin its garden—agreat rarity
in London, The first time Tom
Charnockvisited the place, there were
“thirty or forty people going through
the front garden and around the
back,” he told me.“People of every size,
color, race, creed, and de-
nomination, I thoughtit
was a meeting of the Unit-
ed Nations. WhenI got up
to Torquil’s office, at the

back of the house, I looked
out the window, and the
pool area was packed with
people from one endto the
other—kids swimming,

mums sunning themselves.
I said, ‘Torquil, you’ve been invaded.’
“Oh,no,’ he said. ‘One day a week,

I open the poolto the neighborhood.I
tell them not to bring glasses and
thingslike that, becauseit’s dangerous
for the children. But they don’t leave
much mess. Whatthe heck,so there are

a few crisps packets to pick up after-
ward. But they’ve all enjoyed them-
selves.’ ” It was the same at Far Park
the first time Charnock went there:
“There must have been a hundred Boy
Scouts swanningaboutthe place. Ten 
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sleeping bags in every room. Torquil
said, ‘Sorry about the mess. We've got
the Boy Scouts staying.’ ‘How do you
mean?? I asked. Andhesaid, ‘Oh,I let
them have the house for two weeks
every year.’ You just can’t compete
with a guy like that—with the gen-
erosity, the free and easy attitude

to the things he owns. And, when
you think about it, Boy Scouts, local
kids—in both instances, he’s looking
after the younger generation. Maybe
he uses them as a testing ground for
toys.”

You just can’t compete with a guy
like that: everything Charnock said
about Norman seemedto contain that
mixture of baffled affection, respect,
and exasperation. Yet Charnock is a
notoriously tough businessman, a
brilliant manager and strategist, and
Normanrelies on him heavily for Blue-
bird’s remarkable growth in a competi-
tive market. In return, Norman andhis

appetite for life and risk have made
Charnock a rich man, as Charnock
himself is the first to admit. He also
admits to an unfulfilled ambition of his
own for Torquil: he wants to get him a
knighthood. “It goes with his patrio-
tism, his buccaneering spirit, and the

Biggles airplanes,” he said. “Torquil
has an ambition for me, too. He wants
to make mea nicer man. But he won’t
succeed,”
Norman’s casually democratic style

applies also to the organization and the

running of his factories. In January, I
spent a day with him at Dragon Parc,

an industrial estate on the
edge of Merthyr Tydfil.
Merthyr wasa coal-mining
town, but the pits grad-

ually closed in the nine-
teen-eighties, and it became

a depressed area. When
Bluebird opened, in 1989,
there were thirty-five hun-
dred applications for three
hundredandfifty jobs. The

firm interviewed every one of the
applicants and wrote polite letters to
all of them, the successful and the
unsuccessful alike. The politeness paid
off. When the unions arrived to or-
ganize the factory—South Wales is
traditionally a strong union area—the
work force rejected them, not for

political reasons (Merthyr is a safe
Labour seat) but because there seemed
to be no function the unions could
usefully serve. “We practice Japanese-
style management,” Barry Gunter,
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the managing director of the Welsh
factory, said. “We have meetings
twice a week between workers and man-
agement, and any problem that comes
up wedealwith straight away.”
Norman added, “We haven’t gone

as far as Honda, where the manag-

ing director does calisthenics every
morning with the staff. And we don’t
disapprove of unions. We simply think
that if we are doing our job proper-
ly the unions won’t have much to
do.”
A tour of Dragon Pare with Nor-

manis a peculiarly relaxed and chatty
affair. The Bluebird factory is red
brick, huge and modern, with three
vast storageareas, both bigger than the
biggest hangar at Panshanger. The
assembly area is equally large and is
staffed mostly by women, who have

nimbler fingers than men and so are
more adeptatputting togetherintricate
plastic toys. Norman seemed to know
all of the women by name. He asked
after their families or flirted with the
unmarried ones, leaving them flushed
with pleasure.

According to Tom Charnock,that

is standard Normanprocedure: “He’d
wanderinto the plant at Swindon and
say, ‘Good morning, I’m just going to

havea...’ He wouldn’tfinish the sen-
tence. What he meantwasthat he was
goingto scull around the place and say
hullo to everybody. Then,for the rest
of the week, whenever I saw, say, the
secretary from five offices down the
corridor, she would say, ‘Wasn’t that
wonderful, Torquil asking me about
my youngster? How did he know he’s
still got a cold?? And I’d think,
Goddamit, he’s too much for me. But
the truth is, he’s genuinely interested
in people.”
The same democratic principles ap-

ply to the works’ annual Christmas
parties. The British traditionis to have
separate bashes for office and factory
workers, with management mingling
hardlyatall. But not at Bluebird. “We
don’t differentiate,” Charnock said.
“Thereis no set table seating. I could
be sitting with the company accountant
or with one of the guys from the dis-
patch bay. When wethrew the first
Christmas party at Merthyr Tydfil,
Torquil and I went down with our
wives, and all the girls there brought
their husbands. You haveto appreciate
that these are ex-miners, Welsh rugger
players, tough guys by any standard,
with handshakes that could crush
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rock. Torquil andI wereat the bar with
them, whacking back pints of beer. I
haveto say, I excelled myself: I have
never drunk so many pints in mylife,
and I was still standingat the endofit.
I reckon I gota five-out-of-ten score
from the local boys. They thought, At
least he’s trying. It seemed to me an
ordinary kind of Bluebird party—we
met people, we chatted, and it went
well. But a week later I gotletters from
a couple of the girls who work there,
asking me to thank Torquil
for coming down,andsaying
that neither they nor their
husbandshad ever before had
the opportunity to be with the
bosses, either when they were
in the mines or at any other
factory they had worked in.
The next time I wasthere,
I made a point of meeting
theladies. I told them, ‘This
is silly. We do it all the
time.’ They replied, ‘In Wales, it’s
unheard of.’ That struck me as odd,
since there are a lot of Japanese compa-
nies in the area. It made me wonder
whether we’re doing it right or
wrong.”

Since Norman became thepresident
of the British Toy and Hobby Manu-
facturers Association, he has applied
the same principle to the much more
formal occasion ofthe association’s an-
nualdinner. He has done away with the
presidential high table and mostof the
prearranged seating plans. Guests now
sit where and with whom they want.
Contrary to all expectations, everyone
seems to prefer it that way. Nobody
wants to return to the old hierarchical
fashion and, even when Torquil’s term
of office expires, the revolution, like
those in Eastern Europe, seems to be

hereto stay.

a[eee Sunday we flew over Far
Park, some of the now grown-up

Norman children were weekending
there, along with assorted girlfriends
and boyfriends, and when we buzzed
the house they came running out in
their pajamas, waving and shouting.
Normanloopedthe loop,did a particu-
larly dizzy spin, and pirouetted the
Tiger Mothon point a hundred or so
feet above the lawn. Then everybody
waved again, and we flew back to
Swindon.
“What do you bet we got the bug-

gers out of bed?” Norman shouted
throughtheair tube.  
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As we flew back to London in the
Cessna, he told me about the latest

addition to his private fleet—a D.H. 90
Dragonfly. The Dragonfly was the
Learjet of the nineteen-thirties, a ma-
chine that Norman has always loved:
“Notthat I knew anything about them,
I just loved the waythey looked.” The
pretty face, however, went with a nasty
temperament. The Dragonfly is fa-
mousfor being oneofthe few airplanes
de Havilland got wrong. Althoughit

flew sweetly once it was air-
borne, it was a monster on
the ground.Its fuselage was
too wide andits tail plane
was too small—a combina-
tion that gave it a tendency
to ground loop, or veer

sharply to oneside, on take-
off and landing. Because of
this quirk, only one Dragon-
fly is still flying; all the rest
have been written off. At the

time Norman boughthis, it was a pile
of matchwood outside a hangar in
Louisville, Kentucky. It had got that

way on a demonstration flight when
it swung ontakeoff and the pilot,
who may have knownverylittle about
its peculiarities, drove it, with both

throttles wide open, into an eight-foot

ditch. When Norman heard about
the wreck, he hated the idea of its

remains’ becominga set of spare parts
for the one Dragonfly still intact. Be-
sides, having had the Leopard Mothre-
built, he knew all about the British
craftsmen who weredevoted to bring-
ing old airplanes backto life and would
understand theintricacies of the Drag-
onfly’s double-diagonal plywood con-
struction. It was a temptation he could
notresist.

Just how Normanintendstofly four
classic planes in weekend breaks in his
hard-driven life as a captain of industry
he does not say. Yet collecting old
planes doesn’t interest him, he swears;

it is just an adjunct to his one true
passion—flying. “I’m not unique in
this,” he said. “Anyone who has ever
beensufficiently involved in flying to go
solo and get his license finds it’s a
passion he can neverget over. Thereis
no end to the pleasure flying gives me.
Myplanes goin and outoffields and
farm strips. The other day, for in-
stance, I flew from Panshanger to
Northumberland to see a friend. A
nightmare journey to drive, but in the
Cessnait took me a mere hourandforty
minutes, and I landed in a field just a
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mile from my friend’s house. There I
was, transported to totally different
world. It’s like magic. You can go
places, see different things, have some
adventures, and all the time there are
theselittle technical problems you have
to solve. You kid yourself that there’s
an elementofskill involved,butit’s like
everything else: once you know how to
doit, it gets a lot easier.Still, there are

always moments whenyouare actually
required to exercise a margin of skill.
That’s what makes the whole package
irresistible.

“Because it happens in three dimen-
sions, it attacks every one of your
senses. Flying above cloud orin it or
very low or at night—whateveryou’re
doing, your senses are being bombarded.
with stimuli. Military aircraft, of
course, are the ultimate turn-on, be-

cause they do everything onthe biggest
scale. In a Meteor,you could dofive or
six hundred miles an hour; it was so

powerful that you could point it
straight up and go to twenty thousand
feet. And, becauseit was so strong, you

could do what you wanted with it. In
the Fleet Air Arm andthe 601 Squad-
ron, we used to have these wonderful

tail chases. The idea was to try to get
on the other bloke’stail while prevent-
ing him from getting on yours. You’d
go straight up, then stall or pull over,

and if he came past, you knew you’d
got him. The whole sky was your
playground. You weretrying to outwit
the other bloke and go to thelimit of
what your body could stand before you
blacked out. Because the plane was
unbreakable, it was yourskill and your
physical thresholds that were being
tested.
“Of course, I’m too old for that sort

of stuff now, and anyway you can’t play
the sametricks in a Tiger Mothif you
want to keep it in one piece. The
aerobatics I do now are a hundred per
cent safe. It’s not risk that turns me
on;it’s the skill involved in doing a

maneuver nicely instead of clumsily.
There’s no danger involved in flying
an airplanein unlikely positions. Roll-
ing, spinning, being upside down is
simply fun, pure hedonism. However
prosaic life may be, however hard I’m
working, and however boring the
drudgery, I can climb into the Tiger
Moth and the sheerthrill of it puts
everything in perspective. Dancing
on a cloud: that’s what I do when
I’m up there, and that’s how I feel
when I land.” —A.ALVAREZ
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REFLECTIONS

N the nineteen-fifties, when I was

in mylate teens and early twenties,
I lived for some years among the

Juwa and Gikwe Bushmen of the
Kalahari Desert. I went there with my
parents, Laurence and Lorna Mar-
shall, and my brother, John, to record
the Bushmen’s way oflife. My own
interest was in the lions (leopology, I
liked to say), but I hadlittle time to
pursuethatinterest in those busy days.
Under any circumstances, though,
lions are hard to ignore, so I was able
to glean some data on them. When I
returned to visit the Kalahari in the
mid-eighties, it was apparentto me that
the people had changed greatly, and
that the lions had changed even more.
Where there had been onelion popula-
tion, there were two, and they were as

different from each other as they were
from the population I had known. All
this had happened in just thirty years,
or, from a lion’s point of view,in less

than three lifetimes. Plenty of lions
still living could have
been reared and edu-
cated by lions who had
known the old days,
and there had not been
enough time, by any
stretch of the imagina-
tion, for the lions to
have undergone genet-
ic adaptation. No—the
changes had come
about for other rea-
sons.
What reasons?

Well, lion reasons.
That there could be
such a thing as a lion
reason may not yet
have wide acceptance
outside thefield of ani-
mal behavior; many
peoplestill cling to the
view that a behavioral
manifestation such as
the change found in
the lions is transmitted
by genetic coding rath-
er than by cultural
means.

In 1980, at the Uni-
versity of Sydney, I
gave a talk on the
Juwasi. After the talk,

THE OLD WAY

one of the young anthropology profes-
sors asked me if it was true that the
Juwasi sometimes ceased caring for
very old or very sick people, and aban-
doned them to die. We had heard ofits
happening, I answered. When it hap-
pens, she asked, what determines who
gets abandoned and who gets taken
care of? I didn’t have much informa-
tion on that, for I knew of only one old

man who had been abandoned, and
others had goneback for him later. But
whatdid I think, the young professor
wanted to know. I could only describe
for her a family in which it didn’t
happen. In a group of people whofell
ill during an epidemic was a young
widow with two smallchildren, andall
three were too sick to follow when the
group wasforced by lack of food to
leave its camp. Theother people of the
group might have had to abandon the
young widow andher children. But her
mother was there. This small, rather

elderly woman took her daughter on

CRAIG
  

NISBET
\|

“Good morning. P’m Craig Nisbet, and Pm
trying to meet women.”

her back, her infant grandchild in a

sling across her chest, and her four-
year-old grandchild on her hip, and
she carried them thirty-five miles, to
her people’s new camp. They arrived
almost a day after the rest of the
group, but they arrived, and even-
tually all recovered. “What a beauti-
ful story,” the young professor said.
“But what can we make of it, now
that the sociobiologists have taken
over anthropology? These days, we
wouldn’t dare attribute such an act to
love.”

Positions have modified a bit since
1980, and today such an act can be
attributed to love. As the story shows,

love has evolutionary value. So, in
fact, do all emotions. That is why
lions and other animals have them,
and why cultural diversity—brought
aboutby experience, thought,feelings,
education—as well as genetic diver-
sity accounts for the different cus-
toms found in different populations

of manyliving things.
In the nineteen-fif-

ties, the Kalahari Des-

ert seemed remote. No
safarists, no explorers,

no travellers, no farm-
ers, no white or Bantu

people had ever stayed
in the roughly ten
thousand square miles
of dry bush-savanna
that formed the most
remote parts of the
western Kalahari. The
Bushmen were the on-
ly people known to
have lived there, and
also the only people
known to have ex-
plored the country.
Few non-Bushmen
had even passed
through it. Most ofit
had not been mapped.
There were no boot
marks in the dust, no
roads across theplains,
nojet trails in the sky,

nosatellites among the
stars.

Thatdry savannais
disturbed and broken
now,but in those days

  



the western Kalahari was still whole, a
delicate ecosystem of enormous antiq-
uity. The plant communities, un-

touched by modern manandhis domes-
tic animals, were drought-adapted, and
in balance. Their size and composition
were controlled by time, by soil condi-

tions, by rainfall and fire. The popula-
tions of animals, in keeping with a dry
savanna, were not large and crowded,

as they are in most African game parks
today, but sparse and highly varied.
Showing the ancient relationship be-
tweenthis place and someofits inhabi-
tants, the antelopes wholived there had
become independent of water, and

could range throughout the great dry
areas of the western Kalahari, getting
enough moisture from dew and from
little wild melonscalled tsama melons.
In those days, water-dependent
ungulates, such as rhinos, elephants,

zebras, and buffalos, were not present

in the western Kalahari except as occa-
sional visitors during the rains. Butall
the large Southern African carnivores
were generously and widely represent-
ed—an indication of the health and
stability of the ecosystem.

Finally, there were the people, the
Juwasi. When wefirst visited these
people, they wereliving in the old way,
as hunters andgatherers, getting their
food, their clothing, their tools, and
their shelter from the savanna. To-
bacco, small pieces of metal, and tiny

glass beads were the only exotic mate-
rials they processed, and they got those
from the neighboring Bantu people by
trading animal skins. The Juwasi
smoked the tobacco in pipes made of
animal thighbones, and they cold-ham-
mered the metal into knives and arrow-
heads, gradually replacing their old-
style implements and bone arrowheads.
Otherwise, like the Kalahari itself,
Juwatechnology wasstable. The most
recent innovations seemed to be the
bow and arrow and an extremely
powerful arrow poison made from the
grubs of Diamphidia beetles and their
parasites.

Noone knows how long the Juwasi
or any other people have lived in the
western Kalahari. No one knows
whether the modern Bushmen are de-
scendants of an ancient population or
newcomers in a series of occupying
populations. Needless to say, in the
nineteen-fifties no archeological work
had been done. Excavations in border-
ing areas havesince unearthed encamp-
ments containing artifacts of hunter-
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gatherers—encampments that were oc-
cupied more than thirty thousand years
ago. Thatfigure was determined while
the excavations were in their early
stages. At the time of this writing, the

depths of the encampments have not
been reached or the antiquity of their
occupancyestablished.
Although these archeologicalfind-

ings will certainly be important to hu-
manprehistory, they may be unimpor-
tant ecologically. What matteredto the
integrity of the environment was that
human hunter-gatherers had been
there long enoughto countasecologi-
cally indigenous. Humanbeings, after
all, evolved on the African savannas.

Fossil evidence from sites like Olduvai
Gorge places some of the earliest
hominids just a few weeks’ hike to the
north. So people and their ancestors
could have been gathering the ground-
nuts and wild melons of the western
Kalahari for a longtime.

During that time, the human popu-
lations were governed bythe sameforc-
es that governed the populations of
other living things. The ecosystem ab-
sorbed the impactof its people, who in
vast areas of the Kalahari are the only
primates, as it absorbed the impact of,
say, the lions. As a result, the hunter-

gatherer economyas it was practiced by
the people in the Kalahari will probably
prove to have been among the most
successful human economies ever prac-
ticed on earth,if duration and stability
measure success.

Eventhe plants of the Kalahari seem
to have adjusted to our kind. Although
plants have been adjusting to animals
since the time of the dinosaurs, their

adjustmentto fire may have been fur-
theredby people, at least on the African
savannas.In the Kalahari only people
and lightning can set fires, and
lightning sets only a few. Therest,
the fires whose smoke used to redden
the sunsets at the end of the dry sea-
son, were of human manufacture, set

from time immemorial by hunters to
induce the new green grass, which
draws the game.
To some Westerners,the practice of

casually setting a fire and then letting
it burn on to travel where it will
throughout the dry season until the
rains come andput it out might seem
destructive. Yet in fact the Kalahari’s
vegetation profits from the fires. With-
out fires, a certain kind of thornbush
takes over. With fires, the grass is
renewed and many kinds of plants
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germinate. The fires help the vegeta-
tion, which,in turn, helps the animals.

fxtnouGH the people of the
Kalahari got more of their food

from gathering thanfrom hunting, and
thus were very different from the other
carnivores, the animals saw the people
as hunters and adjusted accordingly. As
the antelopes responded to lions by
signalling warnings or by positioning
themselves in such a way as to keep the
lions in view, they responded to people
by staying beyond bowshot—adistance
mostantelopes seemed to know.Infact,
some animals seemed to know a lot
more about arrows than just their
range; many giraffes knew to keep the
branches of a bushytree like a shield
between themselves and a person. That
defense would do nothing to help
against any other predatoror any other
weapon, but against the small, light-
weight arrowsused by the Bushmenit
worked very well. Lacking the right
kind of tree, a giraffe would move
farther away from a hunter.

So much knowledge and such highly
developed safety strategies on the part
of the game meant that the human
hunters and the other hunting species
faced the samedifficulties: the game
was almost but not quite a match for
them; they were pushed to the limits
of their skills. In terms of hunting
success, it seemed to me, the Juwa
men were probably more or less equal
to the other large-sized hunters of
the Kalahari—especially those who
hunted large-sized game cooperatively.
In those days, the most importantof the
other large-sized codperative hunters
in the western Kalahari werethe lions.
Whatever large animals the people

hunted the lions also hunted. Unlike
manypredators, who have no choice
but to kill old or young orsick or
wounded animals, the Bushman hunt-
ers simply killed the nearest animals. So
did the lions. The people tended to
favor giraffes and the larger antelopes
—hartebeests, gemsboks, kudus, and

elands. So did the lions. Perhaps these
shared preferences aren’t surprising; a
large-sized victim is particularly im-
portant to any hunters whoneedto feed
a group. Most of the time, the people
preferred to stay in groups of twenty or
thirty, while the lions apparently
preferred to stay in groups of six or
seven. Hence,in a way, the groupsize
was the same: the people were more
numerous, but the lions were larger.
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Each group would have weighed about
three thousand pounds, so on a cosmic
pair of scales the groups would have
balanced each other. A meat mealbig
enough for the people was also big
enoughfor the lions.

Perhaps partly for this reason, the
lions and the Juwasi helped themselves
to each other’s kills. Once, I was pres-

ent when Juwa hunters robbed some
lions. As we were walking along in the
bush, the huntersnoticed vultures com-

ing down out of the sky. When we
went to the place where they were
dropping, we found white-backed vul-
tures in a tree above a rack of red bones
that once had been a hartebeest. Since
white-backed vultures are not birds
who delay gratification,theirsitting in
the trees meant that lions were very
near. Realizing this, the hunters ap-

proached carefully. The lions must
have been watching from the bushes,
but they didn’t object. The hunters
picked up thecarcassbit by bit, deliber-
ately and confidently, if mindful of the
lions. No lion showeditself to chal-
lenge them.

Anothertime, my brother was pres-
ent whenlionstried to rob people. He

and four Juwa hunters had been fol-
lowing a wildebeest that one of the
hunters, days before, had shot with a

poisoned arrow. When,atlast, they
caught up to the wildebeest, it was
lying downonfoldedlegsin a clearing
in heavy brush,very ill from the poison
and surrounded by an unusually large
pride of lions and lionesses—about

thirty of them. Some were sub-adult,
but many were maturelionessesin their
prime. Back in the bushes was at least
one mature, maned lion. The four
Juwasitook in thesituation, then slow-
ly advanced onthelionesses, speaking
firmlybut respectfully, saying that the
meat belonged to people. The lionesses
rumbled unpleasantly. Somestood their
ground. But others turned tail and
retreated to the bushes. Andthen, al-
though the bushes seemed alive with
huge tan forms pacing and rumbling,
the Juwa hunters descended on the
wildebeest, tossing clumps of earth at

the lionesses who werestill in the open,
and continuing to speak firmly and
respectfully. Atlast, the lionesses slow-

ly, unwillingly, backed off. As soon as
the lions and lionesses were screened in
the bushes, the Juwa hunters seemed to
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give them little further thought, and
turned their attention to the wildebeest;
they surroundedit, killedit, skinned it,
and cut it into strips to carry home,
leaving nothing behind buta green cud
of partly chewed grass.
To some this story might seem

incredible, so it’s fortunate that the
event was well documented. Mybroth-
er, a filmmaker, had a loaded camera

with him andfilmed everything.
Atthe time, I saw nothing remark-

able about a group offour Juwa hunters
and my brother, armed with handfuls
of sod, chasing thirty lions from a
wildebeest. I was taking my cues from
the Juwasi, to whom the encounter
seemed almost a matter of course. Nat-
urally, I was deeply impressed by the
courage of the Juwa hunters—only
another Juwa hunter could take it for
granted—but I should have been
equally impressed by the lions.

I thought we werefinding out about
lion nature. Afterall, the Bushmen saw
nothing unusual about the lions. Nor
were the lions unusual, for that time

and place. We all knew, of course,
about lions who might haveacted dif-
ferently—for instance, the lions who
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lived at the edges of the Kalahari where
Bantu people kept cattle. At the cattle
posts, lions hunted cattle, and people

huntedlions, but one of the Juwa hunt-
ers explained the situation by saying,
“That’s only at the cattle posts. The
lions around here don’t harm people.
Wherelions kill cattle and men shoot
at them, the lions are dangerous.
Wherelions aren’t hunted, they aren’t

dangerous. As for us, we live in peace

with them.”
That was certainly true, but it was

not the whole story. Rather, it was the

Juwaside of the story, which in those
days was the only side ever given any
consideration by any human
being. All of us assumed that
the people, not the lions, de-
termined the events.

But the lions also had a
share in shaping the rela-
tionship. A truce if ever
there was one, the people-
lion relationship wouldn’t have worked
unless both sides had participated. Yet
when the truce started and what the
lions gained from it, and therefore
what they put into it, have never been
precisely determined.
The beginnings would have been

very deep in the past. Our ancestors
evolved on the African savannas in the
presenceof lions, who themselves had
been in Southern Africa since the
Pleistocene. Perhaps we were too small
to interest them as dietary items. We
were most certainly too small to take
any kind of commanding tone with
them or to hope to chase them away if
they wanted our food. If there was
robbery in those days, the lions, not we,

were the perpetrators. Obviously, by
1955 something had changed. It is
often assumed that such a changein the
relationship between people and ani-
mals is due to the developmentof weap-
ons, but the Bushmen’s weaponry
wasn’t necessarilysuperiorto the lion’s
in a combatsituation. The Bushmen
had their spears and their bows and
arrows, marvellously designed for

hunting,all but useless in self-defense.
The Bushmen’s spears were then, and
still are, lightweight and barely four
feet long, or aboutthe length of a lion’s
reach—far shorter than the formidable
nine-foot heavyweight spears that the
East African pastoralists used when
testing their manhood against lions.
Bushman bows and arrows are also
very small and light. To doits work, a
Bushmanarrow doesnotneedto pierce 
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a vital inner organ but needs only to
inject a drop of poison under an ani-
mal’s skin. A drop ofpoison could take
several days to kill a lion. Meanwhile,
the hunter might find himself in con-
siderable danger. In short, Bushman
arrows are about the worst device
imaginable for self-defense. So if not
arrows, what? Nooneinhis right mind
would think of going up against a
lion with a knife. Nor would fire be a
useful weapon. The Kalahari animals
evolved in the presenceoffire, and are
usedto it.

Also significant is the fact that, un-
like the East African pastoralists, the

Bushmen have no shields of
any kind, and never have
had, as far as anyone knows.
A shield, after all, suggests
that the owneris expecting
trouble; the warfaring lion-
hunting Masai,for instance,

carried enormous shields.
The Bushmen,in contrast, seemed to
expect no trouble. Skinning knives,
lightweight bows and arrows, short,
lightweight spears—huntingtools all
—were the only weapons the Bushmen
hadorfelt they needed.
A better explanation for the truace—

the only good one I can think of—
is that the people, who were not com-
bative with each other, were also
not combative with animals. People
hunted, of course, but hunting isn’t
combat—or, at least, it wasn’t to
hunter-gatherers. It was merely feed-
ing one’s family. Most animals, as a
tule, avoid conflict when they can;
conflicts can cause injuries, and injuries
can impair survival. For most of our
time on earth, our kind, too, had to

abide by the practical considerations
that govern other animals. And the
Bushmen in thefifties lived in the old
way,by the old rules.

‘The success of the truce was quite
remarkable. While we were in the
Kalahari, we knew of only one person
who had been injured by a lion—a man
who had been mauled while helping a
group of Herero ranchers to hunt a
cattle killer in the Bechuanaland Pro-
tectorate (after 1966, Botswana). Be-
ing a Bushman and servant, he had
been conscripted as a foot soldier in the
Herero-lion wars and, during the ad-
vance on the lion, had been forced to
the front with the dogs. We knew of
no one who had been killed bylions.
This fact later became all the more
impressive in the light of a genealogical
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study made in the early eighties by my
brother and a colleague, Claire Ritchie.
The study, which attempted, among
other things, to determine someof the

causes of death among Juwa Bushmen,
took in more than three thousand peo-
ple and went back about a hundred
years. Naturally, people remembered
deaths by unusualorviolent causes very
well, and among such deaths they re-
called several caused by animals, mostly
snakes and leopards. But amongfifteen
hundred deaths recalled by the hun-
dreds of people whose testimonies I was
able to examine, only one death was
said to have been causedby a lion. The
victim in this account was a paraplegic
—a young Juwa girl. My daughter,
also a paraplegic, is a source of intense

interest to captive lions andtigers. She
proposesthat the girl’s motion—slow,
uneven, and low to the ground—

caused lions to regard her differently
from the waythey regarded able-bodied
people.
We knew of no lion killed by a

Bushman. Although poisoned arrows
are notthe ideal weapon againstlions,
the people would use themif it should
be necessary to rid themselves of a
problem lion. Keeping outof the lion’s
reach until it collapsed would be
inconvenient and difficult but not
impossible. No—only the fact that the
lions gave the Bushmen no cause to
want to harm them explains the for-
bearance. The lions kept their side of
the truce.

In contrast with the lions was an-
other member of the genus Panthera:
the leopards, with whom the Juwasi
seemed to have a somewhatdifferent
relationship. I attended one leopard
robbery, during which the Juwa hunt-
ers took a leopard’s kill without show-
ing him respect. He hid during the
robbery and therefore didn’t require
respect.
Yet the fact that the Juwasi grouped

leopards with hyenas and other preda-
tors who merited no special treatment
wasinitself interesting, because it sug-
gested that the purpose of the respect
shownto lions was not necessarily to
mollify them. Onthe contrary,if the
Juwasi had wanted to mollify an ani-
mal the leopard would have been the
logical choice, for leopards were the
most dangerousto people of any large
animal. While we were in the
Kalahari, we heard of several people
who hadbeen killed by leopards, and
the research done by Claire Ritchie
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and my brother revealed several more.
Leopards, who more than lions are

satisfied with small and midsize prey,
may have become dangerous from scav-
enging the people’s temporarily un-
buried dead. Sometimes, during an
epidemic of terrible illness, such as
smallpox, all the people of a group
would bestricken at the same time. No
one would havethe strength to bury the
dead, and thus the bodies would become
available to scavengers. According to
Juwaeyewitnesses,the practice of scav-
enging seemed to lead leopards into
watching camps in which manypeople
wereill and,in a few instances, taking

the very ill shortly before death. Possi-
bly this habit also led some leopards
into entering camps in which no one
was ill—something they have done in
the past and maystill do today, killing
people and, if possible, carrying them
off. In the most recent episode I know
of, which was in 1987, the leopard
didn’t even wait to choose someone
who wasasleep but took someone who
was sitting by a fire. We didn’t hear of
anyone’s being taken by a leopard in
any other way than from a camp at
night: no one was dropped on from an
overhanging limb; no one was stalked

or ambushed while gathering in the
bushes or while crouching down to
urinate in long grass or while crouch-
ing downto get waterin thetall, thick

reeds that surround some of the
waterholes. Leopards everywhere hunt
other animals by those methods, and

someleopards in other areas hunt peo-
ple by those methods.So therestriction
of manhunting to campsites at night
wasapparently a cultural feature of the
western-Kalahari leopards—leopards
whose traditions went back to epidem-
ics of the past.

Whydidn’t the lions do likewise?
Didn’t they, too, have the opportunity

to learn of a possible resource in the
campsofsick or sleeping people? Hun-
gry lions should by rights refuse noth-
ing, and in many places man-eating by
lionsis well known.

Notin the Kalahari, though. Notin
that deep and unmolested wilderness.
Noonecan explain the truce, because

no one understandsit. The truce was
simply taken for granted, as mostsitua-
tions involving animals are simply tak-
en for granted. Animals are assumed to
bestatic in nature. So even today, with

both the human and the animal popu-
lations stressed and damaged, few peo-
ple realize the difference between how

things are now and how things once
were.

Deets the years that we stayed
in the Kalahari, we often lived

near a waterhole called Gautscha. One
of three permanent waterholes in the
area,it lay in a rocky outcropping in a
thicket of long reeds. For muchof the
year, Gautscha wasthe only source of
water in nine hundred square miles of
very dry country.

Ona rise of ground a few hundred
feet east of the waterhole, in the shade

of a grove oflittle trees, the group of
Juwa Bushmen camped in shelters
made of bent branches sparsely
thatched with grass. We camped near-
by in tents. To the west of the
waterhole lay a great clay pan,
Gautscha Pan, which formed the bot-
tom of a shallow lake during the rains
but wasa bare, cracked mudflat in the
dry season. In a dry bank to the north-
west of the pan, perhaps a mile or two
from the waterhole, were the dens of
somespotted hyenas. Somewhere near-
by, until someone killed him, lived a
brownhyena. On a neighboring grass-
land lived a cheetah. In the vast bush
southwest of the pan lived a leopard.
And in the (to us) featureless bush to
the southeastlived a pride oflions. Its
size varied, but there were never fewer

than ten. We never found the lions’
resting places, nor did wetry to find
them, but we thought we knew where

they were, because we sometimes heard
lions there in the morning, when lions
tend to gather together, and in the

evening, when,after a day’s rest, lions
begin to movearound.So in an area of
a few square miles lived about thirty
people, ten or morelions, a cheetah,
a leopard, and at least five hyenas,
or approximately fifty large, preda-
tory creatures, all of them hunting the
same antelope population, all of them
drinking from the same waterhole.
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Helping to minimize the chance of
meeting was the habit of the different
groupsto use the area andits resources
at different times—the people and the
cheetah by day and the other predators
by night. Time of day wasparticularly
important for the people and thelions,
because the people needed daylight for
hunting andalso for gathering, and the
lions, who couldn’t hopeto huntif they
couldn’t conceal their large bodies, pre-
ferred darkness; the grass was seldom

long enoughorthick enough to hide
them.
As one group spread out to forage,

the other group would gather together
to sleep. Furtherlimiting the chanceof
meeting was that neither group started
the day’s or the night’s activity quickly.
Each group delayed: the lions began
their hunting not at dusk, when the
people might still be on their way
home, but long after dark; the people,
on the other hand, delayed leaving
their camp until the day was well
along, and thus never met the lions—
or, for that matter, any nocturnal pred-
ator who might befinishing a night’s
huntin the dawn.

‘Yet, for all the factors that kept the
groups apart, we often did meet the
other predators. For instance, we often

heard or saw the hyenas. Watching at
night by the waterhole, I would see
them when they came for a drink.
Unlike the hyenas in game parks, these
were not used to vehicles, and, eying

my jeep with great suspicion, they
would stalk aroundit like cattle who
have seen a dog. But they were not shy
about visiting us. One night, while
poking stealthily around our camp, one
of them verycautiously put her head
into mylittle backpacker’s tent. I was
reading with a flashlight and looked up
to see her sensitive nose just inches
from mynose. Oureyes met. “Whatis
it?” I asked. Unsure, she drew back.
Wewould also see hyenas when we
went by their dens, which had been
dug, like caves, into a vertical bank.
Onehyena,a large female with breasts,
would stand half in, half out of her
doorway, watching us with an un-
friendly, almost twisted facial expres-
sion,as if she found us repugnant.

Occasionally, we would see the leop-
ard stretched out upon certain rock,
his thighs loosened, sunning his furry
white loins. We would often see the
head and shoulders of the cheetah
above the grass when we wentto his
flat grassland. But we never,in all the
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miles wetravelled on foot or in vehi-
cles, on all the nights we spent watch-
ing for nocturnal wildlife by the
waterhole, chanced upon one of the
lions.

I used to ask people what would
happen if someone met a lion in the
bush.If that should happen, I would be
told, one should walk purposefully and
obliquely away without exciting the
lion or stimulating a chase. Several
times, people showed us howtodo this.
But at Gautscha we never meta lion.
Although among us wespentat least
parts of more than fifty person-years in
the bush there, we never once used the
technique wehadlearned.
Wesawit used, though. Oneday, in

the close quarters of some very heavy
bush in the farthest waterless reaches
of the Kalahari, my brother and I met
a lion. He wasall golden in the sun-
light, with a golden mane. He seemed
very large and, unlike many Kalahari
animals today, he was in beautiful
physical condition: he had no scars or
scratches, and hadplentyofflesh on his
bones. Stupefied, we gazed at him, in
aweof his presence and his beauty. He
stood still, gazing at us. How long we

might have stayed this way I don’t
know. Mybrother and I were too
dazzled to do anything. So the lion had
to take the necessary action. Moving
calmly, confidently, purposefully, keep-
ing us in view withoutstaring at us
aggressively, he walked obliquely
away. The effect of the encounter on
us—or, at least, on me—was memora-

ble. He was only a few feet away, and I
could have become afraid for my life.
Yethis intentions were so clear and his
demeanor was so reassuring that I felt
absolutely no fear, or even alarm—just
interest and wonder. By his smooth
departure andhis cool, detached behav-
ior, the lion apparently intended to save
himself the risks of an unwanted skir-
mish. A manacting in a similar way
under similar circumstances would
have been considered refined, gentle-
manly,polite. In ourspecies, too, reas-
suring mannerscan bring desirable re-
sults, for exactly the same reasons.

That wasthe only time, as far as I
can remember,that anyof us saw a lion
by chance. Butit was notthe only time
we saw a lion. In fact, we often saw
them. That, however, happened at

their discretion, when they wanted to
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see us. Then they seemed to have no
hesitation in seeking us out.

Thefirst encounter was on ourfirst
trip, at the edge of an unmapped part
of the Kalahari far to the west of
Gautscha,just after we camped for the
night. With us was a young Afrikaner
man,a former smallpox-controlofficer,

who had cometo show us the wayto a
place where he once found and vacci-
nated some Bushmen. (In those days,
almost no non-Bushmen had contact
with the Bushmen, or even had any
idea where they were.) In the dark, a
group offive lions came quietly up to
us. Beyondourfire we saw their shin-
ing eyes, which were so high above the

ground that we thoughtat first we were
seeing donkeys. WhenI realized that
we were seeing lions, I was overcome
with excitement and ran aroundthefire
to see them better. Just then, a bullet
whizzed by myear, shots rangout, and
theeyes vanished. Before anyone real-
ized what the young Afrikaner was
doing or could stop him, he had irre-
sponsibly shot two of the lions.
That was all he did, too. He

wouldn’t even goto seeif he had killed
them. Whentherest of us found tracks
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and splashed blood but no dead lions,
werealized the extent of the problem
created by the young man—two
wounded lions nearby in the dark. We
asked him what he was going to do
aboutit. Nothing,hesaid.It was,after
all, nighttime. It would be dangerous
to follow up the lions, he said. So the
task fell to me, my brother, and a man

who had come with us as a mechanic.
Weset off on foot in the starlight,

moving very quietly, so that we might
hear the lions breathing or the low,
mumbling growl that wounded lions
might make. Wealso tried
to catch their scent. At last,

we heard a soft moan. We
followed the sound,turned on
the flashlight, and found a
lion—a male, full-grown butstill too
young to have a maneorto haveleft
the pride. Badly wounded,he waslying
on his side, unable to get up. He was
evidently in pain, for he had been biting
the grass. We had to shoot him several
times before we could kill him, and
eachtimea bullet hit him he cried. One
of the worst moments of my life, that
sceneis as fresh in my mind todayas it
ever was, and as painful. The lion
turned his head aside, to look away
from us as we stood over him and shot
him. I wonder now if by averting his
gaze he wastrying to limit our aggres-
sion,
Wecouldn’tfind the other lion, and

after many hoursof searching we gave
up, to try again in the morning. When
the sky grew pale, at the place where
thelions had been whenthe young man
fired my brother and I found the tracks
of a lion who had taken a great leap.
Notfifty feet from camp,at the end of
the nextleap, lay the body ofa lioness,
shot through the heart. She, like the

lion, seemed young:shestill had spots
on her white belly. Her fur and the
grass around her were cold and wet
with dew. Or mostly cold and wet with
dew. Right beside her we found a
warm, dry place where the grass lay
flat. Looking around, we saw a dark

trail through the grass where some-
thing had knocked off the dew. Then
onthetrail we saw a grass stemstarting
to rise after being pressed down, then

another, and another, and under the

slowlylifting grass stems we found the
round footprints of an enormouslion,
who had left only moments before. So
we knew that while the dew fell this
huge lion or lioness had stayed beside
the dead lioness, within sight of our
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camp,listening to all our comings and
goings,listening to the shots andcries.
Duringthe night, the watching lion or
lioness had groomed the body of the
deadlioness, turning her fur the wrong
way.

Ournext encounter took place on the
first night of our second trip to
Gautscha. We had come in vehicles
after much hard travelling. We were
too tired to pitch tents, so, about fifty
feet from the Juwa encampment, we
threw down our sleeping bags and,
without even botheringto build a fire,

went immediately to sleep. Dur-
ing the night, we heard the
Juwasi saying somestrong words
to someone, but we didn’t pay
much attention. We were too

tired. In the morning, we found the

footprints of lions all around us. Sev-
eral lions had cometo investigate us as
we slept, and had even bent down to
sniff our faces. We found the huge,
round prints of lions’ forefeet, toes
pointedat us, right by ourheads.

Afterward, the lions had gone on to
the Juwa encampmentand had stared
over the tops ofthelittle grass shelters
at the people there. Unlike us, who
stayed awakeall day andsleptall night,
the Juwasi took naps during the day
and got up often at night. Hence they
were virtually neverall asleep at the
same time. Even in the depth of night,
someone or other would be awake,

getting warm bya fire, having a snack
ora sip of wateror a chat with someone
else. When the people who were awake
saw the burning green eyes, they got

smoothly to their feet and firmly told
the lions to leave. Since the Juwasi
would hardly take a low, commanding
tone with one another, the unusual

voices woke everyoneelse. Atfirst, the
lions didn’t want to leave, but the
people insisted, and at last shook burn-
ing branches at them. Eventually, the
lions went.

Often at night we heardlions roar-
ing. One wouldroar, and another, far

away, might very well answer. On
somenights, the Gautschalions, spread
out throughthe bushin a line perhaps
a mile long or evenlonger, seemed to
be keeping in touch by answering
in turn. The farthest would roar, then

the next and the next, until six or eight

had made themselves known. In the
rainy season, they even answered
thunder. I loved that: a dark night,
the vast, rain-soaked bush, a flash of

lightning, a cosmic crash of thunder,
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a little pause, and then,faint and far,
a lion’s roar!
“(WHERE ARE YOU,MY LION?”
(...me?...) “1M HERE!”

N several occasions, lions seemed
to have strongfeelings aboutus,

about something we had done or were
doing. As I look back, the interesting
thing aboutthe episodesis not that they
were frightening, which they were, or
dangerous, which they could have
been, but that the lions seemed to be

trying hard to communicate with us,
perhaps simply to give expression to
their feelings, perhaps to make us do
something.

Unlike the lions, who correctly un-
derstood, and even obeyed, the spoken

and gestured commandsof the Juwasi
—words and gestures that were de-
signed for other human beings and
then merely applied to lions—we hu-
manbeings were notable to understand
the lions. Not even the Juwasi under-
stood them,and they knew thembetter

than anyone else. Whycould the lions
of Gautscha understand the requests of
the people but the people not under-
stand the requests of the lions? Are
lions better than people at understand-
ing interspecific messages? Are people
better than lions at conveying mes-
sages? No onereally knows. It came to
me, however,that our kind maybe able
to bully otherspecies not because we are
good at communication but because we
aren’t. When weaskthingsof animals,
theyoften understand us. When they
ask things of us, we’re often baffled.
Henceanimals frequentlyoblige us, but
weseldom oblige them. Elephants are
different, but, then, elephants can
motivate people as no other animals
can. Once, an elephant who didn’t
want menear him threw sand at me so
hardit felt like buckshot. I understood
at once what he wished to communi-
cate, and thereafter I paid scrupulous
attention to his boundary, which was,

incidentally, an imaginaryline.
The most dramatic episode with a

lion—a lioness, actually—occurred
one hot, moonless night in the rainy

season, at Gautscha, when most of our
people and also many of the Juwasi
were elsewhere. I happenedto be alone
in a tent in our camp, and my mother
and brother happened to be visiting
people in the Juwa camp,aboutthirty
yards away. I was working on my notes
by lantern light. At the Juwa camp,

about six small fires burned. We had
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been in residence there for almost a
year, and under nocircumstances could
be considered newcomers. It was not as
newcomersthat we werevisited by the
lioness.
At about ten o’clock that night, a

lioness suddenly appeared between the
two camps and began to roar. The
loudness of lions cannot be described
but must be experienced. Myhead was
so filled with the sound that I couldn’t
think, andin the brief silences between
roars myears rang. The earth and the
walls of the tent seemed to be shaking.
Afraid and confused, I tried to collect
my wits. There was nowhereto go that
gave more protection than the places
we were already in—Iin a very flimsy
tentbutat least not completely exposed,
the other people all together beside
fires. There were no trees whose upper
branches the lioness couldn’t reach by
standing on her hind legs. At last, with
trembling hands, I carried the lantern
outside the tent, partly so thatits light
would shine on the tent, making the

fabric seem solid, rather than through
the tent, making the fabric seem like

gossamer and me, inside, seem like a
shadow puppet. I also wantedto illu-
minate the lioness so the other people
could see where she was, because her

roars wereso deep andso loud that they
gave no direction. To judge from her
roars, she was all around all of us—

anywhere, everywhere.
She seemed to have in mind some-

thing in the Juwa camp,since she was
looking in that direction. She seemed
notto notice the lantern. With her ears
half up and turned sidewise, with her
tail taking great, full sweeps, she
seemedangry and edgy,a lioness whose
patience was at an end. Sometimes she
would pace back and forth, and once
sheleaped out ofthe lantern light, only
to leap back into it again. It is some-
times claimed that lions roar at other
creatures to confuse or stampede them,
making them easy prey. That night,
such an explanation seemed improba-
ble. Long ago,natural selection would
have removed from the general popula-
tion anypeople unwise enoughto leave
their fires and weapons and scatter in
the dark, especially at the urging of a
lion. Even Western people don’t neces-
sarily stampede under such conditions.
Not knowing what to do or where to
go, they simply remain rooted to the
spot with terror, That was what hap-
pened to me. As for the Juwasi, the
lionesscertainlygottheir attention, but
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perhaps didn’t frighten them as badly
as she frightened me. Cool but very
alert, they awaited developments. Any-
way, there wasn’t anything anyone
could do. The lioness certainly didn’t
seem in the moodto consider a firmly
spoken request from the Juwasi, and
that night they didn’t offer any; they
maintained a tactful silence. It seemed
to meterribly importantto notice how
Jong thelioness stayed there, so I timed

her. She roared intermittently for al-
mostthirty-five minutes. Thensheleft,
with swift, impatientstrides. And there

the episode ended. She never cameback,
and no one ever knew whatit was she
had wanted ofus.
Another time, lions combined their

investigation of newcomers with unex-
plained roaring. The event took place
on the second night my mother and
I, along with some of the Juwasi,
spent camped at Tshoana, a Kavango
cattle post by a ravine aboutfifty miles
north of Gautscha. Up the ravine and
into our camp camea great group of
lions, and they beganto roar in unison.
They roared synchronously, some
roars beginningas others ended,so that

no gaps appeared in the appalling
sound. Again the earth shook and the
tent rattled. Atlast, as suddenly as the

noise began, it stopped. Then came a
long silence, more terrifying than the
roaring. The lions must have been
listening for something. I held my
breath and tried to keep my jaws apart,
so the lions wouldn’t hear my teeth
chattering. The lions apparently heard.
nothing,and beganto roar again.

Asfrightened as I was, I couldn’t
help pointing myflashlight’s quavering
beam around in the hopeof sighting
some of the lions. But they were right
behind the tent, where I couldn’t see
them. Instead, out of the night, out of
the deafening, thundering din, came
one of the Juwa men. He had been on
the far side of the ravine when the
roaring began and, armedonly with his

little spear, he had crossed the ravine to
be with his wife and children. Walking
silently on bare feet, he had actually

woven his way amongtheroaring lions
in the dark.

Wwaer was the importanceto the
lions of the truce between them

and the people, and whatdid the lions
have to do to keep it? To consider the
question, one mustconsiderlionlife.

Probably theideal situation for a lion is
to live in a pride that ownsa territory.
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Nextbest, perhaps,is to live with
other lions in a nomadic,landless
band. Theleast desirable, it may
be, is to live alone as a nomad,
although that is often done. But
since a solitary life is possible,
since a lion can hunt for himself
or herself and, if alone, doesn’t

need to share food (to judge from
the waylionsfight when theyeat,
they seem to hate sharing), why
do lionsprefer groups? Surely one
reason is that they like each oth-
er. Mealtime behavior notwith-
standing,lions rub faces lovingly
when they meet, sleep near each
other, groom each other, and

keep in touch by voice when they
are far apart. There are also
manypractical and economic ad-
vantages to group life. George
Schaller, in his 1972 study “The
Serengeti Lion,”reports that un-
der certain circumstances lion-
esses hunting cooperatively in
groups of five or six were more
than twice as successful as lion-
esses hunting singly. Lionesses
codperate in childcare as well. It
is not unusual to see a lioness
with cubs of different ages stum-
bling behind her. Lionesses even teach
each other’s cubs. Mybrother once saw
a lioness holding a struggling live
warthog in her front paws while two
large cubs and two small cubs looked
on, very interested. In the bushes, a

second lioness watched.
Probably the most compelling attrac-

tion of grouplife is that in a group lions
can hold a territory and control its
resources, preventing other lions from

encroaching. In a dry country, where
resources are scarce, such control can

be very important. Forlionesses, group
life may have no disadvantages. Some
lionesses live alone as nomads, but do
so probably because group life is not
available to them. Such a lioness was
Elsa, in “Born Free.” When George
and Joy Adamson, whoreared Elsa,
tried to get a pride of wild lions to
accept her, no pride would take her—

any more than a household of hard-
working people would take in a strang-
er just because the stranger was of the
same species. The saddest thing about
Elsa was that the Adamsonshad been
her group and, from herpointof view,
they forsook her.
A male lion also derives many ad-

vantages from a group. Although he
begins life in his mother’s group, he
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leaves after about two years, when he
reaches young adulthood—probably
driven out by the group’sresidentlion,
who is usually his stepfather, for in
mostcases his father would not have
managed to continueas a residentlion
for that long. The young lion’s task
then will be to find a group that will
accept him, a pride in which thelion-
esses will be not his mother,aunts, and

sisters but his wives. Finding such a
groupis noteasy,if for no other reason
than that most groups already have a
resident male or males. Until the young
lion can find a group whose resident
maleis missing or is too old or disabled
to defend his lionesses, the young lion
lives as a nomad, too. Yet occasionally

somefind vulnerable groups, defeat the

resident male, and take over. In return
for the sexual and huntingservices of
the lionesses, the lion guardstheir ter-

ritory, if they have one, and fathers
their children until other young males
appear and defeat him. Then, if he
survives the battle, he once again be-

comes a nomad, squeezing out an exis-
tence at the fringes of other lions’
territories until he dies. It is easy to see
what great advantages a malelion can
derive from a companion—another
male to share his battles, his responsi-

bilities, and his wives. Normally, a

group of young males—sometimes
littermates—find themselves pushed
out of their group around the same
time. Joining together, they find new

lionesses. Together they defeat the
resident male or males, together they

defend theterritory and father the cubs.
In fact, a group of males provides a

much morestable situation for the rear-
ing of cubs than a single male can hope
to do,since the group can better defend

their position. Not easily can newcom-
ers take over from them. That is
important, because on the occasion of a
successful takeover all or almost all
small cubsare killed by the victorious
males. The lionesses can be extremely
distressed by the killing,yet it goes on,
since the cubs are the children of the
defeated lions. The newcomers must
father children of their own, and must

clear a way for them. Notuntil the cubs
are grown or removedcanthelionesses
comeinto estrus and breed.

Lions are often said to be the only
cats who live in groups. That is not
quite true. Other cats do, too, proba-
bly for many of the same reasons.
House cats sometimes hunt together
with at least rudimentary coéperation,
if not with the disciplined teamwork
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of lions. British house cats have been
knownto live together in groupsoffor-
ty or fifty, caring for each other’s kit-
tens, and evenassisting each other with

birthing. And,surprisingly, even tigers
are not always solitary. Contrary to
what many peoplebelieve, tigers often
live in small groups, consisting of a
mother and two or three of her full-
grown young. Even mature male tigers
accept social opportunities. A 1989
newsletter of the International Union
for the Conservation of Nature and Nat-
ural Resources reports that in Kanha
Park, in India, the filmmaker Be-
linda Wright observed the meet-
ing of a mature male tiger with a
mother tiger, her two small cubs,

and her full-grownson from anearlier
litter. The five animals greeted each
other with enthusiasm and affection,

and eventually departed in a group.
Considering that tigers and lions

are,biologically speaking, almost the
sameanimal, and that both species seem
to enjoy the companionship of their
own kind, why are any of them soli-
tary? Their lives are so complex that
there can be no simple explanation, but
at least part of the answer probably lies
in food. Lions andtigers eat about the
same amountata sitting, but the prey

available to lions tends to be consider-
ably larger than the prey available to
tigers. Any one of the large antelopes
of the African savannas provides a meal
for many lions, and encourages their
sociability. Deer and pigs are the main-
stay in many tiger habitats, however,

and, being too small to feed many
tigers, may encouragetigersolitude.

Still, the mystery remains. What ex-
plains the apparent paradox of lions
living singly at least part of the time
even where large game is plentiful?
Solitude seems to meto be the choice of
somelions in the desert reaches of the
southern Kalahari and in the sand
dunes of the Skeleton Coast. Could the
determining factor be water?

Wateris seldom considered as a pos-
sible factor in the size of lion groups,
for in many parts of Africa lions are
knownnotto drink water. The mois-
ture they need evidently comesfrom the
bodies of the animals theykill, and also
from dew and from tsama melons.
Evenso, I believe that water as well as
the alternative forms of moisture may
be more importantto lions than we now
suppose. Lionsare notlike the water-
independent antelopes, with their spe-
cial physical mechanisms enabling

them to tolerate great heat and limit
their bodies’ water loss. Lions are like
us—they mustcool themselves. Just as
welose moisture when we sweat, lions

lose moisture when they pant, and they
must replace it. How do they get
enough?

Perhaps, in our effort to understand
lions, we should look once again to
the Kalahari hunter-gatherers, whose

group size seemed to be related to the
availability of water. Where there was
no water, where the people got mois-
ture from plants and the bodies of

animals, the groups were small.
Where there was water, the

groups were much larger. Almost
seventy Juwasi had communal

rights to the waterhole of Gautscha,
and although the food supply didn’t
encourage so manyto live there during
the dry season, more than that number

would meet therefor periods during the
rains. In contrast were certain people
who, perhaps more than any others,
were attuned to desertlife: the Gikwe
Bushmen. Before we went to Gautscha,
wevisited a group of Gikwe Bushmen
to the east who were living without
any water. They had no waterhole,
no hidden spring, no secret sip wells
or buried ostrich-eggshell water con-
tainers, or even a poolofstale rain-
water in a hollow tree. Like desert
lions, this particular group of two men,
four women, three teen-age boys, and

onebabygot liquid from a number of
different kinds of watery plants and
from the bodies of animals. From the
latter these people were past-mastersat
collecting every drop. Ononeoccasion,
when we were able to measure the
amountof liquid, we found that they
collected about five gallons from the
rumen of an adult female gemsbok, one
of the large antelopes of the Kalahari.
To do it they made a bowl of the
gemsbok’s skin, so that no liquid es-
caped. This technique gave each person
several good drinks. Many more people
could have eaten from this gemsbok,
but not many morecould havesatisfied
their thirst.

Theavailability of water may have
affected the size of the lion group at
Gautscha. With only the liquid in mel-
ons, meat, and dew, the lions might

have had to scatter or live in small
groups. The waterhole may have en-
abled them to live together. And they
seemed to wantto be together,as their

pride of thirty shows. Thirty lions
were far too many to have met by
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chance. On the day they were seen,
they were together by design, and not
as an aggregate but as a community,
involved in a common project, which
was taking over the Juwa hunters’
wounded wildebeest. The appearance
of a staggering, weakening wildebeest
had surely focussed them, but if they
had been widely scattered the Juwa
hunt would have happenedtoo sudden-
ly to draw them from afar. They had
to have been near each other when
the wildebeest came along. And they
weren’t together for hunting; in fact,

they were about twenty-five too many
for efficient hunting. They had been
broughttogether by someother impulse
—a lion impulse—and the water may
have let them indulgeit.

In the western Kalahari, since there
were only a few sources of permanent
water in the dry season, the vast sa-

vanna was not as vast as it seemed.
Whoeverwanted to drink water had to
live within reasonable distance of a
waterhole. In the case of the Gautscha
lions, that was the Gautscha waterhole,
and probably no other. We knew for a
fact that there were lions associated
with the other dependably permanent
waterholes, which were many miles
distant from Gautscha. Other prides
had surely established lion ownership
of those waterholes. It seems possible
that the lions at Gautscha, knowing
that the source of water was unique,
maintained a low profile around it. To
mismanagetheir public relations so as
to endangertheir access to water could
havealtered their social opportunities.
‘Thelions contributed to the low profile
by using the waterhole very late at
night. They also came and went quiet-
ly. They didn’t roar near it. They
neverlay viewingit all day, as the lions

in some game parks now do. And no
lioneverleft a scat by the water.
Whatdo scats mean to lions? That

might depend on culture. Some lions
use scats as signs. Mostly, though,lions

seem to view scats indifferently. In
places frequented by lions, including
the waterhole areas of game parks,
their scats are many and obvious, yet a
resting lion gets up and leaves the
vicinity of its sleeping comrades if it
wants to move its bowels. Did the
waterhole area seem to the lions an
unsuitable place for feces? The lions
knew; wedidn’t.

Thepeople, too, used the waterhole
with care. They didn’t polluteit or sit
around it but drew water and left,
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usually at about the same timeof day,
and never at night. And, just as the
lions owned the water from the point
of view of otherlions, the people owned
the water from ourpoint of view. Oth-
er people wishing to use it needed
permission. So with respectto water use
the people and the lions had much in

common,although neither group, per-
haps, would haveseen it that way.

N the nineteen-fifties, the lions of
Gautscha belonged to one continu-

ous population, a single lion nation
occupying a more or less undivided
country. Atthe eastern edgeof this lion
nation werethecattle posts of Herero,
Kavango, and Tswana ranchers. A

Kavangofamily maintained sucha post
at Tshoana, where a lioness had
worked out an amazing technique to
securecattle.
In responseto the threat posed by the

lions, the Kavango family had built a
fortress of heavy poles, each about six
inches in diameter and about twelve
feet long,all planted in a deep circular
trench that held two or three feet of
each pole below ground and left nine
or ten feet above. It would be hard to

devise a more substantial, safer kraal.

Yet in 1955 at least one lioness re-
moved cattle from this kraal. How she
did it was not exactly understood. Of
course, her method didn’t interest the

Kavangofamily as muchas her bandit-
ty did. She was seen only once, by
torchlight, at the top of the fence,

scrambling out with a heifer over her
shoulder.
Was there only one lioness who

could leave the kraal carrying a heifer?
Were there several? Since only one
lioness did it at a time, or on any given
night, and since no humanbeings re-
ally knew much about the pride orits
membership, no human beings knew or
ever will know what actually hap-
pened.I feel safe in assuming that the
lioness preselected her victim. She
couldn’t easily have made her choice
while flying throughthe air, so almost
certainly she studied the herd ahead of
time, probably through the cracks be-
tween the poles. She would choose a
midsize animal, perhaps a yearling
heifer—not a large cow, which would
be too big to carry, and nota little calf,
which wouldbe so small as to make the
risk and the effort wasteful. Then this
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formidable lioness would leap from the
groundto the top of the fence, wedge
her forearms between thepoints of the
uneven,tapered poles, and brace herself
with her hind feet, her claws dug into

the wood. From there she would prob-
ably locate her chosen victim. A quick
scrabble would puther over the top and
into the crowdofcattle, who,of course,
would raise an appalling alarm, bring-
ing out the Kavango men with weap-
ons.

In among the dangerous sharp
hooves and hornsofthe frantic cattle,

the lioness would seize her heifer and
leaping to the top of the fence would
scrabble out again. And all this with
only her shoulders and her mouth.Itis
hard to appreciate such a mouth: one
must hold a lion’s skull, taking time to
admire the huge, arched, buttressed,

deep-rooted eyeteeth and the wide,
bony anchorsfor the massive jaw mus-
cles. Two men together, using their
entire bodies, could just barely carry
what one Tshoanalioness picked up
with her mouth.
The lions around Tshoana and oth-

er cattle posts in the area once had
large, prosperingterritories that hap-
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pened to include cattle pens that they
visited only because they chose to. As
time went by, however, the peripheral
areas of what had oncebeen the unin-
terrupted lion nation were slowly taken
over by ranches and farms. In the
Bechuanaland Protectorate, some years

of drought tended to concentrate the
huge herdsof cattle in the few places
where grazing could still be found. In
other areas, farmers expanded their

holdings or changed their style of
farming, giving up the old-fashioned,
unmechanized methods for more effi-
cient, more commercially oriented
methods. Gone were the days of a few
sheep sent out to graze in the care of a
dog and a child; in place of such ineffi-
ciency, large herds of livestock were
guided through cycles of rotational
grazing by people in vehicles. The end
product, which had once been milk, a
little cheese, anda little mutton for the
farm’s dependents, changed to com-

mercially raised beef and hides for the
export markets.
As a result, the peripheral areas of

the lion nation became moreprecari-
ous. The lions who lived there became
the unfortunates of the population—
the poor. From their areas the ante-
lopes were quickly hunted out by the
ranchers and farmers, for sport, for

meat, for disease control, and to elimi-
nate competition for the grazing. As
the grassland was denudedand the once
delicately balanced savanna became, in
places, a moonscape with dunes, the

peripheral areas expanded. Then the
lions had no other place to go and
nothingelse to eat: they were forced to
hunt livestock. Of course, the farmers
demandedthe eradication ofall lions.
And the lions seemed to understand.
Apparently in an effort to save them-
selves, the lions who lived on the pe-
riphery stopped roaring: the roaring
alerted the people, who then hunted
them moreintensively. How did the
lions know notto roar?

In the Dodoth country of northern
Uganda, where I wentto live in 1961,

and wherea similarsituation prevailed,
the former lion range hadin just two
lionlifetimes been invaded by the pow-
erful Dodoth, a Masai-like people with
big herds of cattle. As the cattle began
to displace the game, existence
becameincreasingly hard for the lions.
They couldn’t emigrateto better coun-
try, because to the south, east, and west

were crowded farmlands, and far away
to the north, in a gamereserve, where
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there was good,rolling country and
abundant game, other lions already
owned every inch of space.

Fugitives in their own home, the
lions of Dodoth tried to adjust to the
presence of dangerous peopleby living
as discreetly as possible—by leaving
cattle alone exceptforstrays, by staying
outof sight, by moving only at night,
by neverroaring, by seldom even leav-
ing their footprints on the roads. To
someextent, their low profile helped.
People didn’t hunt them, and hardly
even thought about them. It would
have been interesting to see what, over

time, the lions would do about their

new situation, but mostof the lions, the

leopards, and the other large predators
are gone, gunned downforsport,first

by the King’s African Rifles, later by
the Uganda Rifles, later still by Idi
Amin’s Army and the invading armies
that came in the wake of his regime. I
suspect that any lions who maybe there
now are recent immigrants from the
Sudan.

ETWEENthelatesixties and the
mid-seventies, more lions of Bo-

tswana and South-West Africa (now
Namibia) were displaced, for the same
reasonsthatthe lions of Dodoth county
in Uganda were. In the developing
commercial farmlands of South-West
Africa, almostall the lions were hunted
out. But not quite all; somelions were
still able to clingto life on remote farms
as lonecattle-killing fugitives. One, a
big male with a black mane and dis-
tinctive footprints, made a name for
himself—‘‘Jakob”—for his near-
human powers of reasoning and his
exceptionalelusiveness. Over the years,
all the white hunters and most of the
ranchersand farmersshot at Jakob, but
the bullets didn’t hit. The failures
seemed sinister to the would-be assas-
sins: they didn’t see his breathtaking
escapes as possible indications of
Jakob’s education or intelligence but,
seeking the explanation in their own
education,attributed Jakob’s escapes to
Satan,his alleged protector.
Sad to say, Jakob waskilled in 1986,

though not byany of the loud-voiced,
beer-swilling hunters and farmers,
with their incredible lion stories, their
high-poweredrifles, their hollow-point
bullets, and their telescopic sights. No,

Jakob was killed by a Bushman with a
thirty-six-inch bow and a quarter-
ounce poisoned arrow—with just one
shot. Only a Bushman hunter would
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know howtostalk a lion like Jakob on
foot in the moonlight—or have the
nerve, for that matter.

No one knows what happened to
most of the displaced lions. Perhaps
some of them managed to invade the
territories of lions in areas that were
only lightly disturbed. If so, the gen-
eral lion population might have de-
clined even more. Whena lion popula-
tion is in a state of flux and movement,

with territories being invaded and
pridesoflionesses being lost or gained,
the infant mortality rises. And when
the dust clears after the battling and the
infanticide any given territory left to
lions holds roughly the same number of
lionsit has alwaysheld. Thatis true of
anyanimals who mustownland.

In whatwas the western remnantof
the lion nation, by now separated from
the eastern section by a belt of farms
and settlements about a hundred miles
wide, an effort was made to preserve

some of South-West Africa’s wildlife
by the creation of Etosha National
Park, which was formally established
in 1958. To the eternal credit of the
government, the need for a park was
recognized much earlier—mainly be-
cause of Etosha Pan, which the park
encloses. A national landmark on the
orderof Niagara Falls or Old Faithful,

Etosha Pan is an impressive, shimmer-
ing whitesaltflat in the dry season and
a shallow lake duringthe rains, and has
for some years been an international
attraction. Bythe early seventies, farms
surrounded much of Etosha Park,
which had become a wildlife preserve
of eight thousand five hundred and
ninety-eight square miles of mixed
bush desert, grassy savannas, and

mopane forests with widely spaced,
scrubbylittle trees.

Because the park was created on a
map with a pencil,its existence as such
wasn’t noticed at first by its original
occupants. They, of course, were the

Bushmen and the game. While farms
were laid out around the park, life

within its boundaries wentonas before.
After the Second World War,the park
authorities took notice of the Bushmen,

and reasoned that Etosha would be a
better, more natural place without a

humanpopulation. Nothing much was
done for a time—in the early fifties,

many Bushman families still made
their homes near the waterholes of
Etosha—butas tourism began to grow,
as touristfacilities were built and road-
beds were scraped so the tourists could
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drive to view the game, the Bushmen
became undesirable. They begged from
the tourists, and they hunted the game.

It wasn’t nice to be sitting in the
privacy of your car, enjoying the ma-
jestic elephants and getting thefeel of
the wilderness, only to see tapping at
your window a half-naked Bushman
pretending to puff the tip of his finger
as he beggedfora cigarette.
By the nineteen-sixties, almost all

the Bushmenhad been evicted but not
necessarily resettled. Apparently, no
attention was paid to where they went
or what they did. Since they had no
formal education, vocational or

other, since they spoke none of
the European languages, and
since they were generally unfa-
miliar with Western customs and
with money, alcohol, machinery,

buildings, cities, and farms, their
futures were grim. Only a few Bush-
man men remained in the park as
trackers and campservants to the white
personnel. A few Bushman families
became laborers on neighboring farms.
Butall the other Bushmen,perhapsfive

hundred or so, seem to have disap-
peared. So ended the old way in Etosha.
By 1986, when I visited Etosha, the

Bushmen had been gone so long that
their former presence was beginningto
seem romantic. At least one young park
official had begunto reconstruct the old
hunter-gatherer past. Although some
of the evicted people were still alive,
somewhere,the official ferociously en-

joined visitors to the park from dis-
turbing any of their old campsites, be-
cause these could have archeological
value. Theofficial had also written a
paper in which he gavetranslations of
the old place names. But not convinc-
ing translations. In his paper, a
waterhole that would havehada simple
namesuch as Gu Na (Big Waterhole)
became something like The Place from
Which You Can See if Anyone Is
Coming from Keitseb. This young
parkofficial had as his servant a Bush-
man in his mid-fifties, who was almost

certainly one of the people who had
lived in the old camps. Wherever the
official went in his pickup, he took
alonghis servant, whorodein the back,
as if in apartheid times, uncomfortable
and possibly in danger, looking ragged
and threadbare among the prosperous
tourists, and very muchalone.

I went to Etosha for a reason that
had nothing to do with the Bushmen,

or even with lions. 1 went because a
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friend named Katharine Payne had
made the importantdiscovery that ele-
phants makecalls too low for people to
hear—calls that travel great distances
and by which elephant herds that are
far apart can keep in contact. Before
Katy’s discovery,people jokingly spoke
of “elephant ESP.”Since her discov-
ery, hardly a reference is madeto ele-
phants which doesn’t mention their
infrasoniccalls. While Katy was work-
ing to prove the existenceof thesecalls,
she invited meand several other people
to join her as a research team. Our
work, sponsored by the National Geo-

graphic Society and the National
Science Foundation, brought us

at last to the wild elephants in
Etosha, where we spent two sea-
sons.

Atfirst, we worked at a water-

hole in Etosha called Gobaub, beside
which was an observation tower.
Gobaub, which was far from the areas
that tourists were allowedto visit, re-

minded me of Gautscha. A wide, flat
plain, like the pan at Gautscha, sur-
rounded the waterhole. The plain
seemed to be the bottom of an ancient
lake. Aroundits edge the old lakeshore
roseto a rolling sandyexpanse of heavy
bush and mopane forests. The
waterholeitself was a wide pool formed
by a spring bubbling out of a ledge.
The pool and its runoff provided
drinking places for many animals, and
their trails approached it from all di-
rections,like the spokes of an enormous
wheel.
One night, as Katy and I wereleav-

ing the observation towerto go back to
our camp, we heard a great ruckus of
roaring and screaming and of pound-
ing, running feet. I shonea flashlight
beam andsaw,at a distance, a herd of

about ten wildebeests facing a group of
four lionesses, three of them ranged in
a line behind the fourth, for all the

worldlike three backfielders behind the
center forward. Like soccer teams on a
playing field after the whistle has
blown, both sides were at a standstill.

Whatever had happened was over, and
the wildebeests werestill in the game.

Rememberingto be careful lest some
predator whohad watchedusgo up the
ladder was waiting for us to come
down,weleft the tower, got into our

van, andstarted slowly for camp. At
the first bend of the track, in a patch of
heavy sand, the headlights shone on

two adolescent male lions sitting very
straight, intently watching the place
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where the disturbance had been. Not
wanting to alarm them,I dimmedthe
lights as the van labored slowly around
them. They turned and looked at us.
Then, suddenly, to our astonishment,
they launched themselves at us and,
tails high, began to chase us, one on
each side of the van. Bounding along
like two huge dogs, they seemed to be
snatching at the tires. Fearing that we
would soon be wobbling feebly on the
rims while two adolescentlionstried to
pull us through the windows, I floored

it. The struggling van lurched for-
ward,the lions fell behind, and in the
rearview mirror I saw the distance
widening. In my last glimpse of them
they were standing in the road, some-
what crestfallen but still much in-
terested, watching us go.

I wasflabbergasted. I, who had spent

so many nights afoot in the Kalahari
and so many more nights lost in the
bush in Uganda, had never dreamed of

being chased by lions. No such thing
would ever have happened at Gautscha.
The Juwasi would not for one moment
have tolerated being chased or played
with or harassed in any wayby lions—
notin the past and not today.
Then I saw how stupid I had been,

and how deeply 1 had misunderstood
Gobauband Etosha. Thebeautiful, dry
country, the white grass, the clear sky,
and the sight every evening of the
setting red-ball sun had all misled me.
I had been seeing everything as if I
werestill in Gautscha thirty years ear-
lier. But it wasn’t the sameat all. The
animals of Etosha didn’t know people.
Perhaps never before had that popula-
tion of animals knownsolittle
about people. But the people
who would havetaught the ani-
mals were gone.

continuously monitored and controlled.
The lion population was controlled to
some extent by meansof long-lasting
contraceptive devices implanted under
the skin of someofthe lionesses. Those
lionesses had grown old without hav-
ing offspring, and after the drug wore
off they mightbe too old to raise and
educate offspring. If so, the experience

of these lionesses would be lost—a
situation more serious than might at
first appear, for a lion needs to know a
great deal to be able to meet the chal-
lenges offered by its environment, and

especially the challenges, such as seri-
ous droughts, that happen only rarely.
In such circumstances, the guidance of

an experienced lion can mean the
difference between life and death, not

only at the time but for lions of the
future, who,like links in a chain, will

someday also benefit from and carry
imparted information. For learning to
take place, informed and uninformed
lions must share an experience. If the
chain breaks, the informationis lost.

Muchofthe park’s intense manage-
ment was directed toward research,

with the animals, of course, the sub-

jects. In keeping with the hard-science
trend in behavior biology, the park,
which had in the past permitted
invasive research on the animals, gen-
erally disapproved of unstructured ob-
servation, considering the results not
measurable and therefore not worth-
while. Our work required complex
equipment and had a “hard”aspect, in
that we collected measurable sounds,

and this contributed to our being al-
lowed to work there. We weretold

never to name the elephants
westudied,lest we appear sen-
timental; we were told to

numberthem instead.
 
  The people were gone, and

the old way wasfinished. If the
authorities had decided that the
park would be more natural without
lions, and had removed them, their
absence would not have been more
glaring than the absence of the hunter-
gatherersafter half a million years. As
soon asI realized that, I no longer saw
the similarities between Gobaub and
Gautscha but, rather, the differences.
At Gautscha, time and rainfall had
managed the ecosystem; in Etosha, as

we soon learned, the ecosystem was
managed so thoroughly by the Depart-
ment of Nature Conservation that the
place sometimes seemed like a farm.
The populations of animals were

 Onthe shortwaveradio that
we had beenassigned, and had
been ordered to keep on, so

that we would be in constant contact
with the park authorities, we couldn’t
help hearing, day and night, the doings
of the park biologists as they darted,
biopsied, branded, and tagged the ani-
mals—especially thelions. If under the
old way the lions and the hunter-gath-
erers kept their distance from each
other, under park managementthepeo-
ple took such an interest in the lions
that any lion could expect to be physi-
cally invaded soonerorlater by a diag-
nostic procedureora telemetric device.

For the lions, that meant sudden,

probably bewilderingintrusions: a drug
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experience almostcertainly followed by
pain—thelingering burn of a brand,
perhaps (notthat pain seems to be much
of a problem to lions). Most lions
experienced such handling only once,
and hence had little need, or even
incentive, to adjust. So the presence of
the park personnel, though it changed
the lions’ lives, probably didn’t make a
difference that lions would recognize.
Nothing that I could detect in the
lions’ attitudes suggested that they gave
much thoughtto the presence of park
personnel.
WhatI did detect in the lions’ atti-

tudes was that they had no conceptof
the hunter-gatherers. After we moved
our camp to a second remote waterhole,

called Dungari, we found ourselves
under intensive observation by some
lions, who apparently didn’t know
what we were but wanted to find out.
Like mice in a cattery, we could do
nothing without first checking to see
whether we were safe from them. This
situation began when KatyandI first
visited Dungari, to learn if elephants
used the water, which at Dungari was

provided by the park in a large concrete
trough kept full by a solar pump.
Dungari wasjust a place in the woods,
really—not a great flat plain with a
natural well like Gautscha or Gobaub.
Nevertheless, lions were there, as we

began to notice after dark, when,in the
van, we began a twenty-four-hourvig-
il. Wethought we were watching care-
fully and noticing everything, so we
were more thansurprised to suddenly
see the face of a lioness looking in the
right-hand window. How had she
managedto creep up on us? A lion had
come with her, we soon learned, but of

the two she was the more curious. He
was moreorless hiding, and seemed to

be waiting for her to do something.
What that might be we weren’t sure.
Wesuspected that she might be hunt-
ing us, though: it seemed that every
time we looked, she was popping up
beside our van.

Ofcourse, after we realized she was
around I kept trying to find her with
theflashlight. I picked up the eyeshine
of many other animals, and I often

spotted her large, tawny form near at
hand, but very seldom could I spot her
blazing green eyes. Atfirst, I couldn’t
understand why. But then it came to
me that she might be concealing her
eyeshine by averting her eyes. Because
she was usually facing us when I spot-
ted her, I began to think she was

catching us in her peripheral vision,
andconsciously avoiding a direct look.
But why? Dolions knowthattheir eyes
shine? Lions’eyes shine in moonlight,

andevenin starlight. Moonlit eyeshine
can be by far the most conspicuous
feature ofa lion at night—especiallyof
a lion hiding in the grass. If a lion
should see another lion’s eyes shining,
could it then infer that its own eyes
might also shine? The fact is, we
haven’t the slightest idea whether lions
could make such a deduction. My own
feeling is that they can and do.
These same lions continued their

intensive investigation of us when we
came to stay at Dungari, and they were
later joined by two other lionesses. I
was quite moved to realize that their
investigation of us resembled ours of
them. At night, through the fence of a
horse camp that the park authorities
had urged usto use, the lions watched
us sleep, just as during the day we
watched them sleep. As we examined
their sign, they examinedours,follow-
ing ourtracks to our variouslatrines,

whichthey unearthed. Our sign meant
something to them: frequently, they
left their scats beside ours and squirted
their marksoverthetraces of oururine.
In other ways, too, they seemed to
do what we did. Oneday, I was sitting
nearthe solar pump at Dungari watch-
ing a lioness, who laybythe water. She
was near enough that I would need
to get to safety if she stood up, so I was
trying to be careful and not to for-
get her. She was watching me in an
equallycasual manner.But the day was
warm and the air was soft, so it was

hard to sustain anxiety. In time, I
yawned. To my amazement, without
taking her eyes off me she also yawned.
Was it a coincidence, her enormous
red gape? Was it empathy? Fascinated,
I deliberately yawned again. She
yawned again! 1 yawned again and
again. But I had doneit too quickly.
She simply watched me, through half-
shuteyes. I waited two or three minutes
and then yawned once more. She
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yawnedright away. Morethanexcited,
I called the other people, so that they
could see what was happening. One
last time, the lioness obliged us with an
empathetic yawn. Then,seeing that
several of us had gathered to stare at
her, she suddenly seemed to get self-

conscious; she got up, and, looking
irritated,left.

Perhaps she had been studying me.
Not long after that, she stalked me.
Once, when I didn’t think she was
around,I walked several hundred yards
from the safety of our study area to
collect our equipment. As I circled
throughthe heavybush, someonein the
study area noticed the lioness creeping
stealthily toward meand called to me
to come back.So I did, remembering to
walk as the Juwasi had taught me,
and here I am to recommend the
method.

HEabsence of the hunter-gath-
erers from Etosha showed in the

habits oflions as well as in their unfa-
miliarity with people. Many a wa-
terhole in the park, for instance, was

the headquarters of a pride of lions.
The Etosha lions had the misleading
reputation of being waterhole hunters,
with the implication that they needed
only to wait for their prey to comefor a
drink. This wasn’t so, of course: never

stupid, the prey animals didn’t drink
wherethey couldn’tsee, didn’t drink at
night, and would have drunk elsewhere

if they had reason to think that lions
would seize them at the water. No, the
lions of Etosha had to hunt the hard
way,like lions everywhere. So no one
really knows why they liked to stay
near the waterholes. Yet lions are ex-
cellent observers, and observation is

importantto them—hencetheir empa-
thy. Other cats learn by practicing; for

instance, the kittens of cheetahs and

house cats are taught to huntbytheir
mothers, who bring them live animals
to kill. But lions learn mainly by
watching. Mostof the animals hunted
by lions are too big to be transported
and too dangeroustobe released for the
cubs. Usually, when a lioness wants to
teach her young to hunt she lets them
follow and observeher. So lions might
like to station themselves at the
waterholes and observe the herds that
pass by. Perhapslionspreselect victims.
Perhaps they merely note the herds’
general condition and direction of
travel. Anyway, whether or not the
practice of observing helps lions with
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hunting, it means that they don’t have
to walk far to drink. Even this could
meana lotto lions, for lions don’t like

to trouble themselves unduly—atleast,
notby day.
The truly interesting thing about

waterhole viewing,as I saw it, was not

so much that the Etoshalionsdid it as
that the Gautschalions hadn’t doneit.
Just as at Gautscha the presenceof the
hunter-gatherers’ camps appeared to
keep the animals at a distance from the
water, so in Etosha the absence of

people’s camps may have allowed the
animals to come near. From the arche-
ologicalsites that the youngofficial had
forbiddenusto touch I learned that the
hunter-gatherers of Etosha had fa-
vored the same kinds of places as the
hunter-gatherers of the Gautscha area.
That was perhaps not surprising.
What was surprising was that those
sites were also favored by the lions.
Sometimes the lions of Gobaub chose
the very spots where people once had
lived. Sometimes the lions chose spots

that people would have chosen. In fact,
I soon found thatas often as not I could
locate the lions of Gobaub,evenin that
vast space, merely by looking around
for places that I felt the Gautscha
people of the old days would haveliked.
I would search with myfield glasses for
a shady place without too many stones
and screened from view on theraised.
ground around the edgeofthe plain.
‘There were many such places near
Gobaub, and in most of them, at one

timeor another, we wouldspotsleeping
lions. What did it mean? It meant, I
think, that the lions had taken over
those places soon after the people had

gone.
Myheart went out to the Etosha

lions, although their size and might,
combined with their naiveté about our
species, could be frightening. Once, I
was charged by lioness, and then I

felt in awe of the hunter-gatherers
who,so long ago, had commanded the
respect of lions. I was charged while
doing just what the Juwasi would have
done to movea lioness: she had been
sitting right beside some of our equip-
ment, which I had comein our van to

collect, and when she wouldn’t moveI
got out and slowly picked up a pebble,
and, speaking very respectfully, because
I could already see displeasure in her
eyes, I very gently tossed the pebble as I
asked her to please leave. Whap! She
charged! In the blink of an eye she had
covered the distance between us. Luck-  
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ily I had gotout of the driver’s door,
which slammed, rather than the side
door, which slid. How would the early
hunter-gatherers have wrested respect
from an animal like this? And without
vans to jump into? If the lions of long
ago had in any way resembled the lions
of today, their respect would have been
hard to come by. Thelions in Etosha
seemed to respect nothing but other
lions.
And, of course, the elephants. The

Etoshalions kept away from elephants
much as the Gautscha lions had once
kept away from the Juwasi. In Etosha,
if lions and elephants met, the lions
became more than respectful—or most

of them did. One night, one of our
researchers saw an adolescent male
lion,tail high, rushing an elephant, but
the lion probably wasn’t entirely seri-
ous, because he gave up quickly, In an
East African lion story—the personal
communication ofa reliable witness—a
certain lion once crouched down in the
grass to hide from elephants coming
from his right. Apparently, he hadn’t
seen that they were on their way to
greet other elephants, coming from his
left. Before he could decide whatto do,
he was surrounded. Hethen threatened
an elephantto try to make her back off
and give him a way outofthe closing
circle. All the elephants werestartled
to see a lion in their midst, and they

roared, screamed, and threatened him.

In the excitement, he felt forced to
attack, so, leaping at the nearest ele-
phant, he clung to her head. She
plucked him off, dashed him to the
ground,andkilled him—theonly pos-
sible outcome,really, of a conflict in-
volving a lion and an elephant.

I saw only one encounter between
Gobaublionsand an elephant. It ended
very quickly and, as encounters go, was
minimal—a nonevent, really. Yet it

stayed with me. Probably I would have
learned nothing at all from it if I
hadn’t first seen the same lions in the
same place with a rhino. The rhino
wasa rather belligerent female, who,

with her large child at herheels, often

came to drink soon after dark. One
moonlit night when the lions were
relaxing in the open near the runoff,
the rhino seemed to take exception to
their presence and charged. The lions
seemed hardlyto notice. T’o my amaze-
ment, they did nothing atall until the
rhino was almost on top of them, and
then, very casually, they got to their
feet and, with unbelievable aplomb,

4 AM.

(Arrer Wistawa Szymporska)
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moved gracefully toward her, stepping
aside at the very last momentto let her
charge through. As soon as she was
among them, they seemed to flow
aroundherlike water around the prow
of a boat, to reassemble behind her

armored rump. Seeming not to know
whathad happened,shecantered on for
a while before she saw that no one was
there. Thelions barely glanced at her,
as if they had hardly as much as a
passing thought for her. ‘They looked,
in fact, as if they already knew about
this rhino, as if they had developed
their coordinated, dancelike tactic just

to avoid her and had practiced with her
manytimes before.

In contrast was the encounter be-
tween the lions and an elephant. One
evening soon after the lions had been
charged by the rhino, they were lying
in the sameplace, a pile of tan bodies
behind a fallen log, which hid them
from the plain. I was watching someof
them peer over the log at a zebra who

—Epwarp Hirscu

was considering drinking from the
runoff when I saw them stiffen, then
get up and move apart. Far away,
elephants had appeared at the edge of
thetrees. It seemed to me thatthe lions
recognized these particular elephants.
big adolescent male elephant, about
sixteen or seventeen yearsold, left the
others and strode toward the lions with
his head high, his ears wide, his tail
and trunk up. Although hewasatleast
fifty yards from them, the uneasy lions
were watching him intently. For just a
moment, the maned lion stood his

ground: with his legs braced and his
head high, he gave a roar. Theele-
phant answeredwith a roarof his own.
The lion roared once more, which

broughtthe elephant onward at a fast
walk. This was more than enough
for the lions. Without a sound, they
turned tail, scattered like a flock of

sparrows, and vanished. In the same

way—if not, perhaps, as quickly—
would the Kalahari lions once have



disappeared before an advance of the
Juwasi.

ODAY,even the Kalahari lions
don’t give groundto people in the

same way as before. The respectful
behavior once displayed by the people
cannot be depended upon,either. This
is surely because the old wayis fading
in the Kalahari, and neither the lions
nor the people are sure of their posi-
tions anymore.

After a wrenching period of transi-
tion from their formerlives as hunter-
gatherers, many of the Juwasiare try-
ing to live as subsistence farmers in
permanentvillages with cattle. Such a
village, with about sixty cattle, stands

on the eastern rim of Gautscha Pan,
above the waterhole. In the veldt
aroundthis village, the lionsare trying
to live, too. To doit, they seem to be
changingtheir culture.
The Gautscha people became aware

of this one dark night—oddly,at about
the same time I was charged by the
lioness in Etosha. On that night,

two Juwa men and mybrother, John,
who since 1978 had been living at
Gautschato help establish Juwa farm-
ing, were returning to the village in a
pickup when the headlights caught the
eyeshine of ten or fifteen lions in a
patch of heavy thornbush just across
the road from the cattle pen. Notliking
the look of such a large group of lions
so near the cattle, my brother stopped.
the pickup, and everyone gotout. As in
the old days, he and the Juwa men
moved slowly and purposefully toward
the crouching,staring lions, thinking
to get them up and moving. However,
these lions didn’t react in the old way.
Instead, one—a lioness—began to

roar. But rather than give a deafening
shout, as if to say “Back off!,” she
began very loud,prolonged,classical
series of roars, such as one might hear
from a lion at night, far away—some-
thing like this: Uuuuuuuwaugh.
Uuuuuuuuuu000c00000waugh.
Uuuuuuuuuuooc0c0c0c000h!
Uuuuuoooooong! Uuuoooowaugh!
Uuuoo, uaooo, uaooh, oooogh, ooogh,

aangh, unh, unh. But the most inter-

esting thing was that just before the
earsplitting climax,as theroarsrose to
a series of deafening bellows and earth-
shaking hollers, other lions joined the
first. Many lions roared in chorus.
They were like the lions at the
Kavango cattle post who, with their

choral roaring, hadso badlyfrightened  
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my mother and me manyyearsbefore.
Needless to say, my brother and the
other men stopped in their tracks. In
theterrifying, echoingsilence that fol-
lowed, the men stood motionless. Sud-

denly, the roaring began again, first

onevoice, then a chorus. Again came a

profound silence, and again the roars.
Fourtimes,onelion started the roaring

with other lions joining the chorus
while the men stood absolutely still.
After the fourth chorus, the silence

lasted so long that the men began to
inch back toward the pickup.
When they got inside and
turned on the headlights, the

lions were gone.
Why were the modern

Gautschalions so different from their
predecessors? Toloiteratthevillage as
if they didn’t care who saw them, and
not to move off at the approach of the
men, showed that they had changed
their ways. Yet the choice of meaning-
ful vocalizations instead of physical
violence showed that they were formu-
lating customs of their own,different

from those of the Etosha lions. Why?
The choral roaring could have been
intendedto show thesize andsolidarity
of their group—thelistener would as-
certain it from the volume and the
number of voices. A massive choral

assault may be useful when two groups
meet if the ownership of a resource is
in question. The present-day Gautscha
lions may have meant to show my
brother and the Juwa men that their
claim onthecattle was not undisputed,

and that lions would no longer leave
without protest just because some peo-
ple wanted them to go. Yet the old days
weren’t quite forgotten: evidently the
lions had enough feeling for the an-
cient truce not to savage the men, as
anyof the Etoshalions almostcertainly
would have done.

But the Etosha lions werein a stable
situation—atleast, from their point of
view. For them, the past was lost. In

contrast, the Gautscha lions were in a
period oftransition. The old way must
have clung in the memoriesof the older
lions, memories that they seemedto use
whentrying to cope with the violent
economic and social changes that
threatened to overtake them.

Since the late nineteen-sixties, in the

eastern section of Namibia’s Kalahari,
the area now called Bushmanland, en-
vironmental productivity had been
diminishing. By the seventies, Bush-

manlandhadlost two of its three per-

ay
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manent waterholes to Bantu pastoral-
ists and its western territory to farms.
In the remainingportions, overgrazing
bylivestock, ruts made by vehicles, and

the preventionof fire had reduced the
vegetation in some places to thorn-
bushes on hard sand. Legions of South
African biltong hunters with automatic
rifles and all-terrain vehicles had all
but eliminated the wild populations of
manywater-independent grazing ani-
mals; gemsboks had become rare and

elands had virtually vanished. Facto-
ries to process the meat and skins
became a big business around
the Kalahari. And hundreds of
miles of fencing had prevented
thousands of water-dependent

grazing animals—giraffes and wilde-
beests in particular—from reaching
their sources of seasonal water. They
died trying, and their dry corpses lay
beside the fence.
By the time I revisited Gautscha,

after our first season of research at
Etosha, a large number of elephants
had cometo live in Bushmanland. Vir-
tually all were males between the ages
of fourteen and fifty. Most of them
seemed to know oneanother, and many
had bullet woundsin their bodies or
bullet holes in their ears. No one—nei-
ther the Juwasi nor the government’s
conservation officers—knew whothese
elephants were or where they had come
from,since no elephants had ever been
morethantransient, seasonalvisitors to
Bushmanlandbefore. In my view, the
bullet holes suggested that the elephants
were refugees from war, culls, or
poaching, andthe fact that no females

or young were with them suggested
that they had made a difficult journey
from far away. How so many of them
knew about Bushmanlandisless clear.

Theywere notto find a haven there,
no matter how far they had come or
how difficult the journey had been.
Their presence quickly attracted an
undesirable group of millionaires,

mostly men from North and South
America and Europe, who were eager
to pay immense sums of moneyto the
Department of Nature Conservation
for the pleasureofkilling the elephants.
Nature Conservation encouraged these
hunters to buylicenses to kill as many
different kinds of animals as possible,
so the sportsmen killed lions,too.

Loss of habitat, shortages of food,

and being hunted were some of the
general problemsfacedbyall the lions
of Bushmanland. However, the Gau-
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tscha lions also had to cope with a
change in their water supply. The
waterhole was never meant to supply
the sixty cattle that by 1982 were in
Gautscha. Two years later, halfway
through a severe eight-year drought,it
was dug out. Next, a deep well was
drilled at a distance,fitted with a pipe,
a pump, and a trough. The well was
accessible only to human beings.
Meanwhile, elephants began to haunt
the waterhole—by the time I visited,
six or seven huge male elephants would
be at the edge of the pan every evening
waiting for dark before moving their
enormous, conspicuous selves out of

whatlittle screening the bushes gave
them, and comingto the water to drink.
But the cattle, who drank from the

waterhole in the afternoon, would have

used all the water. Nothing but mud
would be left. Then the huge,thirsty
elephants, who needed aboutforty gal-
lons of water apiece, would stand all
night by the waterhole takinglittle sips
as the water oozed in. Not much water
wasleft for any other creatures.

Evenin the face of such changes,the
modern Gautscha lions seemed to be
keeping some of the old lion customs.
Perhaps they were trying to keep the
structure of their lives unchanged. Al-
though no onewill ever know for sure
whether or not the modern lions were
descended from lions who oncelived at
Gautscha, it seemed to me that the
modern lions could have originated
there or very nearby. Their group,for
instance, numberedthirty, the same as

the group long ago. Also, the modern
lions apparentlyrested in some of the
old places—shady thickets in the bush
southeastof the pan. And thelionsstill
used an old gametrail (on which by
the eighties the tracks of vehicles had
been superimposed) in travelling be-
tween their resting places and the
waterhole.
Some of their customs were new,

however. For instance, they had appar-
ently changedthesize of their hunting
parties. Although we didn’t really
knowthesize oftheir parties in the old
days, because we never saw them, we

did find tracks and heard calling and
answering which suggested that the
lions favored groups of four, five, or

six. In the eighties, the lions often
hunted in pairs. Perhaps the reason for
this was the available prey. Although
mostof the large antelopes were gone,
there werestill kudus. Few were big
or had long horns, as in the old  
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days. Most were medium-sized or
smaller, but there were plenty of them,
perhaps even morethan before. I have
no explanation for the kudu popula-
tion; perhaps the kudus flourished in
the absence of competitors, or perhaps
the altered vegetation favored them.
Duikers and steenboks were also pres-
ent in reasonable numbers. But that
was aboutall. Since there waslittle else
to hunt, these small-to-midsize ante-

lopes provided almostall the food of the
modern Gautschalions, placing them
in a situation similar to that of most
tigers. Three lions could eat from a
medium-sized kudu doe. Two lions
could possibly make do with a steenbok
or a large duiker. But if more
lions were present some would
go hungry.

If a changein the food supply
forced the lions to adjust their
hunting style, the change in the
water supply also caused new behavior.
Onthe very first night of my visit to
Gautscha,I saw something I had never
seen before: lions at the Gautscha
waterhole. Just a few hoursafter dark,
six or seven lions appeared on the rock
ledge above it. But the waterhole was
empty. Two elephants had drained it
and were waiting for it to fill up. On
the ledge, the lions wove back and forth
as if wondering what to do, then left
all together suddenly. I next saw them
at the empty trough by the well where
people had pumped waterfor the cattle
in the afternoon. Although the trough
was also empty, the lions at last found
water where the village dogs found
water—in the muddy footprints of the
cattle. They drank these dry, then left
onthe road.

Surely the biggest change in the
environment, from a lion’s point of
view, was the introduction ofcattle.

Whenthecattle arrived in 1982, the
lions, of course, killed some of them.
Whatwas strange, in my opinion, was
that until 1987 they killed very few.
Forthis there is no easy explanation.
It’s simply not possible that the lions
didn’t consider hunting the cattle from
the momenttheyfirst became aware of
them. One whiff of that dizzying
grassy scent would have set a lion’s
mouth watering. Nor were thecattle
protected by the people—or, at any
rate, not by day. By day, the cattle
wandered far from the village under
their own recognizance, and came

homeoftheir ownaccord at night, to a

dung-filled pen fenced in with a few
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strands of wire. Even I could almost
have jumped that fence; a lion would
hardly have noticed it. By rights, con-
sidering the size of the pride, the ab-
senceof other food, and the cornucopia
of opportunities, the lions should have
killed a cow every few days. Yetforfive
years they didn’t; they kept scouring
the bushes for steenboks and duikers,
and, except for some very unusual in-
stances,theyleft the cattle alone.
To me, this restraint was almost

incomprehensible, andyet, in some way
that I couldn’t precisely define, it
seemed like the old days. Did the lions
recognize the cattle as part of the hu-
man domain? A dog would. Arelions,

those acute and empathetic ob-
servers, who in their own cul-

"Ae ture recognize certain kinds of
ownership,less able than dogs

7 to recognize ownership in other
species? Unfortunately, westill

knowtoolittle aboutlions (or any other
animals) to answer these questions in
any meaningful way.
Not everything was mysterious,

however. The cattle themselves had
muchto do with their relative immuni-
ty from lion predation. Whenthe pen
‘was opened in the morning,the two or

three cows who provided leadership
wouldn’t just start walking, as Ameri-
can cows mightdo, but instead would
stand amongtheothers for a while, as
if waiting for something. Because they
had longsince eaten the grass near the
village,the cattle might have been con-
templating a numberof grassyplaces a
mile or more away. Eventually, they

would choose one of those places and
start walking toward it, always taking
several precautions. For one, they usu-
ally varied their direction, making
their whereabouts unpredictable. For
another, they neverleft before the sun
was high and always returned long
before sunset, thus avoiding the times
favored by the crepuscular lions. For a
third, they always travelled in single
file, especially through heavy cover, as
infantry soldiers are taught to do in
jungle warfare. And,finally, they al-
ways stuck together. Once, when a
young cow missed leaving with the
others, she became panicky, and, cast-

ing about until she foundtheir scent,
she ran after them with her nose to the
earth,like a hound.
To the Juwasi, accustomed to ani-

mals who knew whatthey were doing,
the self-help attitude of the cattle
seemedto be the naturalorderof things
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—the old way. Might this not also
have been true of the lions? The few
times they had huntedcattle, the tech-

nique they had used was reminiscentof
the past: a lioness cameat nightto roar
repeatedly outside the pen, which
caused the cattle to panic and lungeat
the fence until they had jumped out or
broken through, whereupon the same
lioness or others killed one of them.
Theepisode reminded someofus of the
lioness whose roaring had frightened
us long ago, because the roaring was of
the same type—nottheclassical roar-
ing thatrises in a crescendo andfalls
away to grunts buta series of similar,
loud, steady roars. I wondered if the
eighties lioness really intended to panic
the cattle. Perhaps something else had
inducedherto roar. Thecattle pen was
precisely on the site of our old camp,
and the eighties lioness had arrived
from exactly the sameplaceasthefifties
lioness—from thetrail that led from
the southeastto the water. Theeighties
lioness also faced the same way as her
predecessor while roaring. Was all this
just coincidence? Or could the place
itself mean something? Ontheplain it
was the high ground. Might that make
it a good place to roar? We didn’t know
—wejustlistened, as we had before. In
response, the Juwasi built a thick
thornbush barricade around the wire
pen, with the thorns not turned out

against the lions, as one might expect,
but turned in, against the cattle. That
was to discourage stampeding, and
seemed to confirm the thoughtthat the
cattle had only themselves to blameif
lions caught them.
WhenI visited Gautscha after our

secondseason ofresearch in Etosha, an

eventescalated the cattle-killing by the
Gautschalions. Theeventitself was so
ridden with perils that the outcome
was,in my view, unavoidable, and the
consequence, which wasthatthe lions
soon killed a great manycattle in one
big massacre, may have brought every-
one andeverything a long step further
from the old way. The event began
when a new, young, farm-raised bull
was brought to Gautscha. There he
met the enormous resident bull,

Boesman (Bushman)—so namedbyhis
Juwa ownerbecause of his impressive
size and masculinity. The new bull
couldn’t help being squeezed into the
pen with Boesman during his first
night, but in the morning, out of re-

spect for Boesman, and unaware of the

danger from lions, he stayed far behind
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the herd. That same morning a preg-
nant cow began her labor. Because of
the people’s laissez-faire attitude, no-
body noticed her, so she, too, went out

with the other cattle, and she, too,

lagged behind the herd. The cows who
led the herd chose an unusual direction
that morning—southeast, to the area
where the lions sometimes spent the
day. There the laboring cow beganto
give birth, and soon caughtthe atten-
tion of two lionesses. They attacked
her. The knowledgeable, experienced
cattle left the scene immediately, but
the new bull, ignorant because

of his sheltered upbringing, ap-
parently tried to help the cow,
whom the lionesses were killing.
The lionesses killed him, too.
‘They ate their fill, and then went into
the bushes and fell asleep.
That night, no one noticed at first

that the cow was missing. But when the
newbullfailed to come homethe people
began search. In the morning,they
found the partly eaten carcasses—about
half the cow,onelittle foot of the calf,
and mostof the bull. Interestingly, the
people at oncebuilt a fire, cut a lot of
the meat, and cooked it for a nourish-
ing, energy-giving feast, reminiscent
of many such feasts inadvertently pro-
vided by lions in the old days. During
the meal, a party atmosphereprevailed.
Afterward, the people cuttherest of the
meat into strips and carried it home.
Thelionesses, it turned out, were only

about seventy feet away all the while,

but,in the old way, they said nothing.
That evening, a rather intrusive

non-Bushmanvisitor to Gautscha per-
suaded some of the Juwa mentolet him
drive them to the site, so that when the

two lionessesreturnedto lookfor scraps
the mencould shoot them. The Juwasi
agreed, but when the lionesses became
vaguely aware of the poisoned arrows
whispering by theyleft uneasily. That
night, I saw the twolionesses trying to
drink at the waterhole. A few days
later, I went home. It was September.

Therest of the story was told to me
by my brother, who waspresent. The
rains had beenscanty the year before,
and the drought was felt in October.
‘Thena badfire to the north, south, and
west of Gautscha Pan burned most of
the grass. All the grazing animals were
hungry, and the cattle especially so.
One morning, a Juwa herdsman took

the cattle to the southeast, where, per-
haps because the cattle seldom went
there, some grass wasstill standing. 

After delivering his charges to the
grazingarea, the herdsman went hunt-
ing. Soonthecattleattracted the atten-
tion of the lions, who that day wereall
together, thirty strong. Among them,

undoubtedly, were the two cattle-kill-
ing lionesses, with the memoryof their
Septembersuccess very fresh.

Thecattle, too, would have remem-
bered the episode. They presumably
hadn’t wanted to go back there in the
first place. Anxiousto leave, they split
into two groups. So did the lions, ap-
parently in order to follow the two

groups of cattle, which went
separate ways. Thatin itself
was somewhat unusual. More
unusual was the lions’ method
of attack. Evidently,instead of

concentrating as one team uponkilling
and eating a single victim, many lions

or teams of lions suddenly attacked
many cattle simultaneously. Perhaps
somelions or teamsoflions slaughtered
manycattle in thefirst group and then
movedonto the second group,or per-
haps each group of lions slaughtered
manyofits owngroupofcattle. What-
ever happened, the veldt was strewn
with corpses—eight together in one
area and four more about a mile away.
‘The next day, the people backtracked
along the path taken bythe surviving
cattle, and found twenty lions with the
group of eight corpses and ten lions
with the group of four. My brother,

who was concerned about preserving
the livelihood of the Juwasi, shot and
killed two of the lions.
He suggests that the drought, the

fires, and the resulting lack of grass
made an unusualset of circumstances,

which caused the wild game to go
elsewhere, leaving the lions no choice
butto kill cattle. He has no explanation
for the method of killing—the massa-
cre—and wondersifit will be repeated.
Asfor the lions, they will long remem-
ber the details of their achievement,
even thoughat the time it was appar-
ently a lion excess, an exception to the

rule. Indeed, they may try another
massacre someday, even though the

first cost two of them their lives. After
all, they aren’t cowards. So far, howev-
er, that hasn’t happened. Even before
the rains came and the grass grew back,
the surviving lions returned to their
customary abstemiousness. For now,

they kill cattle only rarely and only by
their former desultory methods. No one
knows why.

—EvizaseTo Marsuatt Tuomas



MUSICAL EVENTS
Brave New Worlds

Ew Yorkhas waited long for a
staging of Schoenberg’s great
opera ‘‘Moses und Aron,”

which was composed in 1930-32,first
heard in 1954,andfirst staged in 1957.
James Levine, who conducted “Mo-

ses”at the 1987 Salzburg Festival, said
he would like to conductit at the Met.
It arrives at the New York City Opera,
conducted by Christopher Keene, the
company’s generaldirector, in a noble
presentation.

Thirty years ago, discussion of the
opera tended to turn on the subject
matter—the conflict between Moses’
proclamationof a “single, eternal, om-
nipresent, unperceivable, inconceivable
God” and Aaron’s practical presenta-
tion of a God made manifest by signs
and wonders—andonvaried interpre-
tations, political, spiritual, personal,
often complementary, of the conflict.

For example, Jeremy Noble wrote that

the freedom promised bythe voice from the
burning bush means something quite dif-
ferent to Moses on the one hand and to
Aaronand the people on the other. To the
latter it meanspolitical freedom from Pha-
raoh and his taskmasters;it 1s to be embod-
ied in a land almostliterally flowing with
milk and honey. To Mosesit meansfree-
domfroman idea of Godthatis in any way
anthropomorphic—made in man’s image
and therefore subject to humanlimitations;
for him the chosen peo-
ple’s true fulfilment is in
the renunciation that
will turn their spiritual
wilderness into a prom-
ised land. It follows that
while Aaron tendsto see
God's message in terms of
favour to a single race,
Mosessees it rather as a
task imposed upon that
race.

 

Moses speaks; Aaron
sings. In Moses’ frus-
tration at his inability
to “get his message
across” while the flu-
ent Aaron, his inter-

preter, readily catches
the popular ear—but
only by alloying the

of resentment at his disciple Alban
Berg’s greater success. Schoenberg
completed only two of the three acts.
At the close of the second, while the

Israelites, led by thepillars of fire and
of cloud, advance toward the Promised.
Land, Mosescries “O word, O word,
that I lack” andsinks to the ground in
despair. In a Covent Garden produc-
tion, Peter Hall provided spectacular
Biblical pageantry. In Salzburg, Jean-
Pierre Ponnelle set the action in a
ghetto cemetery that was being de-
stroyed by Nazi soldiers. The New
York production—spare, clean, and
beautiful—is blessedly free of interpre-
tative glosses, of fuss, and of communi-
cation aimed more atlisteners’ eyes
than at their ears. The music comes
first, and it is more eloquently and

accurately executed than one had dared
to hope. The richness, inventiveness,
and dramatic force of the score prove
overwhelming.
The choral writing in “Moses” is

famously taxing. The City Opera cho-
risters had evidently worked long and
hard to masterit; they were full-toned,
secure, trenchant. Schoenberg’s “‘semi-
chorus”of seventy elders maybe repre-
sented by a mere seven, buttheir sing-
ing was sure, and all deserve mention:

Robert Ferrier, Wilbur Pauley, Mat-
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thew Lau, Ron Baker, Richard Byrne,
William Ledbetter, and Don Yule. So
do the six singers whose voices combine
to represent the mysterious Voice from
the Burning Bush: Rachel Rosales,

Bronwyn ‘Thomas, Marsha Hender-
son, Gregory Cross, Mr. Ferrier, and

Mr. Pauley. Miss Henderson was also
the crippled womancured by the Gold-
en Calf. Brenda Harris and Michael
Rees Davis were the young enthusiasts.
John Calvin West was the reactionary
priest. All the small but difficult and
importantsolo roles were vividly taken.
So were the two big roles. Richard
Cross’s Moses was sonorous, affecting
—and a powerful presence. (Theopera
was done in German, in which lan-
guage Moses’ slow, emphatic declama-
tion, consonants struck, vowels reso-

nantly sustained, proves more effective
and more musical than in English.)
Thomas Young’s Aaron wasincisive,

clever, persuasive, and steady and clear
through all the range. One day, when
“Moses”is a repertory work, we may
hear the role rendered with the lyrical
beauty of a Fritz Wunderlich or a
Tauber; Mr. Young comescloser to
lyricism than did Helmut Krebs, the
first Aaron,and any other Aaronthat I

have heard. Mr. Keene’s orchestra
playedas if inspired, withtelling detail,
excellent tone, and admirable balance.

The staging, derived from the Co-
logne Opera’s 1978 production,is di-
rected by Hans Neugebauer, designed
by Achim Freyer, and lit by Hans

‘Toelstede, and is a su-

perior example of a
current European style
that at its best is very
pleasing (St. Louis
knows the manner
from the Graham Vick
“Entfiihrung” there,

Houston from the
Nicholas Hytner
“Giulio Cesare”): ele-
gantscenery of Euclid-
ean precision; move-

ment kept to a mini-
mum; disciplined stage
pictures; lighting an
active element in the
décor. (Wieland Wag-
ner’s productions are a

 

purity of the great vi-
sion—some have
caught echoes of the
composer’s distress at
incomprehensionof his
own works, and even

“Face it, Herb, youre one of those who peaked in high school.”
people

near ancestor.) The
“Moses” sets and cos-
tumes are monochrome
—a desert-sand-dry,
hot, dusty yellow—un-
til at the unveiling of



 

DinnerIs

Served.
Fresh from the heartland of America come these
expertly hand-carved, tenderlon cuts guaranteed
to make your mouth water andyour tastebuds
sing. The Filet Mignon, the absolute royalty of

thesteak world, 1s becoming a rare delicacy. It's
easy tofind a cut ofbeef that some call a “real
filet", but it takes the Midwestto deliver a steak

with such taste and consistency to impress your
fnends and satisfy your family. For the first time
ever, one of Amet premier meatcutters, for

six decades supplying fine steak houses across the

 

nation,is offering you access to their fine
selection of meats. This includes the ultimate

steak experience, the Filet Mignon If you order
now we'll include the Gimp/ Sausage Sampler at no
extra cost. And don't forger, 1s all guaranteed to
your hiking or your money back!

4 (6 02.) Filet Mignons

   
Regularly.

YourPrice... 2849.95

Call Toll-Free 24 hrs.
1-800-755-3575

 

  
only $29.95 cach(odd $500 S60Ker No A110-1027

Please rush me__ boxes of 8 (6 Oz.) filets for
‘only $49 95 each (ada $500 Sactt) emNo. AL10-1028
Scuth Datta residentsad State sl tx plas oplabeclaes

{Name
| Address
1 City
'Stae_______ Zip.

OMaserCard  QVisa

 

1 a
1 1D Check/M.O.
1 we
{ Signature Exp.
Phone#. ws

LL-AMERICAN PRIME
FOOD COMPANY

Interchange West
435 Ford Road Dept. 460-8

Minneapolis, MN 55426
1890 Alt Armarican Pie FoodCo

   
       

the Golden Calf a deep-red glow soft-
ens and floods the stage with rich,

sensuouslight. The Calfitself, a gold-
en statuette, gleams in polychromera-
diance. A few carefully placed objects,
among them one or two humanbeings
posed as Segals, turn the plain box of
the set into apt spaces for dynamic
drama. Atthe end, the back wall parts

to reveal a verdant prospect of the
Promised Land. Spectacle is not absent
but is simply, not opulently or decora-
tively, achieved, and largely through
light. The miracles worked by Aaron
are viewed rather as if through Moses’
disillusioned eyes. The first of them is
often, and perhapsrightly, treated as a
display of stage magic: a stout rod cast
to the ground turns before our, and the
Israelites’, amazed eyes into a huge,
writhing serpent. But here Aaron sim-
ply pops Moses’ walking stick out of
sight and pulls forth in its place a
rubber snake. Welisten to the music
instead of watching a conjuror. There
are a few cute, modish touches: in Act

I, the stubborn priest squats coyly
beneath a parasol; a park-playground
chute precipitates couples into the
Golden Calf orgy; a Peeping Tom,
accompanied by an acolyte holding a
battery pack, prowls around to shine a
big flashlight at the results. Still,
glimpses are preferable to uncon-
vincing full-scale simulation. In “The
Bacchae”—which “Moses und Aron,”
in its confrontations and debates, often

recalls—Euripides kept the orgy off-
stage. Schoenberg in “Moses,” like
Wagner in “Tannhauser,” raised
problems of representation that are
probablybest solved by the music, with
the stage in near-obscurity.

I think back over opera performances
that I have seen in New York in nearly
twenty years and find—inthat curious
and, of course, personal assessment in

which the importance of the work, the
level of the performance, and the
weighing of the potential against the
practicably possible all have a part—
none more exciting and rewarding
than this City Opera “Moses und
Aron.” It bodes well for Mr. Keene’s
directorship.

 

“Mc” evidently absorbed mostof
the company’s energies, as

worthily it might. Kurt Weill’s “Street
Scene”—a City Opera high point
when it was conducted by John
Mauceri and directed by Jack O’Brien
twelve years ago—had declined: color-
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less principals, a routine conductor,
stock staging. And Janaéek’s “From
the House of the Dead” was strangely
disappointing. It should have been a
great event: New York’s first staging
of another of our century’s great op-
eras. Mr. Keene conducted. At the
performance I heard—thelast of the
run, while “Moses und Aron”rehears-
als were reaching their climax—he
seemed not the fine-grained conductor
of “Moses” but a flailing semaphore,
beating out time in a work where indi-
vidual instrumental and vocal contri-
butions, sensitively observed and re-

sponded to, create the drama. John
Conklin’s décor was a gray box. Rhoda
Levine’s staging was emotionally con-
ceived but incompetently executed.
More about Janaéek when the Met
produces “Két’a Kabanova”later in
the season.

‘HE Met’s “Rosenkavalier” reviv-
al was conducted by Carlos Klei-

ber. His conducting was a delight to
behold, and the luminous sounds that
he drew from the orchestra were a
delight to hear. If a listener’s eyes and
ears happenedto stray from thepit to
the stage, satisfaction was less com-

plete. The production, created over
twentyyears ago by Nathaniel Merrill,
has lost any senseofpossible aristocrat-
ic demeanor. Felicity Lott made her
Met début as a Marschallin sensitive
butpallid of utterance, and vocally lost
in the huge house. Anne Sofie von
Otter’s Octavian, punkily played, was
audible; her diction was mushy, with
final consonants slighted. Barbara
Bonney’s Sophie—got up in a mean
little white wig for Act II, a serving
maid’s browndress for Act III—looked
and sometimes sounded older than the
Marschallin. Sarah Walker’s Annina
wasgiven to wild waltzing, interrupted
only whenshestopped to give someone
a greatjolly pokein the ribs.

OMESeptember days in London
were filled with musical adven-

ture. On the South Bank,a retrospec-
tive entitled “Brave New Worlds: The
Rebellious Generation 1945-1968”—
concerned with “composers, writers,

artists and architects of the years be-
tween the Allied victory and the Paris
barricades”—began with Stock-
hausen’s “Hymnen,” in a version for
trumpet (Markus Stockhausen),
piano/synthesizer (Simon Stockhaus-
en), trombone (Michael Svoboda), and
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percussion (Andreas Bottger), the
composer presiding at the electronic
controls. The two-hourrite, packed

with incident, was lit, enacted, and

played with uncommonintensity and
imagination. Two days later, Pierre
Boulez, at his most exuberantly com-
municative, conducted the Junge
Deutsche Philharmonie—a self-gov-
erning orchestra of crack music
students—in an exhilarating pro-
gram: “Jeux,” “Chronochromie,”
“Notations,” and “Amériques.” The
Debussy was elegant and volatile,
the Messiaen accurate and spirited;
Boulez’s own ‘Notations”—piano
pieces of 1945 expanded for orchestra
some thirty years later—is joyful,
headystuff for mind andear; and the

Varése was tremendous.In the Festival
Hall foyer, a big exhibition based on
the Arts Council’s 1951 Festival of
Britain show presented the Bacon,
Sutherland, Moore, Pasmore, Piper,
Freud, many othersof forty years ago.
Slick Sunday-paper journalists wrote
putdowns of the whole enterprise; I
beganto feel young again andblessed
Nicholas Snowman,the general direc-
tor (arts) of the South Bank, for his
courageous insistence that, even in
modern Britain, “art” means more
than Pavarotti, Nigel Kennedy, media

hype, big recordsales.

the Albert Hall, the BBC Prome-
nade Concerts—that eight-week

annual feast of great music and fine
performers—were drawing to their
close. When Mark Elder,billed for the
final Prom, announced that he would
not conduct the traditional audience-
sing-along “Land of Hope and Glory”
(“Wider still and wider shall thy
boundsbe set”) and “Rule, Britannia”
if the Gulf confrontation grew uglier,
he was summarily dismissed by the
BBC, and that became front-page

news, driving the Gulf from tabloid

headlines. Andrew Davis, the conduc-
tor of the BBC Symphony, replaced
him.
The last of ten new works heard at

the Proms was a symphony commis-
sioned from the Danish composer Poul
Ruders (the first non-British Prom
commission since Elliott Carter’s Tri-
ple Duo,in 1983). It lasts thirty-three
minutes and has asits title a phrase
from Klarchen’s song “Freudvoll und
leidvoll” (in Goethe’s “Egmont”):
“Himmelhoch jauchzend, zum Tode
betribt,” “Rejoicing to high heaven,
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downcast unto death.” Ruders cameto
notice, in both Europe and America, as

a composerof emotional extremes. The
new work begins with a jubilant,fiery
outburst, as two themes from Bach’s

Christmas Oratorio peal out together
in rushingtorrents of sound; the mood

darkens, the texture thins; an old Ger-
man carolis recalled, but it is swept

awaybya fierce, harsh transformation
of the opening music. This is an ar-
resting first movement. Ruders’s ideas
are always striking, but what follows
makes demands onlisteners’ patience.
‘The slow movementis ten minutes of a
single four-note chord (D-flat and
B-flat-minortriads at once), what Ru-
ders in a program notecalls a “melan-
choly haze of sound . . kept breathing
only by the minutest possible rhythmic
alterations in the static orchestration”;

andthefinale, preceded bya shrill,brief
scherzando prestissimo, is seven min-

utes of another, more complicated and
chromatic chord: “The heartbeat and
changingcoloursof thefirst movement
freeze into one, glacial entity.” At the
close, there is a small,fleeting gleam of

individual hopeas piano andsolo violin
rememberstrainsof the carol.
The Cleveland Orchestra, in a pair

of concerts, confirmed its London rep-

utation, won long ago under George
Szell, as America’s finest; Christoph
von Dohnanyi’s account of Bruckner’s
Seventh was finely planned andexecut-
ed, but not moving; Mitsuko Uchida
was a captivating soloist in Schoen-
berg’s Piano Concerto. Nearly two
hundred andfifty children took part in
a fresh,lively performanceof Britten’s
“Noyes Fludde”; in prospect, Cleo
Laine as God seemed trendy casting,
butin fact her voice, amplified to com-

mand the huge hall, rang out with
gravity and authority. Kurt Masur
conducted a stirring performance of
Britten’s “War Requiem,” with An-
thony Rolfe Johnson the tenor, Olaf
Bar the baritone. September saw the
centenary of Frank Martin’s birth; at a

late-night Prom,the BBC Singers sang
his Mass, composed in 1922—a mod-
est, quietly beautiful small masterpiece.

HE first new production of the
English National Opera’s all-

twentieth-century season—apart from
three Mozarts—was of “Wozzeck,”
directed by David Pountney, designed
by Stefanos Lazaridis, and conduct-
ed by Mr. Elder. Like the City Op-
era “Moses,” it was a powerful, pas-

sionately eloquent performance, with
much unforgettable imagery; but it

raised questions. Covent Garden and
the Metstill play “Wozzeck” in sce-
nery by Caspar Neher thatreflects the
structure of the scenes and acts, and

—Berg thought this important—
gives the tragedy a social context.
Within these famous sets (which were
first seen in Essen in 1929, it seems)
manyartists, directors, and conductors

have achieved memorably distinct, in-
dividual performances. Conductors
usually accept and work with the scores
that they conduct; Erich Kleiber,

Dohnanyi, Abbado conducted “Woz-

zeck” without rewriting Berg’s music
to accommodateor to challenge “mod-
ern sensibilities.” But modern direc-
tors and designers often choose to re-
vise and rewrite the works that they
tackle (rather in the way that Sir Henry
Bishop chose to adapt the music of
Mozart’s operas to match Victorian
expectations). The score of Berg’s
“Wozzeck” requires Wozzeck and
Marie’s child, at the close, to ride his

hobbyhorse off after the other children,
who have run to see his mother’s
corpse; on the third beat of bar 389—
Berg is a precise composer—he leaves
the stage. In Mr. Pountney’s version,

the child, on the upper deck of the two-
tier set, opens a door in the hugesheets
of gray stage-spanning siding against
which the drama is presented and,
haloedin golden light, gazes out into a
new dawn while the curtain falls. The
last line of Debussy’s ‘“Pelléas”—
“Nowit’s the turn of the poorlittle
one”—comes to mind. As a final
“statement” about Berg’s “Wozzeck”
this seemsperverse and sentimental.

Donald Maxwell was an excellent
protagonist, with a self-awareness that
many Wozzecks miss. Kristine Cie-
sinski’s Marie was intelligently but, in
upper reaches, sometimes impurely
sung. Mr. Elder’s conducting was very
strong, perhaps a shade insistent at
times. The orchestral playing was
etched, marvellously clear.

—Anprew PorTER

DEPT. OF HISTORICAL REVISIONISM

[Judy Garr in ArizonaAAA Highroads]
Moundsville, West Virginia, was named

for a large prehistoric burial mound from
the Adena Indian culture. It was here in
1799 that the famed Rosetta Stone was
discovered, a black basalt stone that bears
an inscription in hieroglyphics and Greek
andis celebrated for having given thefirst
clue to deciphering Egyptian hieroglyphics.



LETTER FROM
Ocroser 5

IVINGinpolitical Washington in
recent weeks has been to live
amid obfuscation. Whether the

subject is our most dangerousforeign-
policy issue, Iraq, or mostserious do-
mestic issue, the budget, the public

dialogue has been marked by threats,
real or implied, actual or tactical, by

camouflaged intent, and even decep-
tion. It’s like living in a giant, thick
fog, or whata friend of minecalls “the
fog of peace.”So people here have been
spending a great deal of time trying to
figure out what importantofficials real-
ly meanandintend to do. The assump-
tion is that they actually know what
they intend to do.

Valid or not, the feeling grew here
in the past couple of weeks that war
with Iraq was becoming morelikely.
This feeling stemmed from the Presi-
dent’s own addingto the list of what
might constitute a casus belli, from
Saddam Hussein’s behavior, and, most
important, from thefact that the Presi-
dent didn’t appear to have left himself
an out if Hussein doesn’t accede to our
demand for an unconditional with-
drawal from Kuwait. To the minds of
a numberof people here, the Adminis-
tration set up a contradictory situation:
the stated policy is that we will wait to
see if the embargo works; the presence

of nearly two hundred thousand United.
States troops in the region (some think
the number will keep climbing beyond
that) and the climate conditions of the
desert don’t give the Administration a
great deal more time to “see if the
embargo works.” By about mid-Octo-
ber, the desert becomes more suitable
for war, with the temperature dropping
—a condition that lasts until the
spring. Moreover, in the minds of sev-
eral people here, the presence of such a
large number of ground troopsin the
area lessens rather than expands our
options. According to this school of
thought, militarily it becomes extreme-
ly difficult to sustain such a large force
in the region for a long period of time,
andpolitically the domestic pressures to
bring the troops home will grow. They
are a target for the kinds of actions
against which the Administration has
said it would respond militarily.
A week ago last Friday, the Presi-

dent himself seemedto ratchetthesitu-
ation up. In a closed morning meeting
with congressional leaders, the Presi-

WASHINGTON
dent sounded to a number of the law-
makers more hawkish than he had be-
fore. Bush expressed his concern about
the treatment of American hostages
and the possibility of terrorist attacks
on Americans or American facilities.
(There have been indications that
something like this is afoot.) We be-
lieve, the President said in the White
House meeting,that at somepointthere
may be an “issue-forcing event”—a
phrase he used a few times. The Presi-
dent also told the lawmakers that the
recent reports from refugees that Iraq
is systematically dismantling Kuwait
may mean that wehaveless timeto let
the embargo work. That afternoon,in
an appearance on the White House
lawn,the President publicly expressed
his concern about these actual or po-
tential events. A great many people
here felt then that the ground had
shifted. (The Administration has also
said that deprivation of food to foreign-
ers in Iraq or Kuwait could be a cause
for war.) And a weeklater, last Friday,

after the President met with the Emir
of Kuwait, who told him of horrible
things happeningin his country, Brent
Scowcroft, the national security advis-
er, in an unusual public statement, said
that “there is no question that whatis
happening inside Kuwait affects the
timetable” for how longto wait for the
sanctions to work. All of this, an offi-

cial says, was a deliberate attempt to
prepare the public for a war over Iraq’s
treatment of Kuwait.

Quietly but increasingly, the con-
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cern grew here that Bush had got
himself, and the country, into a dead-

end policy.It is altogether possible that
the Administration has been seriously
looking for a wayoffinessing the situ-
ation, through some sort of interna-
tional deal—andthereis a lot of high-
level diplomatic traffic in the Gulf re-
gion right now—butit wasn’t talking
or acting that way publicly, and the
President’s speech to the United Na-
tions on Monday was more ambiguous
than the headlines about it. The Ad-
ministration has been categorical about
the principle that there must be no
“appeasement” of Hussein, no conces-
sions onterritory or on the nature of
the government of Kuwait, thoughit
has suggested for some time, and Bush
repeated in his U.N.speech, that these
things can be looked at after a with-
drawal. The President has enjoyed
strong supportfor rallying an interna-
tional response, for imposing the em-
bargo and deterring an Iraqi attack on
Saudi Arabia,buthis political writ may
not run to waginga long, bloody war
to liberate Kuwait—and,probably, re-
moving Saddam Hussein from power.
Few here are ready to criticize the

President frontally as yet, but off in the
corners one can find somepeople, peo-
ple with important experience and good
brains, who will say privately that the
President has unnecessarily boxed him-
self in. They question the wisdom of
his setting a political goal—the uncon-
ditional withdrawal from Kuwait—
that we might not be able to achieve
except at enormous cost. According to
this line of thinking, Bush should have

 “Pd like to give you a break, but we did have you doing a
hundred and eighty-six thousand miles a second on the radar.”
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limited his goals to the deterrence of an
attack on Saudi Arabia (for which he
can already declare victory) andstabil-
ity in the Persian Gulf region, which
can be defined any number of ways, and
should have been more flexible on the
subject of Kuwait. The public position
of the Administration,as reiterated by
Secretary of State James Baker on
“Meet the Press” Sunday a week ago,
is that to suggest there should be
a referendum on whether the Emir
should be restored as the head of the
country will mean “Yyou’re starting
downa very slippery slope of rewarding
someonefor their aggression. And then
you really will see suggestions of ap-
peasementandall that kind of thing.”

Accordingto oneofthecritics of the
President’s policy, “appeasement” is a
loaded throwback, not necessarily ap-
plicable here, and Bush has got himself
into a tangle by thinking and talking
Munich. “Appeasement,” someone
here points out, is something that oc-
curs when a diplomatic policy has
failed; if the policy succeeds, it’s a
brilliant diplomatic achievement. Sen-
ator Terry Sanford, Democrat of
North Carolina, said on the Senate
floor last week that the analogyfails in
this instance because we, and the

world, havenot“appeased”—meaning
given up country after country to an
aggressor—but in fact have deterred
further aggression. Sanford said,
“Failure to fight a war is not appease-
ment.” In Sanford’s view, we have
made our point to both Hussein and
other would-be aggressors. He argued,
“T do notbelieve that this is a war that
needs to be fought,” saying that it
would cost too many American lives
and could destroy Kuwait as well as
muchof Iraq, and said that we should
stick with the embargo, that “we can

be patient longer, by far, than Iraq can
bepatient.” Both Sanford and Senator
Bob Kerrey, Democrat of Nebraska,

who joined him in a colloquy on the
Senate floor and has been warning al-
most from the beginning against our
waging a war in the Gulf, said, in
effect, if Saddam Hussein is Hitler how
come wedidn’t treat him as such before
he invaded Kuwait? Afterall, the ar-
gument goes, he had already done some
pretty terrible things, and made some

terrible threats. The controversy over
the Administration’s benign treatment
of Hussein upto the time of the attack,
and its failure to give notice that an
attack would be frowned upon, is one  
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that the President’s people would like
to make go away—butit won’t.

Asfor the policy once the attack took
place, one critic of the President, a

highly respected former government
official, says, “The fundamental error
wasweset political objectives we could
not achieve.” Of course, those who
argue that the President defined his
goals too broadly haveto be prepared to
say that they would give up Kuwait, or
parts of Kuwait, to Iraq, and that they

can face the charge of “rewarding ag-
gression.” They find this a new and
somewhatirrelevant standard. One of
these people, another former official,
asks, “Whyis aggression against Ku-
wait heinous butagainst Iran not?” He
continues, “I say, ‘Nonsense. What do
we care about Kuwait?’ All Hussein
has doneis take over an arbitrary line.
And the al-Sabah family was widely
hated.” This person would establish an
Arab peacekeeping force in Kuwait,
with a pan-Arab commissionto oversee
elections there.

‘This man and others also say that
we needn’t have sent some two hundred
thousand troops to the region. A for-
merofficial says he wouldn’t have sent
groundtroopsatall, butsat tight, and
perhaps done somejoint air exercises
with the Saudis. This approach pre-
sumes, as several people think, that

Hussein didn’t intend to go into Saudi
Arabia, and is premised on the view

that even if he did, the oil fields our
troops are said to be thereto protectare,
as this former official says, a lot less
vulnerable, and easier to get back into
production, than most of the public
dialogue suggests. This formerofficial
calls the argument that we mustprotect
the oil fields “a red herring”: according
to him, in the face of the Iranian

revolution we quietly stockpiled all
sorts of things in the region to repair
oil fields. This man, like others who
question the sending of so many ground
troops, says that the troops aresitting
ducks in case of war, likely to be at-
tacked with Iraq’s chemical weapons,
as well as provide a very large number
of targets for terrorists. The Saudis,

some here say,are likely to pay a big,
long-term price in the Middle East for
having played host to so many Ameri-
can troops. Another former official
would have sent something on the or-
der of forty thousand troops, an-

nounced thattheir purpose was to deter
an Iraqi attack into Saudi Arabia, and
called it a success if an attack didn’t

occur. This man, too, believes that

Kuwait isn’t worth going to warover.
Representative Les Aspin, of Wis-

consin, the chairman of the Armed

Services Committee, said to me in a
conversation last week that he thought
that Bush made an error in sending
such a large force to the Gulf, that we
should have sent a smaller-size group,
of about forty thousand, and defined
their goal as one of deterring an attack
on Saudi Arabia. That way, Aspin
argued,as long as those troopsare there
the mission is a success. (Like the
Administration, Aspin would seek a
long-term, international peacekeeping
force for the region.) On the other
hand, hesaid, keeping some two hun-
dred thousand troopsstationed uncom-
fortably in the desert is militarily and
politically much more difficult. Aspin
said, “You may find once you’re in
there with two hundred thousand
troopsthatit’s hard to sustain that, and
youhaveto go with it.” Aspin doesn’t
believe that the evidence is there that
Hussein intended to keep on going into
Saudi Arabia, but says that if that
happened we could deal with it even
with fewer troops on the ground to
start with. (Almost everyone believes
that our strongest leg in case of war
would be air power.) Aspin would keep
the goal of trying to get Hussein out of
Kuwait, but, he says, “I’d have had
options that would have played over
time”—he’d have allowed more time
for othersto get rid of Hussein (proba-
bly by bumping him off, a prospect
Aspin still finds more plausible than
some others do), and the embargo to
squeeze. “They should have defined
our goalin small terms; once you build
it up and advertise that you’re going to
settle the thing, if you don’t settle it
you’vefailed.”

‘The Administration has answers, of
course, to the points raised against the
policy thus far. Officials say that it
appears that Hussein did intend to in-
vade Saudi Arabia, and that without a

large number oftroops on the ground
there quickly, as oneofficial puts it, we
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would have had to liberate Saudi Ara-
bia as well as Kuwait. Forty thousand
American troops, this official says,

would have been quickly overrun. The
Administration isn’t willing, he says,

to let Hussein have control over twenty
per cent of the world’s oil. A senior
Administration official said to me re-
cently, and firmly, “Weare determined
to succeed.” Though he spelled out
whathe felt were the dangers of war,

he conveyedthe impression that he was
prepared to wageit. I also sensed a
rising anger within the Administration
at Saddam Hussein.All this could have

been very deliberate, and intended to
make Saddam Hussein think carefully.
But, whatever effect it had on Saddam

Hussein, the effect was to alarm a lot of

people here.
Bush’s speech to the U.N. was a

deliberate effort designed to offset the
effects of all the military talk by gener-
als and others, a public-relations effort
to counter the impression that the Ad-
ministration was intent on going to
war. The speech, which stressed the
hope for a diplomatic solution, was
aimed at both his American audience
and the diplomats gathered at the U.N.
Thesetting had a lot to do with defin-
ing the content. The point, a senior
Administration official says, was “to
restore balance in how ourpolicy is
perceived.” The Administration had
madeit clear publicly, before the Presi-

dent’s speech, that if Saddam Hussein
withdrew from Kuwait “uncondition-
ally,” his various economic, geograph-
ic, and evenpolitical disputes with that
country could be discussed—andthis
message hasalso been sent to Hussein
by other means. The new elementin
Bush’s speech washis public suggestion
that once Iraq was out of Kuwait one
of the resulting “opportunities” would
be for a regional settlement of the
Arab-Israeli dispute. At the Helsinki
summit, Bush and his advisers were

intent on keeping the subjects apart. It
is, however, something Bush has spo-
ken about in private meetings; an offi-
cial says Bush meant that these matters
could be sequential but weren’t now
linked. There is no way of knowing
nowall of the back-channel communi-
cations that may indeed be going on in
search of a non-military way out. The
senior Administration official says of
the U.N.speech, “Weremindedpeople
that the military option isn’t inevitable
or evenpreferred, but we’re prepared to
turnto it if necessary. It was an attempt
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to balance perceptions, not to change
the policy.”

HEextraordinary and disheart-
ening spectacle of the difficulty

over reaching a budget agreementis,
unfortunately, the logical result of the
state of our politics today, and of the
President’s chosen role in domestic af-
fairs. The chargeis often levelled that
Congress is “out of touch” with the
people—butin fact the elected repre-
sentatives poll their constituents down
to the last eyelash, and feverishly keep
in touch. The overriding element in
the difficulty over the budget has been
fear: the elected representatives have
become increasingly fearful of taking
any step that might arouse the voters’
anger orstir to action any organized
interest group. To anyone who has
watched Congress for some years, and
listened to members of Congress talk,

that increasing fear is palpable. The
problem is, there is no step to reduce
the deficit that doesn’t take something
away from someone, and a long period
of divided government hasn’t made
things easier. But fear, and lack of
Presidential leadership, are the larger

factors. At the same time, certain

verities have been built into our politi-
cal culture over the past decade. It has
cometo be assumed that reducing cost-
of-living allowances, or COLAs,in gov-

ernmentpension programs,regardless
of need, would be breaking faith with
millions of Americans. Social Security
COLAs were frozen once, in 1983, but
since then any move to temporarily
freeze (and thus reduce) COLAshas met
with fierce resistance on the part of the
well-organized pension recipients.
Congress almost did it in 1985, but
President Reagan pulled the rug out
from under Senate Republicans, who
had gone along with this difficult move,
so now Republicans, like Democrats,
whohaveenshrined Social Security and
pummelled any Republican who sug-
gested cuttingit, aren’t keen on touch-
ing the subject. At the sametime, the
public has been treated, since the late
nineteen-seventies, to a great deal of

anti-government, anti-tax rhetoric.

But not until George Bush did we
get a President who had promised he
would never raise taxes, and Bush’s

position wasthestart of a great deal of
trouble. This, combined with Bush’s

basic lack of interest in domestic affairs
andhis extremereluctance to take any
step that might bepolitically painful,
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led to paralysis on the budget.It is quite
unrealistic to expect a collective Con-
gress to be braver than a President—es-
pecially now. If Bush had ever chosen
to lead on the subject of the budget, and
reassured the Democrats that if they
joined him in taking difficult steps each
side could give the other political pro-
tection, we might have had both less
trauma and a moreserious deficit-cut-
ting policy as a result.

In submitting an unserious budget
early this year, the Bush Administra-
tion set Congress up for paralysis—and.
achieved its intended result splendidly.
(House Republicans even refused to
bring up the President’s budget for a
vote.) The idea was to establish that
there was paralysis and step in with
high-level negotiations to achieve a
serious, multiyear deal. But under the
political circumstances—especially as
time went on, and the elections drew

nearer—achieving such a deal wasfar
moredifficult than anticipated, and the

fact of the negotiations themselves led
to still further problems. The twenty-
one congressional negotiators, plus

White House Chief of Staff John
Sununu, Office of Management and
Budget Director Richard Darman,and
Treasury Secretary Nicholas Brady,
cloistered at Andrews Air Force Base,
just outside Washington, for eleven
days starting in early September, actu-
ally madea fair amountof progress—
on all but the hardest issues—but as
they did so, and as worddrifted back to

Washington ofcontroversial proposals
underconsideration, other members of

Congress became quite agitated. They
felt cut out, that their prerogatives
were being circumvented—but mainly
they became more fearful by the day of
having to cast a vote for an unpleasant
deficit-reduction package and then face
their constituents in November. Inter-
est groups ginned upatthe hint of some
move adverse to their membership. When
the negotiators, unableto tolerate their
isolation any longer(it had been hoped
they could wrap things up over a week-
end), returned to the Capitol, they
received what one House aidecalls “a
reality check.”” Membersbesieged them
with thoughts on howto negotiate, and
what wasn’t acceptable. When,on Sep-
tember 18th, the negotiations were
turned over to a group of eight—the
bipartisan congressional leaders plus
Darman, Sununu, and Brady—still

more people who werebeingleft out
(including important committee chair-
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men) became concerned. One reason
for shrinking the group wasto get some
of the moreintransigent negotiators, in
both parties, out of the room,butthis

didn’t reduce their capacity to make
trouble. Both parties were having dif-
ficulties within their own caucuses, es-

pecially in the House, as various com-
promise proposals—fioated or real—
metwith resistance.
The White House worked hard to

establish the idea that the negotiations
were draggingon because the twosides
were far apart on a variety of issues,
but that wasn’t actually the case. The
real problem was indeed the President’s
stubborn insistence on a cut in the
capital gains tax. Though someother
differences remained, even Republicans
said privately—and then increasingly
in the open—that if the capital gains
matter were dropped the other matters
wouldfall into place quickly. A con-
gressional Republican also told me that
the Administration was deliberately
preventing other issues from being re-
solved so as to argue thatcapital gains
wasn’t the only problem. Somepeople
in both parties thought the President
mightbe getting bad advice, typically
combative advice, from Sununu.

Darman wasseen (not just by Demo-
crats) as, typically, playing too many
games. The negotiations at Andrews
often devolved into shouting matches,
between the Democrats on oneside and
Darman and Sununuon the other. The
President managed to actas if none of
this had anything to do with him. At
one point, Brady privately complained.
to a Democrat about the difficulty of
working with Darman and Sununu.
Some Democrats and also some Repub-
licans cameto feel that if the negotia-
tions had been conducted simply be-
tween the congressional Democratic
and Republican leadership, or if the
more pragmatic James Baker had been
the Administration’s negotiator, a deal

could have been struck much earlier.
And it probably would have been a
more palatable one. At one point,
Darman told the negotiators that he
wouldaccept an increase in income-tax
rates to thirty-three per cent—thatis,
elimination of the now famous bubble
—in exchangefora cut in the capital
gains tax, but that the problem was
Newt Gingrich, the House Republican
Whip; some Democrats wondered if
that was another example of Darman’s
“secret good guy” routine, but some
Republicans say that Darman was ac-  
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tually so committed to a capital gains
cut that he was willing to accept an
increase in rates.
The proposed cut in capital gains

would have done violence to the con-
cordatthat lay behind the Tax Reform
Act of 1986, which was that in ex-
changefor very low, and few,tax rates
virtually all income would be treated
equally and many tax breaks would be
eliminated. Out with the capital gains

tax were to go tax shelters and other
unproductive uses of capital. Exactly
why Bush becameso fixated onrestor-
ing the capital gains tax
break is something of a mys-
tery. Such a break would of
course please a wide swath of
his constituency,and thereis

a theory that when he broke
his no-new-taxes pledge he
made a pledge somewhere
along the way that he
wouldn’t give up on capital
gains, as well as one that he wouldn’t
agree to any increase in income-tax rates.
Notlong ago, a White Houseaide said
to me that while the President’s base
wasn’t demanding a capital gains tax
cut, fighting for such a cut “Gs impor-
tant as a symbolofcredibility with the
base.” While the Administration ar-
gues that various-sized businesses, and
new entrepreneurs, would be helped by
acapital gainscut, oneofficial concedes
that it essentially favors big business
and established wealth. Another theory
wasthat the Administration almost got
a capital gains tax cut last year but was
ultimately stymied in the Senate by
Majority Leader George Mitchell, of
whomthe President and his top aides
(especially Sununu) are none too fond
—andit became a matter of high prin-
ciple for them to winthis year.

Bush’s obstinacy provided the Dem-
ocrats with a political opportunity: they
managed to makethe case that in pur-
suing this tax cut Bush was favoring
the wealthy, and they put Bush on the
defensive (a rarity) by demanding that
he agree to a rise in tax rates on the
wealthiest taxpayers in exchange for a
capital gains cut. The Democrats’ ne-
gotiating position was that even elimi-
nation of the bubble wouldn’t be
enough.Asthe position in the House
Democratic Caucus hardened, the de-

mandbecamethatnotonly would taxes
on the wealthy have to be raised to
offset the cost of a capital gains cut but
the wealthy would have to carry a
higher proportion of the burden of
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deficit reduction than those less well
off. (Even the Administration accepted
the thesis that the cut would cost about
twenty-one billion dollars over five
years.) The Democrats’ demandalso
stemmed from their calculationsin re-
gard to their political survival. Much
as they wanted to make Bush appear
insensitive to “equity,” they also came
to believe that they couldn’t face their
constituents if they had voted for a
budget-reduction package that would
raise excise taxes on the middle class
(the poor wereto get partial compensa-

tory tax relief), as both sides
relatively quickly agreed to
do, and had lowered taxes on
capital gains but didn’t make
the wealthy pay more than
others for the deficit reduc-
tion. Thetruth is, a majority
of the Democrats in both
chambers support a capital
gains cut, but most felt they

could do so onlyif it was offset politi-
cally. As the elections drew closer, and
there were signs that an anti-incum-
bency mood mightbe taking form, the
Democrats, advised by their political
consultants, hardened, as a matter of

self-protection as well as “equity,” in
their resolve not to accept a capital
gains cut without a price—the mini-
mum price being elimination of the
bubble. No oneis sure how strong that
anti-incumbencyfeeling is, or whether

it will actually cut down a large num-
ber of incumbents—not a great many
hold unsafe seats—but incumbents
aren’t interested in taking chances.
Several members’ poll numbers were
dropping in late September, and the
anti-establishment tidal wave in the
September 18th Massachusetts primary
—a result that may have been over-
interpreted, and due moreto the rank
unpopularity of Michael Dukakis than
to anything else—plus Oklahomans’
voting the samedayto limitstate legis-
lators’ terms, increased the members’

sense of panic. A Democratic congres-
sional aide said, “Everyone’s walking
into a political unknown.”

Republicans were also split. Some
wereinsistent on a capital gains cut,
andobjected to the notion, considered by
the negotiators, of dropping both capi-
tal gains and anyoffsetting tax increas-
es. Vin Weber, of Minnesota,secretary

of the House Republican Conference
anda leading conservative, told me in
late September, “Most Republicans
have their own constituencies—agri-
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culture, seniorcitizens, veterans, what-
ever—andthey don’tlike cuts in those
programs any more than the Demo-
crats do. A cut in capital gains enables
a majority of Republicans to say, ‘I
didn’t like the spending cuts and fought
the tax increases, but we have the

capital gains cut.’ In myline of work,
you don’t go hometo deliver only bad
news.” Yet, other Republicans were

discomfited by the President’s position
—to the point where, in late Septem-
ber, the two Republican congressional

leaders, Senate Minority Leader Rob-
ert Dole and House Minority Leader
Bob Michel, publicly broke with Bush,
saying that capital gains wasn’t worth
holding up an agreement. Dole also
uttered the heresy that if capital gains
were to be in the package, perhaps tax
rates should be raised. In late Septem-
ber, Darmantentatively broached the
possibility of a new top rate of thirty-
one percent, but that would have con-
stituted a tax cut for everyone in the
bubble (paying thirty-three per cent),
and the Democratsrejected this as also
only makingupthe revenue that would
be lost by a capital gains cut and not
making the wealthy pay a proportion-
ately higher price for deficit reduction.
The Administration wouldn’t go to
thirty-two per cent, as the Democrats
proposed,because,in its theology, this
would be a tax increase whereas thirty-
one per cent was only to make up for
capital gains—and some Administra-
tion officials were very uncomfortable
with proposing any rate increaseatall.
Some Democrats were so keen on hav-
ing the rates issue that they actually
feared Bush would cave. A similar
impasse developed over the Adminis-
tration’s suggestion that capital gains
be indexed. Thelogic in these dealings
maybeelusive, but logic had long since
given way to political symbolism and
the drive to prevail.

iB thefinal days beforethefiscal year
ended last Sunday night, Capitol

Hill wasin chaos, Liberal House Dem-
ocrats, who had badgered House
Speaker Thomas Foley and Majority
Leader Dick Gephardt—butespecially
Foley, who they thoughtwasthe larger
problem—not to give in on capital
gains withouta sufficientrate increase,
grew angry with Foley for negotiating
any unpleasant packageatall, especial-
ly against the deadline of the across-
the-board cuts, or sequester, required

under the Gramm-Rudman law. Some

Houseliberals accused Foley of pro-
tecting Mitchell, because the Senate
Democrats had neverbeenable to agree
among themselves on a budget. They
feared the uproar that wouldfollowif,

given an impasse,the President, as the
Administration was threatening, used

his veto to force the governmentto shut
down,becausethefiscal year had ended
without new appropriations bills hav-
ing been passed, or started the steep
across-the-board cuts—and blamed
Congress. The Democrats believed
that such a result would dangerously
fuel an anti-incumbency mood. A
House Democrat said to me late last
week, “We have enoughfederal em-
ployees [who mightbe furloughed by a
sequester] in all of ourdistricts to not
wantto see demonstrating outside our
offices. We’re looking at blame
avoidance: we should pass our own
budget, and if there’s blame to be cast
let it fall on the Senate, not us.” Some
House Democratssaid their side should
break off the talks and write their own
budget. This would have given them
somethingto tell the voters they had
done,but it wouldn’t ultimately resolve
the problem. Some Democrats, House

and Senate, were tempted to allow a
sequester to occur, figuring that this
would embarrass the President and
strengthen their bargainingposition.
The Administration had its own

worries: with the economicsigns turn-
ing worse by the day (and not just
because of the large increases in oil
prices), it risked turmoil in the finan-
cial markets, and a recession, if the
across-the-board cuts were allowed to
gointo place even for a while. The cuts
in a sequester would be larger than any
deficit cuts being contemplated, since

the negotiators had long since agreed
to relax the Gramm-Rudmantargets;

the sequester would eventually come to
a hundred andfivebillion dollarsin the
newfiscal year, while the negotiators
had set themselvesthe targetof a cut of
fifty billion—they ended up cutting
only forty billion. At the end ofall this,
even if the budget deal had held, the
deficit would still have been over two
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hundred and fifty billion dollars, the
latest figure—$295_billion—being

nearly three times the one Darman
announced in January.

In the end, of course, both sides in
the negotiations, having been tempted

to force a sequester, thinking it would
be to their political advantage, shrank
from the potential chaos. It was, a
leadership aide says,“classic deterrence
theory—each side backed away from
the unknown.” The Administration
gave up oncapital gains—once Dole
and Michel werelost, the Administra-
tion knew that capital gains had lost,

but wouldn’t admit it publicly. The
“growth incentives” both sides ulti-
mately settled for were wispy in concept
and potentially impossible to adminis-
ter, and were tax breaks—ofthe kind
the 1986 Act was to have got rid of—
by another name. (The deal also in-
cluded incentives for drilling for oil
and gas, which Bush, an old oil man,
has long sought.) Someoneclose to the
final talks says, “A lot of what the
Administration added to the package in
the last couple of days was pulled out of
the sky.” The Republicansinsisted that
they had to have something, and some
Democrats didn’t mind being on the
side of “growth”—but neither side
thought through what it was doing.
The new cut in allowable deductions
for taxpayers with an adjusted gross
income of over a hundred thousand
dollars was in effect a one-per-centrise
in their tax rates by another name. But
in the end,out of time and up against

stubborn White House negotiators, the
Democratslostthefight over “progres-
sivity”; the poor and the middle class
would have been harder hit by the deal
than the wealthy. Thoughit was ad-
vertised as a serious budget-reduction
package, amounting to five hundred
billion dollars in cuts over five years,
like so many of its ancestors it was
based on somequite optimistic assump-
tions. There was deliberate ambiguity
in the relative cuts in defense and do-
mestic programs after three years.
(The agreement didn’t cover potential
costs of Operation Desert Shield.)
Some categories of spending, such as
veterans’ benefits and farm programs,
were to be cut, but the negotiators

didn’t say how to do it. The new excise
taxes—onbeer, wine,and liquor,ciga-

rettes, and gasoline—of course were

bound to make a great many people
angry, especially given the unevendis-
tribution of the new tax burden. At the
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instigation of Dole, in whose state
Beech Aircraft and Cessna Aircraft
reside, the luxurytax on private planes

was dropped at the last minute; the
Democratskilled off a tax on purchases
of electronic equipment costing more
than a thousand dollars. There re-
mainedluxurytaxes on furs and jewel-
ry, and on expensivepleasure boats. In
the end, the negotiators shied away

from touching Social Security but made
various unpleasant changes in Medi-
care, raising Medicare taxes and the

cost to recipients of pre-
miums and deductibles,
which immediatelyraised
the predictable storm.
The Administration ne-
gotiators from time to
time proposed a three-
month freeze in COLAs,

which Democrats saw as
atrap to get them to com-
mit the political equiva-
lent of the President’s |
moving off his no-new-
taxes pledge; also, Dole and Pete

Domenici, Republican of New Mexico
and former chairman of the Senate
Budget Committee, heatedly told

Darman and Sununu they weren’t in-
terested in going downthatroadagain.
The Democrats proposed, as a shield,
raising taxes on better-off Social Secu-
rity recipients, in the (accurate) ex-
pectation that the Administration
wouldn’t buy.

Forall the trouble they wentto, the

negotiators missed a big opportunity,
onethatisn’t likely to return for a long
time. These exhausted men became
intent on getting a deal—almost any
deal—andeschewed as manypolitical-
ly difficult decisions as they could. Per-
haps underthe circumstances—with an
electorate long educated against any-
thing difficult, interest groups ever
more skilled at combat, politicians at-
taining new heights of fear, and a
President disinclined to lead—it was
the best they could do.

HEPresident had no choice but
to go on nationwide television

Tuesday night, since the outcome in
the House vote was so uncertain. Ging-
rich cameoutagainst the deal on Mon-
day, attacking the tax increases, and led
a revolt of House conservatives—but
many would have opposed it anyway.
(It’s assumed here that Gingrich’s op-
position isn’t only ideological—thathe
may be setting up for a run at Michel’s 
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job when Michel retires; it’s known

that Gingrich wants to be Speaker
someday. A politician’s ostensible prin-
cipled position is often about something
else entirely.) A large numberofliberal
Democrats were also opposed, or hang-
ing back—it had long been understood
between the two sides that each party
had to produce a majority of its mem-
bers. Many Democrats attacked the
Medicare cuts and the fact that the
package wasn’t progressive. A two-
week delay in unemployment-compen-

sation checks went down
badly with many Demo-
crats; others complained

that defense spending
was still too high. Some
members’stated grounds
for opposition were only
that:if it hadn’t been for
onereason it would have
been for another. Vari-
ous industries and
groups to be hit with
new taxes or spending

cuts were working their will on their
representatives. In his televised address
the President seemed a reluctant war-
rior, hurried through a passage on tax
increases—assuring the public that he
doesn’t like taxes, either—and ap-
peared much happier when he was
talking about the new tax breaks. His
speech wasboth lameandtoolate: he
had donenothing until then to prepare
the American peopleforsacrifice. Fed-
eral Reserve Board Chairman Alan
Greenspan tried to cometo the Presi-
dent’s aid Wednesday by saying that
the deal could lead to lower interest
rates; but Greenspan’s room to maneu-
ver is limited by the inflation that is
accompanying the current economic
downturn,and bythe continuing need
to keep interest rates high enough to
attract foreign lending. Greenspan’s
voice was drownedoutby the increas-
ingly clamorousopposition to the deal.

Congressional leaders assured mem-
bers that changes would be permitted,
up to a point—Darmansaid he would
be the judge of where that point was—
and yesterday, after a luncheon meet-
ing with the President, Foley said that
some of the items had been included
in the deal only “for illustrative pur-
poses.” The heads of the tax-writ-
ing committees—Senator Lloyd Bent-
sen, of Texas, and Representative Dan

Rostenkowski, of [linois—were par-

ticularly outraged by the “growth in-
centives” (Rostenkowski said they
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would “muck up”the tax code). Both
sides lobbied their members hard—the
Senate was considered a surer thing
than the House—andargued that they
could say they were only voting for an
outline, not a final deal, that the real
work could be in the writing of the
legislation (or “reconciliation”) to im-
plement the deal. The alternative, the
members were told, was a sequester and

more chaos. No one was sure what to
do next if the deal was defeated. As of
yesterday morning,neitherside in the
House had enoughvotes, and the Dem-
ocratic leadership wavered for much of
the day over whether to postpone, but
finally decided to proceed last night
because, a leadership aide told me,
“Every night hurts you.” More votes
would be lost, he said, as members
heard from more angry constituents
and woke up to more angry editorials
in their home-townpapers.

Because the Administration didn’t
have the votes, Darmanprivately asked.
the Democrats to make up the differ-
ence, or to delay, but eventually the
combined House leadership decided
that things weren’t going to get any
better. Before the vote wastaken,just
after 1 a.m., it was clear that the
Republicans would fall short of provid-
ing a majority, so the Democratic lead-
ers stopped pressing their most vulner-
able members, and during theroll call,
when it was obvious the deal would
fail, some Democrats withdrew their
votes for it—whycast an unnecessary
difficult one? With neither side produc-
ing a majority, the deal was rejected by
a vote of 179-254. Theprincipals were
huddled in meetingsall day today, and
this morning the White House an-
nounced that the President wouldn’t
sign a bill today to keep the government
going unless Congress produced “an
acceptable budget resolution” by mid-
night. But the bipartisan congressional
leaders knew,andtried to get across to
Darmanand Sununu,that the members
—onboth sides—wouldn’ttolerate an-
other deal negotiated by a tight group
(notto mention one reached as quickly
as the White House was suggesting),
that the caucuses would have to be more
involved. Republican and Democratic
leaders began to explore ways to get a
new deal without involving the Presi-
dent’s troublesomeadvisers. So, at mid-
night, the government shut down,

and the search went on for a way out
of the budget impasse.

—EuizaseTo Drew
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UZANNE FarreELw’s decisionto try
her hand at what inevitably
wouldbereceivedas a “celebrity”

book wasnot exactly preposterous, bal-

lerinas having already claimed their
share of the reading public devoted
to theatrical and sports figures, but it

did haveits perils. Farrell could not
produce a book like ‘“Zorina” or
Danilova’s “Choura”: she was not a
womanof the world; she hadn’t had a
varied career or met a lotofinteresting
people. She was vaguely “scandalous,”
but nothing like Gelsey Kirkland, and,
unlike Kirkland, she bore no grudges
against the profession—on the con-
trary. Farrell isn’t like any other balle-
rina, and what she stands for isn’t part
of the generally accepted view of what
ballet is. She was never a famous Swan
Queen,never a Giselle, and one can’t

imagine her being interested in ex-
plaining just why she wasn’t. Onealso
can’t imagine her having muchto say
about what made her different from
every other Balanchine ballerina or
why her momentin ballet history was
so important—tohistory,thatis. “I am
nota spectator,” she oncetold an inter-

BOOKS
Angel

viewer. No, and writing a book would

not make her one.
We think of Farrell in absolute

dance terms, as the supreme classicist
of our time, and we think of herlife
with Balanchineas series of ballets,
notjust the ones she originated but the
onesshereinterpreted. There lies the
legend, the meaning of whichis rekin-
dled in performances that are now be-
ing given by a new generation. Noth-
ing replaces the loss of Farrell herself
(she retired from the stage last year, at
the age of forty-four); yet the ballets
arestill there, in the solemn keeping of
New York City Ballet, and Farrellis
available to coach them, extend their
hospitality to other bodies, guard the
legacy. Some part of her motive for
writing a book must have been the
thought that the legacy does not end
with her and is not the same without
her, and needs to be understood as

much bythose whosee theballets as by
those who dance them. A good enough
reason for “Holding Onto the Air”
(Summit; $19.95), the title of which
sums up what sustaining this legacy
must be like. But look in the book for
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discussions of Balanchine’s teachings
or his poetics of dance, and you find
few. It’s not because Farrell and her
co-author, Toni Bentley,are inarticu-
late; it’s not even that Balanchine’s

workis hard to describe. What’s hard
—for Farrell—is the nature of her
contributionto it. Can onede the trum-
pet of a prophecy and the recording
angel, too? Farrell tries. She remem-
bers how theballets were put together
and howit was to dance them. She does
not burden us with details, but because

what waseasiest for her to do is hardest
for herto talk about, the emphasis tends

to fall on costumes and props and inci-
dents, some of them disconcerting.

About “Don Quixote,” the ballet in

which Balanchinepresented heras his
newest star and in which he sometimes
tookthetitle role, she has a memoryof
“reach[ing] up to hold his left index
finger for support during a turn, and it
wasn’t there. In a gardeningaccident a
few monthsearlier he had lost the first
jointof that finger, and as we had never
rehearsed that turn together, I was
unprepared to do it unaided.” Farrell
does her best to provide some commen-
tary on the content of Dulcinea’s
dances, which was revolutionaryat the

time and would,I think, seem so today.

Butit is hard to see how even dancers
could benefit from her talk of turning
in and going off balance andfalling;
again, it was all too easy for her. (A
touching bit of noblesse is the confes-
sion that bourrées were troublesome to
her, so, to help her improve, Balan-

chineputin plenty of bourrées.)
Balanchine’s way of collaborating

with Farrell on choreography wases-
sentially the same with each ballet: he
Jet her surprise him, she let him push
her into taking risks. A book made up
of these accounts would not be very
interesting to read, no matter how
acute the technical discussion. And,

in any case, Balanchine was notjust
Farrell’s choreographer, coach,and tu-

tor; he was the central figurein herlife.
She in turn was for so long (even in
her absence) the subject of so much of
his choreography and the warrant of
his pedagogic methodthat her passage
through the company is inscribed on
it as the history of a process: the
Farrellization of New York City Bal-
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Jet. A dancer like Merrill Ashley can
write an interesting book called
“Dancing for Balanchine”; Suzanne
Farrell can’t. What she can write
about, and does, is everything circum-

stantial and peripheral to her work
with Balanchine, and although that
cannot help but interest us, it does

tend to promotea notion that his work
was autobiographical in anall too lit-
eral, nontranscendent way. Of course
the man’s life was in his art. It is even
possible that some of the first bal-
lets he made with Farrell
wereclose to being concrete
dramatizations of his feel-
ings andhis situation at the
time. Farrell has no doubt of
it. But she is unable to see
more than her ownpartin anyballet,
and so in her book the ballets become
public testimonyto a private love affair.
Perhapsthat’s how they felt to Farrell
when she was dancing them, but for

her to ¢alk about them in this way
eliminates too much of whattheyalso
are, and reduces the world’s most im-

portant choreographer to the position
of an adored and adoring servant.
(Which is not to say that Balanchine
wouldn’t have been contentto play the
part.)
As a dance autobiography with a

uniquely privileged viewpoint, “Hold-
ing Onto the Air? mighthave aspired
to some such contribution to general
perception as Francoise Gilot’s book on
Picasso or Lillian Gish’s on D. W.
Griffith. But Farrell on Balanchine
offers a whole lot less than Farrell on
Farrell or Farrell on Balanchine on
Farrell. When, toward the end of her
book, Farrell is describing Balan-
chine’s last ballets, she appears to
gain some measure of objectivity. In
“Robert Schumann’s ‘Davidsbiindler-
tanze’” she finds the balance among
the four couples elusive and the “anx-
ious and desperate atmosphere” upset-
ting. She records a dream about
“Mozartiana” that corresponds to
whatthat ballet actuallyis in the the-
atre. She goes to Leningrad to teach
“Scotch Symphony”to the Kirov and,
for the dancers’ benefit, distinguishes
between Balanchine’s ballet and “La
Sylphide”: “Theonly similarityto the
Bournonville was the setting. It was
Balanchine’s homage to Scotland in
the form of a classic ballet. Its fla-
vors, moods, dramas, and emotions are

not prescribed; all are musical and
flexible.”  

Nota dazzling observation, perhaps,
but a mature one that goes to the heart
of Balanchine’s aesthetic. At last,
Farrell seems to be stepping back and
taking in a larger view, and the inter-
esting thingis that the broader perspec-
tive corresponds to a shift in Balan-
chine’s vision that has placed her
slightly to one side—notoutofhis line
of sight, but not squarely in it, as she
used to be. This shift, which is not
discussed in the book (and which is
reflected in ‘“Davidsbindlertanze”),

apparently had to have taken
place for the book to attain
the level of judiciousness it
ought to have shownall
aoa The authorial tone
=Bendey! s, or Farrell’s

through Bentley—contains almost no
hindsight. It is forever in arrears, not
just in matters of judgment but in
matters of information: “I was later
told that . . .”; “I couldn’t have known
at the time...” The Bentley share in
this failing is great. Not Farrell’s cur-
rent thoughts as she reflects on her
relationship with Balanchine but her
veering emotions at the timeare tire-
lessly elicited. This doesn’t suit the
Farrell sensibility (which seems given
to introspection and epigrammatic pro-
nouncements) so much as it feeds a
reader’s presumed hungerfor incidents
and “scenes.” The book plugs along,
goinghere, there, and everywhere with

Mr. B.—début, premiére, tour, layoff
—meanwhilescattering by the wayside
valuable insights into serious subjects
like musicality, rehearsing, and part-
nering. (The whole book might have
seemed less attenuated if it had fol-
lowed a less doggedly chronological
course.) We hear the soundof Farrell’s
voice in her grasp of methodology,as
in her Kirov rehearsals: “Russian
dancers . . . preferred to work privately
until every momentof the ballet was
scientifically mastered. I, however, had

no desire to see somethingfinished, but

rather something evolving. Dancing is
a process, not a product.” We catch
glimpses of Farrell’s ballerina temper-
ament—practical, humble yet self-

absorbed, a touch ruthless. We also
hear ballets and dancers described as
“gorgeous,”“crystalline,” “celestial,”
and “epic” (“the heartbreaking epic
‘Liebeslieder Walzer’ ””). These effu-
sions are probably meantto remedy the
fact that Farrell is not a spectator, but
if she were would shetalk like that?
And would so unsentimental a person
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—and dancer—really cry as easily as
she does all through this book? Bentley,
a former New York City Ballet dancer
and the authorof the poetical “Winter
Season: A Dancer’s Journal,” faced a
real problem with Farrell’s tunnel vi-
sion, but instead of either broadening
or deepeningit she blurs and softensit.
Bentley (and Farrell?) seems to want
to tone downthefact that nothing and
no one are as real to Farrell as her
dancing is. Written in thefirst person,

the book soundstoooften like a duet, a

fusion of serious testament and slum-
ber-party confession.
Whywas Farrell different from any

other Balanchine ballerina? Just how
unlike the others was she, and what

recording angel will tell us? Although
in the sevenyearssince his death there
has been a stream of books by dancers
who were involved with Balanchine,it
mightbe noted that none of his Ameri-
can wives and lovers have written about
him. Each has her reasons, and one

mayreasonably suppose reluctance to
expose or exploit him to be one of them.
The recent film documentary “Danc-
ing for Mr. B.” contained fascinating
testimonials by six ballerinas (Farrell
not among them). Butfor these women
life and art may betoo tightly interwo-
ven, too intimate a secret, to be talked

about in a book. It was Balanchine,

after all, who made the dancer be the

dance, with no theatrical camouflage,

no concessions to type or appeals to
“glamour”; and it was in America that
hedidit. In thefifties, at the New York

City Center, he was finally able to
establish himself as a choreographer
with a company, and to begin inten-
sively grooming dancers and building
them a repertory. For Balanchine,
there was no division betweenlife and

art. He married the dancers he was
most preoccupied with—Maria

Tallchief and Tanaquil Le Clercq. He
romancedothers. Farrell was a major
obsession; when she defied him, he
reacted like a wrathful sultan and had
her banned from the State Theatre.
The irony of Farrell’s choosing to
write a book is that even though she
married someoneelse, she was as much

Balanchine’s creature as any of his
wives and loves; indeed, she was proba-

bly more his—more unrestrainedly
committed to his way of makingballet,

more willing to submerge herself—
than anyoneelse had ever been. In art,
and for a time in life, she achieved a
state of mythic singularity, a kind of

OCTOBER[5, 1990

blessedness, in which Balanchine re-

joiced whenhe depicted Dulcineaas the
Virgin Queen of Heaven. But though
Farrell’s fall from singular perfection
was swift and catastrophic, it was not
unpredictable: it bore the imprint of
fate, it had the charm of pattern. One
mightsay that what she wasas a dancer
was the whole causeofherlife’s turn-
ing outasit did.

1 has never been possible to follow
events at New York City Ballet

without knowing something of what
was going on backstage. Likeall family
companies,it telegraphsits privatelife.
In thesixties, there was no way you
could know about Farrell’s career
without also hearing about the trauma
it was inflicting on the company. To
outsiders, and to some insiders, it

looked as if Balanchine were tearing
the companyapart and reshapingit in
her image,sacrificing other dancers’
careers and cancelling some of his own
teachingsto do so. Suffused in contro-
versy for most of its length, enmeshed

in the turbulent affairs of what had
been recognized as the century’s most
creative ballet company following
Diaghilev’s Ballets Russes, the Bal-

anchine-Farrell story is not easy to
understand, even today, and “Holding
Onto the Air”obscuresit further with
details about Balanchine’s behavior at
the heightof his infatuation that aren’t
anchored in other aspects or phases of
his life. As the book relates these de-
tails, it doesn’t correct for Farrell’s

immaturity at the time—for the fact
that she’d had no experienceoflife in
any other ballet companyandlittle or
no experience of love. We forget how
insulated, how bent by monomania,

how young young dancersare. Perhaps
Farrell and Bentley have forgotten,

too; they don’t consider the possibility
that these conditions might have been
cruelly operative in their story. From
the way Farrell talks about her lack of
sexual experience, we feel she really
doesn’t care to discuss it. And whether
Balanchine was behaving characteris-
tically when he all but imprisoned her
is a question that never arises. She is
dismally aware that Balanchine has a
life apart from her, but we learn noth-
ing about it. (The onlystriking news
she comesup with is that Balanchine, a
Republican, instructed her to vote for

Hubert Humphrey.)
Pleasing Balanchineonstage wasall

Farrell cared about and all she thinks
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he should have cared about. She be- gifted siblings to compete with, would
lieves that herisolation was largely his make any young girl whorises above
doing. As his favorite, she was sealed all that see herself as one of a kind. To
off even from her own company: she be then singled out by Balanchine is
learned about the turmoil from News- simply part of the plan. Farrell is no
week. She was dismayed, but Bal- Galatea,still less is she the Trilby
anchine had, after all, chosen her whom somecritics dismissed when
position in the company. What irked
her more was a reference to “Pygma-
lion Balanchine”andto herself as “the
latest in a forty-year series of Galateas
that include Danilova, Geva, Zorina,
Tallchief and Tanaquil Le Clercq.”
Farrell is at pains to dispel popular
myths. She does not belong ona list,
anylist, and she is no Galatea—she

wasnot kissed to life as a dancer; she

was a dancer already when she met
Balanchine. It is hard not to feel the
truth of this; Balanchine almost cer-

tainly felt it. Oneofthefirst things he
said to her was “I need you more than

Balanchine dismissed her. But this is
wherethe pattern of herlife is overtak-
en by another, more formidable pat-

tern. Farrell could no more escape it
than she could escape being Farrell.
The Svengali myth of George

Balanchine holds that the dancers he
favored with his special attention were
essentially creatures of his will, and
were lost without him. Formed to do
his bidding in “abstract”ballets, they
were mechanical wonders whoseallure
all ran to their tendons; take them out
of his repertory, and they barely func-
tioned. Farrell broke with Balanchine

you need me.”It’s also hard to escape four years after becoming a star—an
thefeeling that Farrell believes herself artist-star, which she would almost
different not just from other dancers surely never have become under anyone
but from other human beings. Maybe else’s management. She had married a
all ballerinas think this, and maybe young dancer in the company, Paul
coming from a lower-middle-class Mejia. Balanchinewas willingto go on
background and a broken homedriven casting her in her accustomed roles—
by a strong-willed mother, and having provided others got to dance them, too
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—butherefused to tolerate Mejia. To
Farrell the situation was a nightmare.
(Theonly time I ever saw her dance
badly was during this period.) Even
her mother, after being the first to

warn her of Balanchine’s intentions,
had turned aboutand sided with him
against Mejia. Few could doubt that
Farrell’s flight in the middle of the
spring, 1969, season was anything but
the desperate act of a young woman
underterrible pressure. Eventually, she
left town with Mejia, and the two of
them joined Maurice Béjart’s company
in Brussels. There Farrell functioned
happily enough,according to her book;
if her artist’s conscience discriminated
between Balanchine’s methods and
Béjart’s, her star’s conscience did not.
She was Béjart’s primaballerina for as
many years as she had been Balan-
chine’s.
About this interlude in her career,

which so many of us at the time
thought so ignominious, all Farrell
will acknowledge is that “everything
seemed to me upside down,inside out,

and backward.” Exactly. She had
joined the antiworld. But her sojourn
there was not meaningless. Her asser-
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tion that she could not have survived as
a Balanchine dancer in any company
other than Béjart’s will not, I think,

make sense to anyone unacquainted
with Balanchine’s extremist-erotic
manner(as in “Bugaku”’) and Béjart’s
assiduous parody of it (as in “Bach
Sonate’’). But Farrell’s story is a myth,
and the years in Brussels, more than
the years in New York, were what

gave it its classic shape. Farrell left
Balanchine, and the myth went on
withouthim.

In the old operas andballets based
on the Orpheus myth, the heroine who
has died or been abducted to the under-
worldis at peace, is even happy. Farrell
in her exile (she uses the word) has no
knowledge of Balanchine’s anguish,
which, to judge by conditions at New
York City Ballet, must have been in-
tense. He himself could not descend
like Orpheus and bring her back; his
art mustdoit for him. Andit did. Far-
rell in Béjartland every day did a
Balanchine barre and took class on
point. After four years of Béjart’s cho-
reography,she obtained “Meditation,”
the pas de deux that Balanchine had
made for her and Jacques d’Amboise,
and performed it with Béjart’s Jorge
Donn.“The choreographyfeltlike my
ownskin,”she recalls. The following

summer, she sees New York City Ballet
in “La Valse” and “Symphony in C,”
and asks to be taken back. She is ac-
cepted; Mejia is not. The return of
Farrell to the company is a blazing
success and is duly celebrated on Janu-
ary 22, 1976, Balanchine’s seventy-
second birthday, with the premiére
of “Chaconne,” to Gluck’s music for
the Paris version of “Orpheus,” the
one with the gala ending. Eurydice
is risen.

In his ballet “Nijinsky, Clown of
God” Béjart had cast Farrell as the
Young Girl in Pink,an idealized por-
trait of Nijinsky’s wife, and when
Farrell danced the role in New York
Balanchine had attended a perfor-
mance. Later, she was told what he’d

said: “If I had donetheballet, I'd have
made Suzanne Nijinsky.” Farrell pass-
es this off as a quip, but Balanchine

was being ironical, not whimsical. As
he well knew, the public already had

its impression of what he and Far-
tell stood for: if not Pygmalion and
Galatea, then the variation on the myth
dramatized in “The Red Shoes.” In
that movie, the Great Dancerflouts the
Great Impresario, gets married, and is

banished by him. If a film had been
madein the seventies about Balanchine
and Farrell, it would have seemed to be

only a variation on “The Red Shoes,”
which was itself a variation on
Diaghilev and Nijinsky and their es-
trangement after the dancer’s mar-
riage. (In her book “Balletmaster: A
Dancer’s View of George Balanchine”
Moira Shearer—the Great Dancer
herself—compares Balanchine’s situa-
tion with Diaghilev’s after Massine left
him, and doesn’t mention “The Red

Shoes”atall!)

i the perspective of these classic
narratives, reverberant with resem-

blances between art andlife and with
dissonantechoes of the sublime and the
banal, the Balanchine-Farrell legend

lives and flourishes. Of course, the book
Farrell has written has no such per-
spective; it is much too modest and

insular. Yet she can’t help noticing the
parallel with the movie that influenced
her early years, and, reviewing those
early years, she is struck by signs and
portents. In grade school, she sings
Mozart’s “Ave Verum Corpus”in the
churchchoir; she will dance this music

for Balanchine,in “Mozartiana.” She
works up choreography for herself and
her friends to favorite pieces of music,
little knowing that one is part of
Balanchine’s “Serenade,” and the oth-
er, “Slaughter on Tenth Avenue,”was
his Broadway ballet, which he will
revive for her. She practices dancing
with a partner in the form of an arm-
chair, which she calls “Jacques

d’Amboise”’; he will later be her real

partner. She goes to New York and
auditions for the School of American
Ballet; Balanchine personally super-
vises the audition, which is private—
highly unusual circumstances, which
she blithely accepts as routine; it is
her fifteenth birthday. The previous
month, at her going-away party, she
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was given a diary, which she christened
Diana, after Diana Adams, the New
York City Ballet ballerina who, scout-
ing talent for the groundbreaking se-
ries of Ford Foundation scholarships,
had spotted the young Farrell in a
Cincinnati classroom and suggested
that she give the School of American
Balleta call. Farrell had named oneof
her efforts at choreography “The
Kingdom of Diana,”after the Greek
goddess; now Diana Adams becomes
talismanic, and so, later on, does

Jacques d’Amboise. Atsixteen, Farrell
joins the N.Y.C.B. corps, and during
her first season is asked to “watch”
(i.e., mentally prepare) Titania, the
role that Adams was then working
on, in Balanchine’s “A Midsummer

Night’s Dream.” The next season,
Farrell replaces Adams on the brink of
the premiére of the most difficult of
Balanchine’s Stravinsky ballets to date,
“Movements for Piano and Orches-
tra,” without previously watching or
understudying the part. D’Amboise,
ever her confederate, coaches her, then

Balanchine takes over. From that time
on, Farrell’s rise is assured, and the
roles she dances are mostly Adams
roles. After choreographing “Medita-
tion,” Balanchine sends Farrell a quasi
love letter, with instructions to show it

to d’Amboise “and to Diana. Sheis
your guar-DIANA-angel!”
The choreographyof “Meditation,”

which Balanchine created at the very
start of his relationship with Farrell, is

a reworking of the famous passage in
“Serenade” in which a recumbent fig-
ure, the ballet’s heroine, is approached,

embraced, and then abandoned by a

male “destiny” figure guided by a
“guardian angel.” “Meditation”
switches the sexes—Farrell approaches
and embracesan inert d’Amboise—and.
merges herrole with that of the angel.
It also makes d’Amboise, with chalk in
his hair, an obvious stand-in for
Balanchine; Farrell leaves the way she
came, and he goes haltingly on,trying
to find his way without her. Farrell and
Balanchine shared a mystical turn of
mind. She accepts the action of “Medi-
tation” as a prediction of things to
come in real life. But she doesn’t see
herself as partof a pattern that already
existed in Balanchine’s life and was
already inscribed in his art. Quite un-
derstandably she rejects the list of
Galateas. And Balanchine’s “love”let-
ter is ambiguous; Farrellis intelligent
enoughto be confusedby it. Written in
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verse, it purports to be nothing more
than an explanation of the emotions of
“Meditation,” but the instruction to
showit to Diana implies thatthe ballet
concerns Farrell personally. Adams
was her guardian angel, and now she
becomes Balanchine’s. “Meditation”
seen in the lightof “Serenade”explains
some part of the secret of Farrell’s
powerover Balanchine. The samesit-
uation—a young girl emerging in a
shaft of light to comfort and guide a
lost soul—recurs in “Don Quixote.”
Farrell didn’t just step into Balan-
chine’s life; she materialized to him
from within the art. It is logical for
him to have had personal themes and
patterns on his mind when choreo-
graphing for her. Rightfrom thestart,
in the Stravinsky premiére, he would
have seen heras his salvation when she
appeared in Adams’ place—literally re-
enacting the momentwhen the heroine
of “Serenade” replaces the angel. For
Balanchine, this would have been a
reification of oneof his most charismat-
ic themes: Orpheus attended by his
angel. Just as Farrell’s gifts as a dancer
fit and then broke the mold of the
Balanchine ballerina, her imagefilled
and thenrevised anexisting role in his
personal mythology.

Farrell doesn’t miss the ontological
paradox implied here; she wonders if

the angel in “Meditation” wasreally
herself or someone she wascalled upon
to “risk being,” then concludes sensi-
bly: “Since I was the story I couldn’t
see it; I just dancedit.” Dancers don’t
have to understand Balanchine’s mind
or analyze his art; they only have to
embodyit. For a guardian angel to
become a recording angel is proba-
bly impossible, yet only if one were to
make that transition could we hope to
know more of the relation between
Balanchine’s life and his art. My nom-
inee for the job would be Adams, who
has already written several illuminat-
ing fictionalized accounts of ballet
life.

‘Thetall and beautiful Diana Adams
was the dancer Balanchine was most
dependent on before and during the
advent of Farrell. She wasn’t the only
onehe sent on scouting expeditions, but

she was the one who brought him
Farrell, and at just the moment when
he needed her most. The company was
about to move to Lincoln Center,
whereit would have to command a vast
stage and attract and educate a new
audience. Balanchine had already cre-  
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ated the American style in ballet;

Farrell represented a grand-scale ver-
sion of the American style, and
Balanchinelost no time in placing her
at the head of a strong, young on-the-
rise group—Gloria Govrin and
Marnee Morris and Patricia Neary and
Mimi Paul and Suki Schorer, all but

Schorer tall and rangy dancers. To-
gether with alreadyestablished balleri-
nas (Hayden,Jillana, Kent, McBride,
Tallchief, Verdy, Wilde) and a male
contingent led by d’Amboise and
Villella, these young dancers
conquered Lincoln Center.
The companyin thesixties
was at peak strength; not

until the end of the seven-
ties, when it was also double
the size, would it again show
such an arrayof talent. But
there could be no doubt that, with all

the decade’s blessings, the sixties were

the Farrell Years. Farrell not only
projected the companyinto a new phase
but also refocussed Balanchine’s crea-
tive powers at a time whenit could be
said that all his masterpieces had been
made. Furthermore, one after another

of his ballerinas had forsaken him to
becomepregnant; even Adamschose to

forgo the premiére of “Movements for
Piano and Orchestra” rather than risk
a miscarriage. He was the agingballet
master in need of inspiration. How far
he waswilling to go in searchofit is
shown by“Meditation,”the first pro-
grammatic ballet he had madein years,

and one, moreover, that he took the

trouble to explain in words, breaking a
cherished rule. And yet he was not off
course. Farrell represented continuity
as well as change. Future company
historians will have much to deal with
when they cometo evaluate her impact.
“Holding On to the Air” will be
conned for information, and found
to yield less than some of the inter-
views she has given over the years. But
the book will have earned its place,
primarily as a record of howlittle girls
got to be ballerinas in Balanchine’s
America.

IKE a number of women whom the
world was to know as greatballe-

rinas, Farrell was nota privilegedlittle
girl. Born Roberta Sue Ficker in Cin-
cinnati, she was one of three sisters

who got music and dancelessons and
paid for them by working. The mother
believed in success through art; she

plannedfutures on the stage or in the 
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concert hall. The father shipped meat
for a packing companyand wasrarely
home. The Fickers were divorced
when Suzi was ten. By the time she
reached her teens, the sisters were lo-

cally famous; Suzi marched in pa-
rades and made toy commercials.
When Diana Adamsdropped her sug-
gestion about the School of American
Ballet, Mrs. Holly (who had changed
her name after the divorce) sold the
furniture, packed up the music and the
toe shoes, and drove the girls to New

York, with all their belong-
ings in a U-Haul; the mere
hint of an audition was
enough. They lived in one
room at the Ansonia and
shared the bed. Mrs. Holly, a
night nurse, worked twenty-
hour shifts, but when Suzi

joined the ballet, at a salary of a hun-
dred and ten dollars a week (eighty
during rehearsals), she became the

main breadwinnerof the family. It was
a Catholic family, a matriarchy com-
posed of divorcées, despite the Catholi-
cism. Suzi was devout, and an innocent.

When Balanchine began taking her
out after performances, she wanted to

know whyhe was not at homewith his
wife.

Farrell and Balanchine were never
physical lovers. It was not just because
of her religious scruples (he was still
married to the revered Le Clercq,

whose career had been destroyed by
polio); he wasalso forty-oneyears old-
er, an age gap thatat the timeoftheir

initial involvement led to comparisons
with yet anotherclassic pair, Humbert
and Lolita. Balanchine completely mo-
nopolized whatlittle time his new bal-
lerina had left over from rehearsing
and performing. He would cometo her
mother’s apartment and cookdinner, or
he would take Suzi out. They ate cui-
sine; they also ate at Dunkin’ Donuts
or at the big, bright Jewish restaurant
on upper Broadwaycalled the Tip-
‘Toe Inn. Although each was the oth-
er’s best friend, they never talked about

the feeling between them, only about
work. Farrell confided her misgivings
to her cats or to Diana the Diary; when

things wenttoo far, she called in her

priests. Years later, after she rejoined
the company, Balanchine took her out
once again, and for the first and last

time reflected on their closeness, say-
ing, “You know, I was wrong. I was

an old man, and you were young. I
should not have thought of you that
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way. You should have had your mar-
riage.” Thefriendship was on again,
but it wasn’t the same. Although
Farrell had returned a better dancer,
there was no making up the years that
she wasn’t part of the grand design.
She had slipped from the center of
Balanchine’s loyalties; she now had a
partnership with Peter Martins; and
Balanchine’s choreographyfor her was
increasingly nostalgic. “Mozartiana”
struck a fresh vein, but for Balanchine
theballet closed a cycle. He was dying,
and he knew it. When his time came,
Farrell visited him rarely. They had
already played their deathbedscene, in
“Don Quixote”; now they talked of
inconsequentialities and work, always
work. The burial rites were private,
reserved for “family.” Farrell was not
invited.

Onecloses this seductive, formless

book more uncertain of Farrell’s real
feelings toward Balanchine than she
seemsto be. She loved him,yes; perhaps
she was even now andthenim love with
him. But was she interested in him?
That missingfingerjoint, for example.
What it must have cost Balanchine,
who habitually prepared piano reduc-
tions of the music he choreographed,

doesn’t concern Farrell; what counts is

her finger turn. The book is written
facing the sun, in the full glare of
Balanchine’s attention to Farrell. She
seeslittle more than a pervasive shad-
owy presence, benevolent and stormy
by turns. Only twice do we come up
against the man. Thefirst time, heis
preparing to leave the theatre with her
after one of her performances. Other
dancers have complained that he never
lingers to watch them perform, and
Farrell brings this up to him: “George,
don’t you think weshould stay for the
rest of the performance?”
“You know,dear,” he answers, “I

give them a company, I give them
ballets, I give them rehearsals, I give
them class if they want to come. I
already give them everything.” And
they leave.

Another time, Balanchine is in

Farrell’s apartmentplaying a record of
Ravel’s “Tzigane,” which he intends
to choreograph for her. Farrell tells
how he would listen and burst out
laughing. It’s unmistakable: that
laughing man is the man who made
thatballet.

Oneof Balanchine’s favorite quota-
tions was a line from a poem by
Mayakovsky: “I am not a man, but a

cloudin trousers.” In “Meditation” he
had rehearsed Farrell’s entrance,tell-
ing her to “hold on to the air”—that
is, do the impossible. Balanchine’s es-
sence was air, the air of his ballets.
Farrell’s insularity, her steadfast devo-

tion to the ballets, which went beyond

her devotion to their choreographer,

may have been exactly what he loved
her for. A ballerina’s fastidious self-
concernhas only one end:perfection in
performance. Lying in the hospital, at
death’s door, hetells her that he has

been praying for her knees.
“Holding Onto the Air”isn’t really

the inside story of Suzanne Farrell and
George Balanchine—it’s the inside of
the outside story. The real inside story
would take a writer of Willa Cather’s
stature to deal with. In “The Song of
the Lark,” Cather’s novel abouta girl
from a prairie town who becomes a
great Wagnerian soprano, we discov-
er the true dimensions of life lived
for art, and in her introduction to

the revised edition we also learn of
Cather’s frustration in writing aboutit
andattempting to portray notonly the
younggirl’s awakening andliberation
from provincialism but also the fully
grownartist, who, in the flood tide of

her success, ‘‘is more and morereleased

in the dramatic and musical possibili-
ties of her profession.” Cather criti-
cizes herself: “Theinteresting and im-
portantfact that, in an artist of the type
I chose, personal life becomespaler as
the imaginative life becomes richer,
does not, however, excuse my story for

becomingpaler.”
“The Song of the Lark” does not,

for me, becomepaler, but “Holding On
to the Air” illustrates Cather’s point.
It is about two people who may have
been in love but, once their artistic
interests were merged, had nothing
moreto say to each other.

—ARLENE CROCE
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