
aBale Bae

Nayrena

  



PONRUSTADOV NLA
REVOLUTIONS PER MINUTE AS OUR ENGINES.



 

 Presenting the 1993 Lexus LS400. Re-engineered with  



The 1993 Lexus LS400: The Pursuit Continues. (C4)Lexus
Teeis

 
  over 50 refinements. Ofcourse, that was at last count.



 

Three yearsgo when we
introduced the L5400, it was

hailed as nearly perfect. Our engineers
took that as a challenge

 

Driver’- andpassengerside
airbags are set to

deploy in the blink ofan eye

 

Optional, pocket-sizephone
so ingenious, its not onlyportable,

its voice-activated.

 

Wider lower profile tires
hug curves more aggressively.

© 1992 Lexus, A Division Of Toyota Motor Sal
“The driverand passenger'-side Supple

  

New audible
remote entry with adjustable

volume conirol.

Anairfiltration system
helps reduce pollen, dust
and airborneparticles

 

Larger vented dise
brakes provide added security
even in adverse conditions.

 

Bothfront seats adjust

to most anypasition your heart

(or back) desires.

 

‘Sensors triggerpreensioning
‘front seat belts to cinch duringa

severefrontal collision

 

An available Nakamichi
audio system that puts many

home systems to shame.

A light sensor remembers
to turn your headlights on or off,

even when youforget.

 

Tire noise has been
altered to apitch less noticeable

to the human ear,

 

Outside temperature display

letsyou know what youre infor

Ipowerfailure occurs
during a colsion, dual airbags are

Aeployed bya backup system,

Redesigned outside
mirrors help prevent buildup

ofrain andsnow

 

The 1993 LS400
sets a new standard

forthe world,

‘A. Ine, Lexus reminds you to wear seat beltsand obey all speedlaws, For more information, call 800-872-5398 (800-USA-LEXUS) For the hearing impaired, call 800-443-4999.
Restraint System (SRS) wall inflate only in a severefrontal impact.Ina moderatecollision, the threepointsea beltprovidesprimary protection;the airbag will not inflate.
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MALICE TOWARD SOME

HAPPEN to be pro-life,” Dan
Quayle said during

a

relatively civil
momentofhis televised debate

last week with Al Gore and James
Stockdale. Andsoheis, evenif a remark
he madeearlier in the campaign—that
he wouldadvise his daughteragainstter-
minatinga (hypothetical) pregnancy but
would support her in whatever decision
she might make—suggests that he does
not understandthe implicationseither of
his own position (which is that abortion
should beillegal except in cases of rape,
incest, or a threat to the mother’slife) or
of his party’s (which is that abortion
should beillegal in all circumstances).
There is one issue of human sexuality,
however, on which the Vice-President
might be said to be unequivocally pro-
choice. On the September 13th broad-
cast of ABC’s “This Week with David
Brinkley,” he was asked whether he
thought that homosexuality was rooted
in natureorin society. “Myviewpointis
thatit’s more of a choice thana biologi-
cal situation,” he answered, and went on
to say, “It is a wrongchoice. I dobelieve
in mostcasesit certainlyis a choice.”

It is impossible to know whether Mr.
Quayle trulybelieves this. But the theory

that homosexuality is a matter of
choice—‘life-style choice,” in the usual
formulation—is indispensable to the
prejudice against homosexuals. This year,
the Republican Party has given voice to
this variety of bigotry in all its forms,
from the virulent, through the modu-
lated,to the very mild. Thevirulent form
got unprecedented exposure at the Re-
publican Convention this summer, most
notably in the speeches of Patrick
Buchanan and Pat Robertson. The
modulated form was expressed in the
Party's platform, which opposed extend-
ing civil-rights protectionsto gays and al-
lowing themtoserve in the armed forces.
The mild form has been thespecialty of
the Vice-President andof President Bush
himself, whotold an interviewer the week
before the Convention that homosexual-
ity is “a life style that in myview is not
normal”and “notright.”

Tf by “not normal” the President
meant that homosexuality is uncharac-
teristic of the majority—thatit deviates
from the mean—he wassurely correct,
but onlyin the sense thatit is also “not
normal” to have gone to Yale or to have
a vacation house in Maine. Butif “nor-
mal” means “occurring naturally’—one
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“This is your ninety-nine-per-cent-news-free six-o'clock news.”

ofits dictionary definitions—then he
was surely wrong. Homosexuality occurs
naturally in every human society, and in
roughly the same numbers regardless of
thelevel ofsocial tolerance. Recentsci-
entific evidence suggests, moreover, that
sexual orientation correlates closely with
genetic factors. A study that was con-
ducted by Michael Bailey, a psychologist
at Northwestern University, and Richard
Pillard, a psychiatrist at Boston Univer-
sity School of Medicine, and was pub-
lished last December in the Archives of
General Psychiatry showed that a man
hasa fifty-two-per-cent chanceof being
gay if he has an identical twin—thatis, a
twin fully sharing the same genetic make-
up—whois gay, but only a twenty-two-
per-cent chance if he has a fraternal twin
who is gay, and merely an eleven-
per-cent chance if he has an unrelated,
adopted brother whois gay. Bailey and
Pillard have since conducted a similar
study ofwomen,with strikingly similar re-
sults. “In contrast,” they write, “research
onsocial factors has beenfruitless.”

Whatdoescorrelate with “social fac-
tors” is not homosexuality itself but the
degree of suffering that is imposed upon
homosexuals for being homosexuals.
Even in our society, a remarkably toler-
ant one by global and by historical stan-
dards, there is almost certainly no such
thing as a homosexual—male or female,
acknowledged or “closeted”—whohas not
at somepointin his or herlife felt, at the
very least, the anguish ofself-reproach or
offear ofrejection. If the experience of
actual human beings is any guide,it is

both preposterous and callous to speak
of homosexuality as just another choice
oflife style. Homosexuality is not anill-
ness, not a contagion, not a moral fail-
ing. It is simply a predisposition. One
gay man,a forty-one-year-old lawyer
whorecently “came out” in a newspaper
interview in which he disputed Mr.
Quayle’s view, putit this way: “You can
say in somesense I choose to write with
myright orleft hand, but the point is
that it is such an automatic decision.
That's how I see homosexuality.”

The Republican Party is no exception
to the rule that any large aggregation of
people hasits share of homosexuals, as
George and Barbara Bush, if not Dan
Quayle, know perfectly well. The lawyer
who drew theinteresting parallel between
sexual orientation and handedness is John.
Schlafly, whosays that he shares most of
thepolitical views of his mother, the vet-
eran conservative leader Phyllis Schlafly.
The Log Cabin Federation, a national
organization ofgay and lesbian Republi-
cans, has six thousand members.(It has
declined to endorse the Bush-Quayle
ticket.) The roster of prominent Repub-
licans known to be gayhas included Roy
Cohn,the lawyer; Representative Stewart
McKinney, of Connecticut; and Terry
Dolan, the celebrated New Right fund-
raiser—all ofwhom died ofarDs. Robert
Mosbacher, one ofGeorge Bush’s oldest
friends, the principal fund-raiser for his
three Presidential campaigns, and a

former member of his Cabinet, has ‘a
forty-three-year-old daughter, Diane,
whois a publicly proclaimedlesbian.

President and Mrs. Bush wel-
comed Dee Mosbacher to the
White Housein 1989, and the Pres-
ident was photographed with her
and the womanherfathercalls her
spouse. Andthe record ofMr. Bush
as President did show, intermit-
tently, someslight consideration for
homosexuals, especially with respect to
the AIDS plague. According to Admin-
istration figures, which have been

the subject of much debate, federal

AIDS spending has increased under
Bush; and Bush has invited gay lead-
ers to the White House for two bill
signings, and, with his wife, visited

AIDS patients in the hospital. That
sort of thing was droppedas soon as
the White House entered what Mr.
Bushcalls “campaign mode.” And if
in the weeks before the election the
Bush-Quayle organization has dropped

its attacks on homosexuals, along with
most of the rest of its “family values”
baggage, it was not from pangs of con-
science.It did so purely as a result of re-
alizing that the strategy had become po-
litically counterproductive, driving away
moderate voters, who, whatever their
discomfort with gay culture, dislike con-
spicuousdisplays of intolerance. The
earlier attacks have not been repudiated,

and they oughtnotto be forgotten.
“The conservative movement had to

find another enemy” after the fall of
Communism, Marvin Liebman has sug-
gested. Mr. Liebman,sixty-nine years
old, is an elder of that movement: the

groups he has helped foundinclude,
among manyothers, Young Americans
for Freedom and the American Conser-
vative Union. Mr. Liebman, who two
years ago announcedthat he was gay, in
letter to National Review, has said that
“homosexuals poisoning society” have
been draftedtofill the void. “The rheto-
ric is almost word for word what they
used about the Communists: schools,
Hollywood, media élite,” he said.
“Those code words used to mean Jews,
but now theyalso mean gays.”

Communism,of course, actually was
an enemy ofthe values that American
society is supposed to stand for. The
mistake some conservatives made was,
instead ofjust opposing it, to conflateit
with liberalism. Homosexuality and ho-
mosexuals are the enemies of no one.
When those who should—who must—
knowbetter indulge the reflex to de-
monize, they disgrace only themselves. ¢
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THE THEATRE

Flindsight
EW newsstories over the past de-

F cade have been as purely tragic
as that of the several hundred

Cambodianrefugeesin this country, most
of them women,wholost their sight as a
result of having witnessed Khmer Rouge-
sponsored atrocities in their homeland.
Nophysiological cause for the blindness
has yet been discovered: its origin is
strictly psychosomatic, butit seems some-
how mythic. Thusit is entirely fitting
that the playwright Ernest Abuba and
the composer Louis Stewart, who have
created a new music-theatre work on
the subject, went to Milton for their
title. “Cambodia Agonistes,” as their
collaboration is called, moves between
present-day Chinatown (though most
of the refugeesreside in Southern Califor-
nia) and Cambodia under the Khmer
Rouge.

Tisa Chang, whois staging ‘‘Cambo-
dia Agonistes” for the Pan Asian Reper-
tory Theatre (of which sheis theartistic
director), has avoided

a
literal, graphic

approach. ‘The text itself is quite sur-
realistic,” she says, ‘and it is about
eighty per cent sung.’’ The piece also
incorporates classical Cambodian ballet.
Chang says that music and dance have
allowed for a more emotionally expressive
approach to the horrors inherent in
the material. “‘We didn’t want people to
feel that they were in for a
grim, two-hour recounting of
the Cambodian holocaust; we've
built in touches of humor,too.
But it’s never levity that
trivializes.”’

OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS.
(Please call the phone number
listed with the theatreforschedule
and ticket information.)

A... My Name Is Stitt Auice—A se-
quel to the 1984 musical revue
“A.. My NameIs Alice.” Con-
ceived and directed by Joan
Micklin Silver and Julianne
Boyd. In previews (SecondStage,
Broadway at 76th St. 239-6200 )

Busse Meises, Busse Stonies—A mu-
sical in which a granddaughter
recalls her grandmothers and
their stories, Written by, and
starring, Ellen Gould. In’ pre-
views. (Cherry Lane, 38 Com-
merce St. 989-2020 )

Camsovia Aconistes—A music-
theatre work by Ernest Abuba
and Louis Stewart, which opens
theseason for Pan Asian Rep. Pre-
views begin Oct. 28. (St, Clem-
ent’s 423 W. 46th St. 245-2660.)

Camp Parapox—A playby Barbara
Graham,set at a girls’ camp, in
1963. Previews begin Oct. 22
(WPA Theatre, 519 W. 23rd St
206-0523.)

C, Cotomso Inc., Exrort/Imporr,
Genoa—Aperformancepiece by
Leo Bassi, an Italian “‘clown-
terrorist.” Previews through Oct.
25. Opens Oct. 26 at 8. (New
York Theatre Workshop, 79 E
4th St 302-6989.)
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The Destiny of Me—A new play by Larry
Kramer, which picks up ten years after
“The Normal Heart,” opens the season
for Circle Rep Peter Frechette, Jonathan
Hadary, Oni Faida Lampley, Piper Laurie,
Bruce McCarty, John Cameron Mitchell, and
David Spielberg are in the cast. Opens’ Oct
20 at 8. (Lucille Lortel, 121 Christopher St.
239-6200.)

Goonnicit Desoemona (Goon Mornin Ju.ier)—
Cherry Jones has the lead in a comedy by
Ann-Marie MacDonald. Previews Oct 19-
20. Opens Oct, 21 at 7. (CSC, 136 E. 13th
St. 677-4210.)

Juno—The 1959 MareBlitzstein-Joseph Stein
musical based on Sean O’Casey’s “Juno and
the Paycock,” which has been revised for
this production by Mr. Stein and the current
director, Lonny Price. Previews through Oct.
27 Opens Oct. 28 at 8. (Vineyard, 108 E.
15th St. 353-3874) *

Norine Sackep—Canadian playwright George F
Walker's loosely adapted version of Tur-
genev's “Fathers and Sons.”” Preview on Oct
20. Opens Oct. 21 at 8 (AUlantic, 336 W
20th St. 645-1242 )

Oteanna—William H. Macy and Rebecca
Pidgeon in a new playwritten and directed
by David Mamet. Previews through Oct.
24. Opens Oct. 25 at 7. (Orpheum, 126
Second Ave., at 8th St. 307-4100.)

  

  Madeline Kahn, Jane Alexander, and
Julie Dretzin in “The Sisters Rosenswei;

 

Tue SHow-Orr—The Roundabout Theatre Com-
pany’s production of George Kelly’s 1924
comedy, with Pat Carroll, Boyd Gaines, Laura
Esterman, and Sophie Hayden. In previews.
(Criterion' Center, Broadwayat 45th St. 869-
8400.)

Tue Sisters Rosenswero—Wendy Wasserstein’s
new play, with Jane Alexander, Madeline
Kahn, Frances McDormand, ‘and Julie
Dretzin. Damel Sullivan directed Previews
Oct, 20-21. Opens Oct. 22 at 6:45. (Mitzi E.
Newhouse, Lincoln Center. 239-6200 )

Sourary Conrinement—Stacy Keach
thriller by Rupert Holmes. Previews begin
Oct. 27. (Nederlander, 208 W. 4st St. 307-
4100.)

Spic-O-Rawa—John Leguizamo’s latest one-man.
show. It’s the story of the dysfunctional
Giganteclan, as seen through the eyes of a
precocious nine-year-old Previews through
Oct. 26. Opens Oct 27 at 8. (Westside, 407
W. 43rd St, 307-4100.)

A Surrerine Cotonet—A farce written by Ken-
neth Lonergan and directed by Matthew
Broderick Opens Oct. 19 at 8, and runs
through Nov. 7. (Naked Angels, 114 W. 17th
St, 727-0012 )

 

   

OPENED RECENTLY
THe Best oF Forsippen BeoapwaY—This tenth-
anniversary edition of Gerard Alessandrmr’s
long-running, ever-fluctuating musical re-
vueis, as one mightexpect, a treat. There 1s
some new material, but the sharpest se-
quencesare still the spoof of ‘‘M. Butterfly”
andthe ‘“‘Speed-the-Plow”’ number, ““Madon-
na’s Brain,” in which David Mamet and
RonSilver try to teach Madonnato act and
she ends up tearing off most of her clothes.
(Reviewed in our issue of 5/4/92.) (Theatre
East, 211 E. 60th St. 838-9090.)

Brotner Truckers—The Ridiculous Theatrical
Companypresents a new comedy by Georg
Osterman. (Charles Ludlam Theatre, 1
Sheridan Sq. 691-2271 )

Conversations with My FatHer—If you're look-
ingfor totallysatisfying theatrical experi-

ence,try the new Herb Gardner,
abittersweet memory playabout
a Lower East Side barkeep, his
two sons, and the patronsof his
tavern ‘As staged by Damel
Sullivan, with an ace cast led by
the wonderful Judd Hirsch, the
play does what “Jake's Women”
and “Dancing ‘at Lughnasa”
would probablydo if their authors
were, respectively, more sophis-
ticated and less sentimental. Grab
this one (4/13/92) (Royale, 242
W.45th St. 230-6200.)
Crazy For You—Loosely based on
“Girl Crazy," which opened in
1930,this glorious show is actu-
ally a celebration of the music of
George Gershwin and the lyrics
of his brother Ira—nyneteen songs
in all—and also of the witty,
imaginative choreographyof Su-
san Stroman. Ken Ludwig wrote
the lively book. Harry Groener
and Jodi Benson are the lead
actor/dancers Bless ’em all
(3/2/92) (Shubert, 225 W. 44th
St 239-6200 )
Fatsetros—This back-to-back re-
vival of “March of the Falset-
tos” and ‘Falsettoland,” two of
William Finn’s three one-act
musicals about a childish, self-
absorbed man wholeaves his wife
and son for his not very nice
male lover, 1s strictly for those
who care. The appeal of Mr
Finn’s trilogy has always been
puzzling It has a chronology as
complicated as the Oedipus cycle
and a dramatic sensibility akin
to that of the Oresteia. But it
has always seemedlike banality
set to music: shallow, unlikable
people expressing themselves in
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shallow, unlikable songs. (Golden, 252 W, A CERTAIN WORLD WALKS IN ROSSETTI
45th St. 239-6200 )

Five Guys Nameo Moe—Theguys are black danc-
ers and singers of ability and spirit, who
perform the songs(either lyrics or music or
both)of the late Louis Jordan, among them
“Don’t Let the Sun Catch You Crying,”
“‘Ain’t Nobody Here but Us Chickens,” and
“Is You Is or Is You Ain't My Baby?” This
London import makes a merry evening,
(4/20/92) (Eugene O'Neill, 230 W. 49th St
239-6200.)

Fortinsras—The Signature Theatre Company
presents a 1991 comedy by Lee Blessing.
(Kampo Cultural Center, 31 Bond St 279:
4200. Closes Nov. 1)

Gurs ano Dotts—Alively production of Frank
Loesser’s perfect musical, under the direc-
tion of Jerry Zaks Nathan Lane and Faith
Prince ‘are the leading guy and doll, and
Tony Walton designedthe stunning scenery.
(4/27/92) (Martin Beck, 302 W. 45th St
239-6200 )

Jacgues Bret Is Auve ano Wet AND Livin IN
Panis—Arevival of the musical put together
from the works of M. Brel by Enc Blau and
Mort Shuman, Directed by Elly Stone, one
of the stars of the orginal show. (Village
Gate, 160 BleeckerSt. 475-5120.)

Jaxe's Women—Alan Alda is athis genialbest
in the new Neil Simon. The play, about an
aging writer trying to cometo terms withthe
women in his life, past and present, has
some funny lines and a lot of phony’ dia-
logue It’s predictable, banal, and contrived,
but at least it showcases ‘a fine cast of
actresses that includes Kate Burton and Joyce Men's Avoilable sizes 6% to 13 His $975
Van Patten. (4/6/92) (Neil Simon, 250 W.
52nd St 307-4100. Closes Oct. 25.)

Jeuy's Last Jam—The musicof Jelly Roll Mor-
ton,self-proclaimed inventor ofjazz, and, at
the’ same time, an_unsparing delineation of
Morton himself, The show, an onginal if
there ever was one, was written and directed
by George C. Wolfe. In the starring role,
GregoryHines combineshis astonishingtal
ents as tap dancer and actor; Savion Glover, who
plays the character as a young man, is
worthy of him, which is saying a lot. Also
present are Keith David, Tonya Pinkins, Wayne
Mathis, and Mary Bond Davis. (5/11/92)
(Virginia, 245 W 52ndSt. 239-6200.)

THe MaDaME MacADam TRAVELLING THEATRE—A new
comic drama written by Thomas Kilroy and
presented by the Insh Repertory Theatre
Company. (Actors’ Playhouse, 100 Seventh
Ave. 8. 691-6226 )

Map Forest—Caryl Churchill’s 1990 play about
post-Ceausescu Romania, (Manhattan The-
atre Club, at City Center, 131 W. 55th St
581-7907.)

‘A Moon For THE Missecorren—A production of
Eugene O'Neill’s play. (Pearl, 125 W. 22nd
St. 645-7708. Closes Oct, 24.)

Tue Nicht Larry Kramer Kisseo Me—A play writ
ten and performed by David Drake. (Perry
Street Theatre, 31 Perry St. 564-8038.)

Osa Osa '93—Seventy-five dancers, singers,
and musiciansfrom Brazil (Marquis, Broad:
way at 45th St. 307-4100.)

Remewerance—Set in Belfast, Graham Reid’s
absorbing and often entertaining play tells
the story of a man and a woman—he a
Protestant and she a Catholic, and both of
them widowedandintheir sixties—who meet
regularly at a cemetery (each there to mourn
a son who was a victim of the current
“troubles’’) and whoslowlyfall in love. They
are both beset by grown children who, in
different ways, raise hell. The action is a
matter of brief scenes, some of them quite
funny Milo O'Shea and Frances Sternhagen
canseldom have been better than they are

jouciiyhfaieeeis IF THIS ISWHAT YOU THINK ABOUT VOLVOS,
freien YOU'VE GOT ANOTHER THINK COMING.

Tue Roavs to Home—In three short acts that
are more triptych thanplay, Horton Foote THE NEW VOLVO850G!
depicts three gentlewomen of Houston, all of
them thwarted or otherwise wounded, and one - :
of them mad. The third and best act is set in Coming October 24
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BABY ON
BOARD

IF THIS IS WHAT YOU THINK ABOUT VOLVOS,
YOU'VE GOT ANOTHER THINK COMING.
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INTERNATIONAL
FINE ART AND

UE DEALERSANTI

EVERY DAY THROUGH

OCTOBER29, 1992
SUrrmymutctSee Ereee

‘VINTAGE HOURS’

12 vignettesfeaturing art and antiquesfromwell-knowncollectors.

THE SEVENTH REGIMENT
ARMORY

PARK AVENUE AT 67TH STREET, NEW YORK CITY

Show information from: NewYork (212) 472-0590

RRSoeRs CCLOU CCUG a Cis ern bene Centeetstere eatertert  

THE THEATRE-Cont'd

the asylum to which the madwoman has
been committed. Jean Stapleton, Rochelle
Oliver, and Hallie Foote appear in the lead-
ing roles. All of them are good, and they
are well supported (theatrically speaking)
by Michael Hadge, William Alderson, and
Emmett O’Sullvan-Moore, among others
(Lamb's, 130 W. 44th St. 997-1780. Closes
Nov. 8.)

Rutnurss!—This camp musical about a mon-
ster ‘child star 1s harmless and amusing
enough—assumingyou can stomachthelittle
girl. (Players, 115 Macdougal St. 254-5076.)

York THeatre Company—Presenting six wives, 2
musical by Joe Masteroff and Edward Tho-
mas. (2 E. 90thSt. 534-5366, Closes Oct. 25.)

You Couto Be Home Now—A one-woman show
written by, and starring, Ann Magnuson.
@ubhe, 425 Lafayette St! 598-7150. Closes
Nov. 1.)

 

  

LONG RUNS
seau est: A comedy by James Sherman
(Lamb's, 130 W, 44th St. 997-1780)... cats:
Sometwenty poemsabout cats by T'S Eliot,
set to music by Andrew Lloyd Webber A
mighty spectacle about mighty hitle, owing
its effectiveness to Trevor Nunn’s direction
and to John Napier’s sets and costumes.
(Winter Garden, Broadway at 50th St 239-
6200.). .. CATSKILLS ON BROADWAY:Afestival of
ethmeity and all but unbroken laughter.
Freddie Roman and Mal Z. Lawrence are
the Jewish comedians, Dick Capri handles
the Italians; and Louise DuArt does impre:
sions, (Lunt-Fontanne, 205 W. 46th St. 307-
4100.)... DANCING AT LUGHNasA: How youre
spondto Brian Friel’s wistful autobiographical
play depends a gooddeal on your personal-
ity andpreoccupations. Either you will find
it lovely andlyrical or it will strike you as
the memory playfrom Hell (Plymouth, 236
W. 45th St. 239-6200 Closes Oct. 25.)... THE
Fantasticks: The longest-running long run
celebratedits thirty-secondbirthday last May
(SulhvanStreet Playhouse, 181 Sullivan St.,
at Bleecker St, 674-3838.)... FOREVER PLA\
Stuart Ross's loving tongue-in-cheek salute
to the “guy groups” of the fifties 1s a real
treat. Bring your mom. Hell, bring the whole
family (Steve McGraw’s, 158 W. 72ndSt
595-7400.)... Lost IN Yonkers: This family
melodrama by Neil Simon, set in Yonkers
during the Second World War,is about what
happens whena cowering, pathetic man has
tw leave his two adolescent sons with his
inumidating mother for the better part
of a year (Richard Rodgers, 226 W. 46th
St_ 221-1211.)... ves misérasies: The stars of
this musical adaptation of the Victor Hugo
novel are John Napier’s settings and David
Hersey’s lighung, (Imperial, 249 W 45th
St 239-6200.)... miss saiGon: Oh,the horror!
Thehorror! (Broadway Theatre, Broadwayat
53rd St. 239-6200)... NUNseNse: A musical
comedy by Dan Goggin. (Douglas Fair-
banks, 432 W. 42nd St. 239-4321,)... THE
PHANTOM OF THE OPERA: This much ballyhooed
Andrew Lloyd Webber musical 1s iun—if
you'renot bothered by theatre thatcares not
a whit for words and contains not one ghost
of an idea. Except for the sets, everything
aboutthe show 1s negligible. (Majestic, 245
W. 44th St, 239-6200 )... THE SECRET GARDEN:
This lovely musicaladaptationof the classic
children’s story by Frances Hodgson Burnett
isn't just a kiddie show, It’s subtle, charm-
ing, intelligent, and wholly literary in its,
approach to adaptation, (Si. James, 246 W.
44th St. 239-6200 ). ruses: A performance
work by Blue Man Group about art and
other matters, (Astor Place Theatre, 434
Lafayette St. 254-4370.) ..1HE WiLL ROGERS
Fouties: The sets by Tony Walton, thedirec-
tion and choreography by Tommy Tune, the
costumes by Willa Kim, andthe row upon
row of Ziegfeld girls make a feast for the
eyes, but the funny bone and heart are
neglected. (Palace, Broadway at 47th St
730-8200.)
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Changing Partners
‘T’s nevertoo late to learn something

I old. A couple of years back, the
Mexican filmmaker Maria Novaro,

now forty, began work on a movie, called
“Danzon,’”’ about women in middle age
Thetitle refers to a gracious and subtle
dance form based onthecotillon of pre-
Revolutionary France. Danzon came to
Mexico from Haiti, about a century ago;
it has since spawned several Mexican
styles or schools, and has inspired danc-
ers and orchestras to pursueincreasingly
refined levels of virtuosity.

Forher film (which is currently play-
ing at the Lincoln Plaza Cinema), Ms.
Novaro studied danzén with José Platas,
an octogenarian master whose style em-
phasizes nuance.‘‘He taught me to keep
the dance closed, to take very, very small “Speaking offamily values... how come
steps, and to permit oneself only a few we're notdollar cost averaging in the

moments of liberty,” Ms. Novaro said Berger 100 Fund and the Berger 10] Fund?”

recently. ‘The couple never talk while
dancing, and there is hardly any eye PERFORMANCE IS WHAT COUNTS! Overtheyears the no-load
contact between them, so when they do Berger Funds haveachieved an impressive record. We're proudofit,

look at each other the momentis excep- but moreimportantis the investment philosophy behind these out-

tionally powerful.”” standing numbers.Pleasecall for a prospectus and studyit carefully.

In onescene, the heroine teaches the The Berger Fundsare offered for a minimum investmentof $250.

dance to a friend—a drag queen. His
height and strength make him suitable BERGER ASSOCIATES, INC.

for the man’srole, but he begsto learn the (303) 329-0200 / (800) 333-1001

woman’s part. “I chose danzon as a
themeprecisely becauseit is a wonderful,
old-fashioned dance, in whichtheroles of
men and womenare veryparticular,”
said Ms, Novaro.‘I wanted to play with
them.”
Paut TavLor Dance Company—Opening perfor-
mances of a two-week engagementthat will
run through Nov 8 Oct 27 at 7: ‘Oz’
(New York premiére), “Musical Offering,”
and “CompanyB.” .'G Oct. 28 at &: “Junc-
ton,” “Epic,” “Lost, Found, and Lost,” and
“Syzygy.” (City Center, 131 W. 55th St
581-7907.)

Bit T. Jones/Arnie Zane Dance Company—New
works to be performed during the engage-
mentinclude “Havoc,” “Féte,” “Last Night
on Earth,” “Love Defined” (with the Lyon
Opera Ballet), and “‘Aria’? (with guest artist
Jennifer Gelfand, of the Boston Ballet). The
programsaredifferent each day. (Joyce The-
atre, 175 Eighth Ave., at 19th St. 242-0800
Oct’ 20 at 7:30, Oct. 21-24 at 8, and Oct. 25
at 2 and 7-30.)

Douctas Dunn & Dancers—'‘Landing’ (pre-
miére), “Skid,” and “Rubble Dance” (pre-
miére) (Dance Theatre Workshop, 219 W.
19th St_924-0077. Oct. 21-24 at 8 and Oct.
25 at 3.)

International Dance Festivat—The GuldenIrish
Step Dance Troupe, Kabuki dancer Kyoko
Ohnishi, the Glinka Russian Folk Dance
Group, the Cypreco Folk Dancers, Vajira~
dajmmapadip Thai Temple Group, and Bal-
let_Folklérico Mejicano de Nueva York.
(.W.C.A,, Third and Atlantic Aves., Brook-
lyn. 1-718 875-1190 Oct. 24 at 7.)

epencelorShe),Milionhlyers(iheNew IF THIS ISWHAT YOU THINK ABOUT VOLVOS,
MounGhepremiseof “Checkans'),and YOU'VE GOT ANOTHER THINK COMING.
WithBeesgrust CarriesdeTavalindefo
theHolder piece, Quyce Theatre, 175 Bighth ataAUNetic
Ave., at 19th St. 242-0800. Oct. 27-28 at 8
‘Through Nov 1.) Coming October 24
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Kirsty MacColl

NIGHT LIFE

Sing ItAgain

VER the past couple of years, so
O many pop stars have dipped

into the standards that nobody
would be surprised if Axl Rose made a
recordcalled‘‘All of Me.”’ The majority of
these newborn crooners have watched
their torch songs goup in smoke,of course,
butthere are a few pop singers who can
take on a standard without beating it
senseless or respecting it to death.

Kirsty MacColl, for instance, squeezed
some sparksoutof ‘‘Miss Otis Regrets’
on the 1990 Cole Porter tribute ‘Red,
Hot, and Blue.” Then,last spring, the
Irish-born singer released a record that
proved she could squeeze sparks outof
almost anything. That record was ‘‘Elec-
tric Landlady’’—a goof on Jimi Hendrix’
album ‘Electric Ladyland’’—andit found
MacColl sounding positively invincible,
turning her chilly voice and her sly,
wayward melodies to pop, salsa, ‘‘lite”
jazz, and roguish hinterlandfolk. MacColl
has released only two records in this
country, but she’s been one of pop’s
great collaborators, joining forces with
the Pogues,the Smiths, Happy Mondays,
and Billy Bragg, amongothers.

‘Thesingeris currently between record
labels—whichis a crime against nature,
really—but she'll be performing at the
Bottom Line October 19-20. MacColl’s
shows will be a welcome antidoteto all
those popstars who made “‘dilettante”’ a
dirty word. ED
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(A highly arbitrary listing, in which boldface
typets used to pick out some of the more notable
performers in town... © Mustctans and
night-club proprietors live complicatedlives
thatare subject to last-minute change;tt is
therefore always advsableto call ahead.)

Atconguin Horet, 59 W 44thSt. (840-6800)
“If people really need a fix of torch singing,
they'll know where to find me,” ANDREA
marcovicer said recently. The singer’s past
five seasons here have beensuch a success
that this year the managementhas crowned
her unofficial Oak Roomqueen, Her sixteen-
weekrun willfeature six separate shows, the
first of which, ‘Just Kern,” 1s currently
under way. Ms. Marcovicci 1s a skilled vo-
calist who pays particular care to lyrical
content And she’s a lively raconteur her
patter is sprinkled withallusions to every-
onefrom Dorothy Parker to Nietzsche Shows
at nine-thirly Tuesdays through Thursdays,
andat nine-thirty and eleven-thirty on Fri-
days andSaturdays Dining.

A-Train, 318 W. 45th St. (974-0500)—A flashy
but comfortable new jazz club that features
African/Carbbeanfood, a Bessie Smith mu~
ral, and waitresses in ught black cocktail
dresses. During the early evening, small
combosplayin the bar area, the mainevents
take placeon astage with a bas-relief of the
Manhattan skyline. Musicstarts upa little
after nine

Battroom, 253 W. 28th St. (244-3005)—A cool
green music hall that features a steady stream
of international pop andcabaret stars, Actor
RANDYatten will be here Oct. 20-25 (at nini
with secondshows at eleven-fifteen on Fri~
day and Saturday) with his one-man show,
“P'S, Bette Davis.” Allen spends two and a
half hours on makeup before the show, and
hecan talk the talk and walk the walk! The
“P.S.”inhis ttle stands for “post-stroke,””
but Allen’s show is more soul-searching and
moreunsettling than the arch, campy revue
one might expect The actor will return for a
week-long run in December. stossom Dearie
occupies the piano bench Fridays and Sat-
urdays at six-thirty and Sundaysat three
Closed Mondays

Bigotann, 2745 Broadway, at 105th St.
(749-2228)—Thisnorthern restaurant-bar, an
airy, two-tiered space with pastel walls and
potted greenery, 1s a shade too slick for
Columbia students but just right for post-
collegiatejazz fans. The nameis takenfrom
the long-gone midtown pleasure dome that
featured Burd himself. pakoTA staton leads a
trio Oct. 23-24 Music from nine. Dining

Buve Nore, 131 W 3rd St., near Sixth Ave
(475-8592)—Jazz, mirrors, a gift shop, and,
Of course, those incredible shrinking ‘arsles
that turn a mid-set dash to the rest room
into somethingof a steeplechase. Oct. 20-25
belongs to recina sete; on Oct 27, DIANNE
reeves begins a week-long stay First set at
nine. Dining

Biue Wutow, 644 Broadway, at Bleecker St
(673-6480)—This room is oddly Victorian
for lower Broadway, a region almost exclu-
sively devoted to youth culture. You won't
find any funky murals or drinks with funny
nameshere, just marble walls, antique fur-
mishings, and a ceiling that would be hard to
hit with'a baseball. It’s an agreeable place
for conversation, which is probably whythe
small jazz combos that set up here nightly
often get relegated to being background mu-
sic. Music from seven-thirty Wednesdays,
Thursdays, and Saturdays. Dining.

Bottom Line, 15 W. 4th St. at Mercer St
(228-6300)—Agreat, black loft that’s jammed
with row after row oftables—it looks a little
hike the site of a standardized test. xiesty
mac colt will be here Oct. 19-20. On Oct.
21, Vin Scelsa hosts anotherof his songwriter
kaliceklatsches, this one including Nanci
GRIFFITH, ZACHARY RICHARD, and KATE and ANNA
me careicis. Zachary Richard is a Lousi-
ana-based singer-accordionist_ whose best
music 1s as whimsical as Lyle Lovett's and
as wistful as Daniel Lanois’s. Richard’s hive
performancesare as good an opportunity as
Manhattanites are likely to get to do the
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NIGHTLIFE-Cont’d

Cajun two-step, although the singer’s softer,
more thoughtful side tends to get lost in all
the shuffling. Nanei Griffith 1s an extraordi-
nary songwriter, but she’s not nearly as
famousas she should be, and that seems to
irritate her Over the pasthalf-dozen years,
the folk-and-countrysinger has movedcloset
andcloser toward pop, giving her keyboard
player more than enough rope with which to
hang himself. iis be went, who'll share bill
with Guy ctark on Oct. 28, sounds a litle
like Griffith used to, Her first album, “Infa~
mous Angel,” 1s a keeper a spare, wide-
eyed sort of ‘country albumfull of pen-and.
ink drawings of childhood and young lov
In concert, DeMentis utterly charming—
sweet and’ honest and just the tiniest bit
govly, Also this week. soe ety (Oct 22) and
Tuck & Patri (Oct. 26-27). Shows are usually
ateightand eleven. Burgers, fries, and other
things to make your heart beatfaster.

Braotev's, 70 University Pl., at 11th St
(228-6440)—A neighborhood bar in the heart
of NY.U. country It’s advisable to get all
your talking done between sets, because,
once thefirst chord 1s struck, the audience
here—with a little help from the manage-
ment—becomes as quiet as a church con-
Rregation. CYRUS CHESTNUT and KENNY DAVIS are
on the premises Oct 19-24, guitarist xevin
EUBANKS Joins them Oct. 22-24. Music from
ten. Dining.

Caré Sin-é, 122 St Marks Pl, (982-0370)—
Don’t be misled by the sleepy, hole-in-the-
wall atmosphereof this bohemian hittle Trish
caie, or by the fact that the place has no
stage and no music schedule. While patrons
have been writing in journals, rolling cga-
rettes, or lingeringover their Rolling Rocks,
someprettyfine musicians have been known
t turn up andtune up: Sinéad O'Connor,
Marianne Faithfull, and Luka Bloom, to
name a heady few.’ Music generally begins
at about eight-thirty

Caruyte Horet, Madison Ave. at 76th St (744-
1600)—Barsara coox concludes her run at
the pastel uptown spa known as the Cafe
Carlyle on Oct. 24 sossy shor returns on
Oct. 27. Shows are Tuesdays through Satur-
days at eight-forty-five and ten-forty-
five. . @ Across the hall, in BemelmansBar,
Singer-piamist BARBARA CarRoLt holds forth
Carroll's sets, which are usually equal parts
jazz andcabaret, include songs by Gershwin,
Cole Porter, Harold Arlen, Dizzy Gillespie,
andBilly Strayhorn, along’ with some of her
own. Sets from nine“thirty Tuesdaysthrough
Saturdays.

CBGB & OMFUG, 315 Bowery,at Bleecker St.
(982-4052)—Rock and roll’ always sounds
best in a dump, which may be why this
legendary club is still thriving: the manage-
ment has hadthe good sense not to reno-
vate In recentyears, CB's has become some-
thingof an empire; the club is now flanked
bya’ pizzeria/boutique on one side and a
bar/performancespaceon the other—all your
needs taken care of in one convenientloca-
ton. Music from eighton Sundays and Mon-
days, from eight-thirty Tuesdays through
Thursdays, and from nine-thirty on Fridays
and Saturdays

Cuus 53, Sixth Ave at S3rd St, (261-5853)—A
new cabaret in the New York Hilton, It’s a
pleasantly lulling spot, where you can smk
into deep sofas and eat off of big plates
Singer-comedian sim saney is here for a few
more weeks,doing evening-length portrayals
of Judy Garland andBarbra Streisand Shows
Tuesdays through Thursdays at eight-forty-
five, Fridays and Saturdays at eight-forty.
five’ and ten-forty-five

Continentat Cius, 17 Irving Pl, at 15th St—
The Swing Dance Society holds Sunday-
night meetings at this Polish meeting hall,
which, as 1 happens, probably hasn’t had a
facelifl since the swing era. (Until recently,
1 was known as Irving Plaza.) The dancers
span all ages and shoe sizes, but all share a
passion for the Lindy Hop, a dance that

 

 

 

     

involves a lot of whirling and the occasional
display of underwear. GEORGE KELLY's Jazz sUL-
TANS are in motion on Oct. 25. Sets from
eight till midnight. For information on the
Society, call 696-9737.

Juoys', 49 W. 44th St. (764-8930)—An inti-
mate, burgundy-walled boiteattached to the
Iroquois Hotel. In the front room, which is
decorated with photos of famous Judys—and
of the famous daughter of a famous Judy—a
pianist keeps the happy-hour barbirds oc-
cupied In the dining room, vocalists work
out at nine Mondays through Thursdays,
and at nine and eleven on Fridays and
Saturdays. Closed Sundays.

Kwicxersocxer, 33 University Pl, at 9th St.
(228-8490)——Brass rails, vintage posters,
Hirschfeld drawings, a menu full of items
like bangers and ‘mash, and a piano,
Knickerbocker1s anairy, good-spirited place
and, while music often takes a back seat to
conversation, someable piano-and-bass teams
turn up regularly Music from nine-forty
five Bar-and-gnil dining.

Kuirtine Factory, 47 E. Houston St., near Mul-
berry St_(219-3055)—Along, narrowspace
devoted to all manner of weirdness. ‘The
Knitting Factory tends to get hot and close,
and one can spend a lot of ime on one’s
lippy-toes trying to see the stage, but at
least there's always something worth seeing
Musicafter nine.

Lone Star RoapHouse, 240 W. S2nd Si. (245-
2950)—It's named for its Texas decor, but
perhaps a more apt name would be the
Second Chance, since so manylost, forgot-
ten, or faded rockers turn uphere. But the
club's busy schedule includes a vanietyof
newer acts, loo, stich as JAMES MC MURTRY,
who'll be here ‘on Oct 22, McMurtry, a
singer-songwriter-guitarist, recently put out
his second record,“Candyland,” and by now
he probably doesn’t need to be ID'd as “son
of novelist Larry McMurtry.” His home-
grown blendof pop,folk, country, and other
is bolstered by accomplished guitar playing
and sharp-eyed lyrics. Music usually after
nine. Dining

Luotow Street Caré, 165 Ludlow St (353-
0536)—Upuntil a few years ago,this stretch
of the Lower East Side was only for the bold
But now that the artists have moved in,if
you wantto get any more bohemian, you'll
have to go to Williamsburg. The Ludlow
Street Café, which was one ofthefirst places
to stake a claim in the newfrontier, 1s an
unassuming basementrestaurant-bar, where
you can eat cheap, drink cheap, and catch
live music nightly.’ Mondays belong to seat
roveo,a straight-shooting bar band that plays
a mix of country, blues, Dylan, Byrds, the
Velvets, andvarious pop curiosities,

Manny's Car Wash, 1558 Third Ave., at 87th
St. (369-2583)—Thisblues bar stands apart
from the Upper East Side’s usual arrayof
singles bars, and has becomea big draw for
the neighborhood’s army of post-collegiates
The neon beer signs, Manny's caps, and
funky drink concoctions lend the place a
frat-house aura, but don’t let that put you
off this long, dark, brick-walled room is a
good spot to catch ‘blues artists both major
and minor. The veteran guitarist and singer
HuseRT SUMLIN 1s here on Oct 22, guitarist
Bossy rapcuiFre claims Oct, 28 Seis from
nine-fifteen, except Sundays, whenthey be-
ginat eight-forty-five

Marguee, S47 W. 21st St. (929-3257)—An al-
ternative-rock club out on theedge of town
‘The BRAND New Heavies, who'll be here on Oct.
20, are a British trio that brokethroughlast
year with a self-titled début album. that
traded in seventies-style soul and R. & B
The big news was that a bandthat actually
played instruments couldinfiltrate the dance
charts On their recently released second
effort, “Heavy Rhyme Experience, Vol I,”
the trio has teamed up with a group of
prominent rappers who each get a chance to
set their rhymesto the band’s pulsing grooves.
KITCHENS OF DISTINCTION and BLEACH appear on
Oct 23. The mexons, who come in on Oct. 28,
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are longtimecritical and cult favorites who
have never managed to reach a mass audi-
ence. This Leeds band presents itself as a
cross betweena revolutionary commune and
a seminar onitself, all of which would be
pretty awful if these survivors from the days
of punkdidn’t play such marvellous, haunt-
ing music. Appearing with the Mekonswill
be AMERICAN Music clus, a San Francisco-
based group that plays ‘an unapologetically
bleak vanetyof rock The band’s last album,
“Everclear,” boasted some remarkable
songwriting and a ragged, atmospheric
beauty. As for the band’s live shows, singer-
songwriter Mark Eitzel said not long ago,
“Pm not going to drink a six-pack onstage
anymore; I'm not going to smash glasses
against my head anymore. ... Why not just
play the damn song?” Showsbegin at nine

Maxwett's, 1039 Washington St., Hoboken.
(1-201 798-4064)—A plain blue back room
whose far wall is decorated with roundthings:
a Frisbee, some singles, a drum head, and
the woofer from a speaker cabinet, to name
a few. The beer of choice here is Rolling
Rock—by a landslide—and the crowd may
make you feel as if you have a midterm to
study for, but many of the bands that play
here todaywill be playing somewhere more
expensive tomorrow Yo ta TeNGo performs on
Oct 23; sames we wurtry(also appearing at
the Lone Star Roadhouse this week) head-
lines on Oct. 25. Showsare usually at ten on
Fridays and Saturdays, and at nine other
nights,

Michaet's Pus, 211 E. $Sth St. (758-2272)—A
midtown restaurant and jazz lair for the
tasselled-loafers set, The dark, sombre bar
(carved-wood lions, iron grillwork) looks like
a place you'd find in London's financial 

district; the dining room—putting-green
greencarpet, lime-green leather banquettes—
has more of a country-club feel vERNEL
saeneris, the creator of the musicals “One
Mo’ Time” and “Staggerlee,” 1s_ currently
offering a one-man tribute’ to Jelly Roil
Morton Shows Tuesdays through Saturdays
at nine-fifteen and eleven-fifteen. Closed Sun-
days

Rainsow & Stars, 30 Rockefeller Plaza (632-
5000)—Not to be confused with its richer
cousin, the Rainbow Room, which is just
down the hall There, you'll’ find expansive
Art Deco ghiter; here, inmate nineties ght-
ter. The performers, with their backs to the
window, have to compete with a view of the
Hudson, the George Washington Bridge, and
beyond MAUREEN Mc GoveRN, a singer with a
powerful, versatile set of pipes and a four-
octave range, 1s here through Oct. 24 ANN
atyrHe and ait Haves begin a run on Oct. 27.
Shows from nine Dining. Closed Mondays.

Rev Brazer Too, 349 W 46th St (262-3112)—A
place where a fella and a gal can put on the
feedbag, get a little tight, and cut a rug
Mondays belong to the Smith Street Jazz
Society, Tuesdays and Fridays to vince
GIORDANO AND THE NIGHTHAWKS, Thursdays to
Stan Rubin's big band, and Saturdays to
Bob Cantwell and His Stompers. Show times
vary.

Sounos oF Brazit, 204 Varick St, at W Hous-
ton St. (243-4940)—A great grass hut deco-
rated with a fruit-and-bamboo motif and
dedicated to such things as calypso, regga
and bossa nova. S.0 B.'s dance flooris al
ways jumping with Rastas and N.Y.U,stu-
dents, and_there’s always someone onstage
shouting “Put your hands in the air!” sun Ra
1s here on Oct 21, with his aptly named

   
  

LOST:
1,000 BOTTLES

A DAY.

HIS, OR THE EQUIVALENT
is the evaporative loss

through the sherry casks in

which The Macallanlies, in

aureate slumbers, maturing.

SUCH A FINANCIAL LEECHING

WOULD BE DAUNTING BY ANY

STANDARDS.

But the Macallan Directors,

in their wisdom, have

appointed a minimum timeof

10 years before allowing

their prodigy to enter public

life - while their fiscal

masochism extends to 12,18,

even 25 years.

It would not be difficult to
compute the staggering

figure that this extra time in

casks meansin termsof lost
revenue.

But your first sip will

convince you that their loss

is yourgain.

THE MACALLAN.
THE SINGLE MALT SCOTCH.

Sole U.S.A. Distributor, Remy Amerique, Inc., NY, NY
Scotch Whisky86 Proof, 43% Ale/Vol© 1991    
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Saddle Bag TravelKit’
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at fine Departmentand Leather

Specialty Stores throughoutthe U.S.
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NIGHTLIFE. Cont'd

Intergalactic Arkestra; suear wiNort performs
on Oct. 22. Closed Sundays. Dining

Space at Cuase, 98 Third Ave, at 12th St.
(475-1407)—Oneof those EastVillagejoints
where, for a few bucks, you can hear a
handful of local rock bands. As 1s usually
the case at these establishments, some of
the bands will make you want’ to cower
underthe pinball machine while others wall
make you wantto dance andshout and start
your own independent label. As for décor,
there's a bar, some chairs, some tables,
some walls, a ‘ceiling, and two dart boards’
Music from nine-thirty, except on Tues-
days, when it starts at Seven.

Sweet Basit, 88 Seventh Ave S., at Bleecker St
(242-1785)—One seldom sees jazz_musi-
ciansleaning back to back as they kick out
the jams,or craning their necks to harmo-
nize into’a mike. That’s notto say that they
don’t interact onstage, but they're usually
more subtle about it than rockers are The
nod, the glance, the faint smile are more
commongestures, and this brown-toned ski
chaletof a jazz club is a fine place to study
such group dynamics The Nat apoertey quin-
tet is here Oct. 20-25, and the art FARMER
quintet starts up on Oct 27. An electrified
big band belonging to trumpeter mites EVANS
1s in action on Mondays, Tec-off time is
nine Dining,

Tue Caré, 380 Lafayette St., at Great Jones St.
(533-7000)—In the basementofthis sleek
andtrendy restaurant 1s an unadorned, win-
dowless midsize room where the MINUS 816
sano packs them in every Thursday. The
fourteen-piece ensemble, directed by trum-
peter Jack WatratH and trombonist. aM BURTIS,
concentrates exclusively on the tricky, ca~
cophonous work of its namesake, Charles
Mingus Showsat nmeand eleven’ Dining.

Trames, 45 W 21st St. (727-7788)—A broad,
spacious, and agreeable club, located near
what wasoncecalled the Ladies’ Mile but
might now be termed the pool-hall district,
Thepullared,lofthike room is decorated in a
hodgepodge, vaguely Bourbon Street man-
ner, and sight lines are above average TRISHA
yearwooo performs on Oct. 28 In the past
year, Ms. Yearwood has gone from being a
Virtual unknown to being one of country’s
most visible performers, thanks to a hit
single, a début album that sold over a mil-
lion copies, and an opening berth on Garth
Brooks’ national tour, The  twenty-seven-
year-old Georgian’s second release, “Heart
in Armor,” should solidify her gains, Ms,
Yearwoodis no purist: she takes her country
with a few lumps of rock and pop As
for her singing, she has a rafter-shaking
voice, but she also has great control, and
she never runs roughshod over a song’s
more delicate sentiments, Music usually af-
ter eight-thirty

Vitace Vancuar, 178 Seventh Ave. S, at 11th
St. (255-4037)—Theholiest of jazz’ shrines,
Pianist Gert auen—a young, Monk-influ-
enced talent, who plays a driving, rhythmic
jazz—leads hertrio here Oct. 20-25; the ro
HaYNes quartet starts up on Oct 27. The
VANGUARDJAZZ ORCHESTRA holds sway on Mon-
days Music at nine-thirty.

Wertanos, 161 Hudson St, (966-4225)—Usu-
ally thought of as a Deadhead hangout,
Wetlands hasalso been the launching pad
for a generation of young New York bands
hike Blues Traveler and the Spin. Doctors
This week's contenders include Bloodline
(Oct_ 21), the Authority (Oct. 23), Savoy
Truffle (ct. 24), Insane Jane (Oct. 25),
Speir Mor(Oct. 26), and the Zen Tricksters
(Oct 27). Shows from ten.

Zinwo, 126 W_ 13th St, (924-5182)—The food
1s Italian, the atmosphere 1s pastels andsoft
hghts, and the musicians, who set up im a
room betweenthe bar and the dining room,
are first-rate. Ceci Me BEE and JAMES WILLIAMS
are here through Oct, 24; Jane sarvis and
Jack Lessers begin work on Oct. 26 Muste
from eight every might but Sundays, when
sets begin at seven-thirty.

   

 

 

  

 

  

EDGE OF NIGHTLIFE
£x clubs and sex books abound,

but none so far has highlighted
theact closest to Vaginal Davis’s

heart: shrimping In fact, had Ms. Davis,
theself-proclaimedpoetlaureate of Santa
Monica Boulevard (she seemsto have shed
her middle name—Creme—sinceherstar
began rising in the East), not been so
distracted by a young man’sratherlarge
hightops during a recent poetry reading
at A Different Light Book Store (548
HudsonStreet), the audience might never
have beenintroducedto ‘‘toe sensuality,”
either. Her large brown eyesrivetted on
the Converses, her enormous handslocked
in a caress round a high arch, and her
beret completely askew, Ms. Davis was
miles away from the sentiment expressed
in oneof her verses: “‘You know I never
do anythingon first date, And each time
I see you it’s like for the first time.”

“This is better than caviar,” Ms.
Davis said to a roomful of transfixed
lovers of verse, many of them regulars at
the store’s frequent readings, (The next
one, on October 22,at8, will present ex-
Annapolis cadet Joseph Steffan.) After
regaining her composure, the writer an-
nounced that—to pay for her ticket back
to California, and for the publication of
epics like her closing opus, ‘Kisses for
MyPresident’*—everyone had to buy a
copyof her cult publication, a ’zine that
gets letters from all over the world. (She
read one that began, “‘Youarethe ugliest
woman I ever saw.”) The magazine's
name? Shrimp.

IN ANOTHER CATEGORY—
PERFORMANCEART, ETC.

Next WaveFesrivat—Oct. 20-23 at 8, Oct. 24 at
2 and 8, and Oct. 25 at 3: “Frida,”a perfor-
mance, with music and puppets, about the
life of Frida Kahlo,Starring Helen Schneider.
(Majestic Theatre, 651 Fulton St, Brooklyn,
1-718 636-4100) ..G Oct 21-24 at 8 and
Oct. 25 at 3: Spiderwoman Theatre, a Na-
tive American group, performs “Power
Pipes” (Brooklyn Academy of Music, 30
Lafayette Ave. 1-718 636-4100 Thefestival
continues through Dec. 27.)

“Hissin ano Kissino tHe Wino"—An exhibition
of videos andpropsfrom past performances
by the Residents (The Kitchen, 512 W
19th St, 255-5793. Open Mondays through
Fridays, noon to 6 Closes Nov. 6.)

"We Couto Be SHeroes"—A series that show-
cases works by female performance artists
Oct. 21: Ann Magnuson, Sally Greenhouse,
Jasmine, Kimberly Flynn, and others, |
@ Oct. 22 Helen Shumaker, Mary Ellen
Stromm, Pat Oleszko, and others. @ Oct,
23 Heather Woodbury, Jo Andres, Mimi
Goese, and others, @ Oct. 24: Alva Rogers,
Lisa Kron, Deb Margolin, and others. (The
Kitchen, $12 W. 19th St 255-5793. Eve-
ningsat 8.30.)

Laurie Cartos—Presenting “White Chocolate for
MyFather.” (PS, 122, 150 First Ave., at 9th
St. 477-5288 Oct 22-25 at 9. Through Nov. 1)

Dan Moses Scxreter—A composer, presenting @
performance piece called ‘No Music Com-
position Can Possibly Express MyTrueFeel-
ings #3" (Dance Theatre Workshop, 219
W.19th St. 924-0077, Oct. 26-27 at 8.)

Auies Comie—With Instant Girl, Joey Anas,
Matthew Courtney, and Stuart Sherman,
(La Mama, 74A E. 4th St 475-7710. Oct 26
ats)

   

  



 

ART

A Day in the Life
INCE the darkest ages, the cycle of

the seasons and the hours of the
day have attracted artists and

audiences alike, providing near-infinite
poetic license. You certainly don’t have to
be a farmer to see your own mortality in
each day’s waning sun,or in the yearly
petits morts of trees. Jennifer Bartlett,
who emerged in the early seventies as a
New Image painter with Conceptualist
underpinnings,likes nothing better than
to exploit a good serial theme. She takes
after David Hockneya bit in this respect,
and,like him, has cometo be considered
a “‘life-style artist’’ par excellence. A
regular in decorating magazines, she is
an acknowledged tastemonger of bour-
geois bohemia. She therefore elicits a
certain amount of attitude from col-
leagues and critics.

With “Air: 24 Hours” (Cooper, 155
Wooster Street; through October 31),
Bartlett picks up where the Duke de
Berry’s illuminatorsleft off. This gallery-
scaie album of hoursoffers viewers vivid
impressions of a day in thelife of a
femmeextraordinaire sensuelle, At 2 A.M.,
wefind herhavinga last cigarette beside
the pool in her lower-Manhattan land-
scaped atrium. At 9 A.M., she’s at a fish
pondfeeding the koi. By four in the after-
noon, it’s time for matters of the heart.
Andso on. Despiteits boiled-down David
Salle effects and daubsof Malcolm Morley,
the groupis impressive. Bartlett’s colors
are rich, and her imagistic prowess, if
unsubtle,is very gratifying to the senses.

MUSEUMS ANDLIBRARIES
Metropouitan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 82nd St.—
The Magritte retrospective includes more
than a hundred andfifty paintings, draw-
ings, bronzes, and other objects. Through
Nov 22....@ The third-century works in
“Loma Negra, A Peruvian Lord's Tomb”
range from small gilt nose and ear orna-
ments to large headdresses and masks
@ Portraits—andself-portraits—by Thomas
Eakins, Mary Cassatt, Winslow Homer, and
other ‘American artists. Through ‘Jan.
17 ...@A retrospective of painungs, draw-
ings, and prints by the Spanishrealist Jusepe
de Ribera (1591-1652). Through’ Nov.
29. 4 Color photographs by Leo Rubinfien,
taken in Japan, China, and Southeast Asia
Through Jan. 3 (Open Tuesdays through
Sundays, 9.30 to § 15, and Friday andSatur-
day eveningsuntil 8:45 )

Museum oF Movern Arr, 11 W 3rd St—‘‘Henri
Matisse.”” The long-awaited retrospective has
beeninstalledon the second andthird floors.
Through Jan. 12, (Plan wisely; call 708-9850
for ucket information. Tickets can be pur-
chased in advance, and a limited numberof
same-day tickets are available on a first-
come,first-served basis.) .. @ A hundred and
twenty-five books, by such artists as Giorgio
de Chirico, Lucio Fontana, Francesco Cle-
mente, and Giacomo Manzi, are on view in
“the Arust and the Book in Twentieth-Cen-
tury Italy.”... @ “The Photographs of Lucas
Samaras’ comprises thirty works from_his
manyseries of Polaroids. Through Dec.
1... @ Two series of color and black-and-
white photographs by Suzanne Lafont.
Through Nov. 15. (Museum hours through

    

Jan 12: open daily, except Wednesday:
10:30 to 6, Wednesdays, 12 to 6; Thursda
evenings until9)

Guccenneim Museum, Fifth Ave at 89th St.—
“The Great Utopia. The Russian and Soviet
Avant-Garde, 1915-32.” This large exhibi-
ton is an extraordinary—and extraordinar-
ily frustratung—effort “The term “radical,”
‘one of the most overused adjectives in mod-
ern-art criticism, has never been more aptly
used thanin describing this work. The show—
andits catalogue, which weighs almost seven
pounds—suggests artists’ endless aesthetic
disagreements, as well as the perpetual
struggle betweenthe élitism of the plastic
arts and the populism of the applied arts.
This legendaryperiod is evoked with experi-
mental paintings of every level of quality,
with a (antahzing variety of revolutionary
posters, textiles, and porcelains, and with
several superb ‘architectural drawings and
models. Other noteworthy—and less famil-
iar—works include the captivating
constructivo-figurative paintings of Anna
Leporskaia, I'ia Chashnik’s delicate Supre-
matist watercolors, a pair of severe Nikola
Suetns on plywood, and Georgn Zel’ma’s
photographs of ethnic revolutionaries. The
spirit of Tatlin is everywhere here, but his
work is almost nowhere to be seen. Zaha
Hadid'’sself-serving installation of the work,
though,is at times a distracting imposition.
Through Jan. 3. (Open daily, except Thurs-
days, 10 io 8.)

Guccennem Museum SoHo, 575 Broadway—
“Mare Chagall and the Jewish Theater.”
Chagall’s murals for the State Jewish Cham-
ber Theatre, in Moscow, are in many ways
ambitious, but they are not especiallysatis-
fying Nolable for their delicacy, for their
mixture of figurative and abstract forms,
andfor the essentially modest scale of their
elements, they have been hungside byside
on_a large wall, a layout that makes it
difficult to imagine their installation in the
theatre. The museum has supplementedthe
murals with several strong paintings from
its collection, most of which, however, have
little relation to the murals themselves; the
whole exhibition feels remarkably thin
‘ThroughJan. 17... @ Some hundred Rauschen-
berg paintings, collages, assemblages, and
conceptualpieces from theearly fifties. Starts,
Oct. 24 (Opendaily, except Tuesdays, 11 to
6, and Thursday, Friday, and Saturday eve-
nings unul 10.)

Watney Museum oF Aqerican Arr, Madison Ave
at 75th St.—Aretrospective of nearly a hun-
dred paintings by Jean-Michel Basquiat.
Starts Oct. 23. ..@ Drawings from the for-
tes by Alfonso Ossorio (1916-90). Through
Nov. 29. ..4 ‘Homecoming: William H.
Johnson and Afro-America, 1938-46.”
Through Oct. 25 ...4@ An auxiliary exhibi-
tion, “Parallel Visions,” draws on. the
museum’s permanentcollection to provide a
context for viewing Johnson's work. Among
the artists represented are Philip Evergood,
Edward Hopper,Jacob Lawrence, Ben Shahn’
and Alice Trumbull Mason, Through Oct
25... @ large exhibitionof twentieth-cen-
tury figurative paintings andsculptures from
the collection. Through Nov. 29. (Open
Wednesdays, and Fridays through Sundays,
11 to 6; Thursdays, 1 to 8.)

Brooxiyn Museum, Eastern Parkway—Meg Web-
ster’s installation, titled “Running,” con-
sists of a stream of water and an adjacent
resource room with a computer and books
on ecology. Through Jan 3....@‘Fan-
tasy Furniture” 1s ‘a collection of wacky
nineteenth-century pieces from around the
world. (Open Wednesdays through Sundays,
10 to 5)

Dia Center ror tHe Arts, 548 W. 22nd St—
Robert Gober’s new installation 1s a brightly
lit, two-thousand-square-foot Sheetrock en-
closure It’s a sort of pastoral prison cham-
ber, the fourwalls of which have been painted
to create theillusionof a forest full of paths.
Along the two long walls of this institutional
grotto, eight sinks with running taps pro-
duce @ waterfall sound. Below four of the
sinks lurk boxes labelled “Rat Bait.” Sub-
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ART-Cont’d

versive sight gags and sly patterns—like a
recurring image of the artist dressed as a
bride—emerge from piles of what appearto
be New York newspapers. Obituary pages,
full of notices of untimely deaths, figure
prominently, The piece, in fact, suggests
Sartre’s “No Exit”; this Strange penal para-
dise is made up of disparate, irreconcilable
woes. Gober’s sensibility is caustic and wry.
Hetiespolitical knots into theological tangles
and singesall theloose ends, leaving every-
thing as open to doubt—or is it faithp—as
the Immaculate Conception, (Open Thurs-
days through Sundays, noonto 6.)

Frick Coutection, 1 E. 70th St —A new perma-
nentinstallation of blue-and-white Chinese
porcelain from thefifteenth century to the
nineteenth 1s on view in the reception hall.
(Opendaily, except Mondays, 10 to 6; Sun=
days, 1 to 6.)

MorcanLisrarY, 29 E. 36th St.—A large show
of drawings by Fra Bartolommeo,including
studies for “Vision of St. Bernard”and ‘“Ma-
donna della Misericordia.” Through Nov.
29. .. @ “Renaissance Florence: Arts and
Letters,” drawn from the library’s collection,
features letters by Michelangelo and
Machiavelli, anearly edition of Dante’s “Di-
vine Comedy,”and inflammatory pamphlets
by Savonarola, Through Nov. 29... 4 All
sorts of material culled from past Presiden-
tial elections (George Washington to Teddy
Roosevelt) will be on view in ‘Seeking the
‘Splendid’ Misery.’ ” Through Nov. 22.... 4
““Treasures from the Permanent Collections.””
Through Nov. 29.... @ Columbus, sailing
back to Spain in 1493, wrote a letter to
Ferdinand and Isabella’ describing his en-
counter with the islands in the “western
sea.” Three of the earliest copies of the
letter, printedin Latin,are on view. Through
Nov.'1. (Open Tuesdaysthrough Saturdays,
10.30 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

New York Pusuic Liprary, Fifth Ave at 42nd
St.—In “New Worlds, ‘Ancient Texts,” more
than two hundred manuscripts, maps, at-
lases, globes, books, and prints tell the story
of the Old World and the New World—how
they came to meet, their courtship, their
quarrels, and their inevitable marriage
Through Jan. 9 (Gottesman Hall Open Tues-
days and Wednesdays, 11 to 6; Thursdays
through Saturdays, 10 to 6.)... @ Maps and
atlases of yesteryear, as “Mapping the New
World” demonstrates, were certainly more
fanciful than today’s A.A.A. road maps. The
showreveals thefertile imagination of Euro-
pean mapmakers, who incorporated palm
trees, double-spouted whales, cannibals, and
otherexotic things into their works. Through
Jan. 9. (Edna Barnes Salomon Room Open
Tuesdays and Wednesdays, 11 to 6; Thurs-
days through Saturdays, 10 to 6). .@ On
view in the Berg Collection are fifty manu-
scripts, including fragments from “Oliver
Twist,” “Tropic of Cancer,” “To the Light-
house,” and “Ada.” (Open Tuesdays and
Wednesdays, 11 to 6; Thursdays through
Saturdays, 10 to 6)

 

GALLERIES—UPTOWN

(Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
Tuesdays through Saturdaysfrom around 10 or
11 to between 5 and 6.)

Euisworrh Keuty—Kelly, a supreme abstrac-
tionist, is also one of the best things ever to
have happened to the plant kingdom: his
botanical sketches are truly exquisite—as
piercingly simple,crystalline, and tense as
his nonobjective paintings. Ruskin’s advice
to young Pre-Raphaelites—to look at the
world as if through lidless eyes—could plau-
sibly have beenthecredo of this sixty-nine-
year-old Yankee hteralist. The poet John
Ashbery, Kelly’s neighbor in the Hudson
River Valley, wrote the catalogue essay.
Through Nov. 28. (Marks, 1018 Madison
Ave., at 79th St.)

Snort List—rernanvo sorero, Weintraub, 988
Madison Ave., at 77th St. (through Nov. 28);

STEPHEN be staesLer, CDS Gallery, 76 E. 79th
St. (open Sundays, noon to 3, through Nov.
21), JOHN HovLaND, Graham, "1014 Madison
Ave., at 78th St. (through Nov. 8); wirredo
tam, Americas Society, 680 Park Ave., at
68th St. (opens daily, except Mondays, at
noon; through Dec. 20); HENRI marisse, La
Boetie, 9 E. 82nd St. (through Oct. 31); vary
POONS and MARSDEN HarTLeY, Salander-O’Reilly,
20 E 79th St. (open Mondays, through
Oct. 31); FatRFieto porter, Hirsch! & Adler, 21
E. 70th St. (through Oct, 31); KATHERINE PoR-
tex, Munroe, 9 E. 84th St, (opens at noon,
closed Tuesdays, through Nov. 14), rranx
stetta, Knoedler, 19 E. 70th St. (through
Nov.12).

GALLERIES—577H STREET AREA
Storr List—vanessa seit, Davis & Langdale,

231 E. 60th St. (through Nov. 7); 1saset
sisHop and Rosert KusHNer, Midtown Payson,
745 Fifth Ave., at 57th St. (through Nov.
14), KATHERINE sowuNG, Blum Helman, 20 W.
57th St. (through Nov. 7); JOAN Brown,
Frumkin-Adams, 50 W 57th St. (through
Nov. 14); morris Graves, Schmidt Bingham,

a

 

GALLERIES—SoHo:
Francesco Ciemenre—These spirited watercol-

ors, made in India and Jamaica, are darker,
sadder, and more detached than Clemente’s
work of the late seventies and early eighties,
but his phantasmagoric inventiveness has
not deserted him: there is no lack of leaping
dancers, contortionists, bestraddled phalluses,
and leafy landscapes, Through Oct 31.
(Gagosian, 136 Wooster St.)

Davio Duruis—An uneven show by a poten-
tially interesting young abstract artist. The
paintings—paper on canvas with acrylic—
are maniacal labyrinthsin shallow relief. The
successful ones are very likable,if also a little
pat. There are some strong’ drawings on
display that show doodles to be at theroot of
the paintings. Reassuringly, they make the
insanity of the process more apparent.
Through Oct. 31. (Rubenstein-Diacono, 130
Prince St.)

Canto Ferraris—Ferraris has worked hard to
makehusclever, deliberately childlike works
look simple. A ‘wood sculpture that should
give a sense of weight andstability instead
looks asif it were aboutto float away; it’s

Self-portrait by Francesco Clemente

41 W. 57th St. (opens Saturdays at noon,
through Oct. 24); soun Hutt, Borgenicht, 724
Fifth Ave. at 7th St. (through Nov. 7),
REUBEN KADISH, Borgenicht, 724 Fifth Ave,
at 57th St. (through Nov. 7), and Einstein,
591 Broadway (through Nov. 21); KATHE
kouwz, Galerie St. Etienne, 24 W. 57th
St. (through Nov. 7); sane taupi, Galerie
Lelong, 20 W. 57th St. (through ‘Nov. 7);
vames LecHaY, Kraushaar, 724 Filth Ave., at
57th St. (through Nov 7); HENRY Moore,
Heidenberg, 50 W. 57th St.’ (through Oct:
24); SYLVIA SLEIGH, Stiebel, 32 E 57th St
(through Nov. 14); Georce Tooxer, Marisa dei
Re, 41 E. 57th St. (through Dec. 5); sack
tworkoy and At HeLo, Emmerich, 41 E. 57th
St. (through Nov. 7).

tethered to the floor by a single piece of
string. Thereis also a fluffy bed of papers
seemingly balanced on top of a metal pot,
‘These are simple, joyful works, which sharply
contrast with the tension-ridden art in most
of the shows around town. Through Oct.31.
(Ala, 560 Broadway )

Atexis Rocxman—This artist is beginningto hit
his stride—his work has become so sumptu-
ous that it 1s almost overwhelming The
twenty-four-foot painting that 1s the center-
piece of this show is filled with hundredsof
hybrid animalspecies—fish, flesh, and fowl
crazily intermixed—posed, in a swamp,asif
for an informalclass portrait. In scale and
sheerprofusionof imagery, Rockman 1s reck-
oning with classic history painting and with



the universal tableaux of the grand moralist
Bosch, But he has yet to make any genuine
allegorical commitments. Now that he has
gathered all these inventive mutants into
one magnificent primordial landscape, he
needs to decide whatit is he wants them to
communicate. Through Nov. 28 (Sperone
Westwater, 121 GreeneSt.)

Peter SchurFr—Onceagain, Schuyff is showing
paintings that are good-natured, seductive,
and essentially vapid. Schuyff’s paintings
are best when he comesclose to failure yet
just manages to pull a rabbit out of his
floppy hat, as he has done with the two
smaller canvases on view. They're formulaic,
butat least they show some sense oflight
and color. The ten-panel work that is the
focal point of the show—an exercise in um-
formity and difference—is the embodiment
of boredom. Through Oct. 24. (Kasmin, 74
Grand St.)

Rosert Wittiams—This is the first SoHo solo
show of a prolific artist who was one of the
founders of Zap Comix. In these cartoon
paintings, he creates endlessly inventive,
jam-packed struggles of the freaky funky
kind. Strangely enough, though, his paint-
ings are technically dry, and they don’t hold
together very well when compared to the
antics of, say, Chicago's Hairy Who. At times,
the artist’s zippy signature and his franti-
cally clever titles and subtitles are the best
parts of his work. Through Nov. 21. (Cutler,
379 West Broadway.)

"Rewaros or Lapor—tHe W.P.A. Spirit"—And
spirited it 1s. The W.P.A. granted opportu-
nities to artists who didn’t have many, and
mostof the artists included here will still be
new to many viewers. The emphasis is on
diligent drawings and prints of an America
struggling out of the Great Depression—
workers, factories, and urban construction.
There are also some charming sculptures,
including gregarious, decorative figural groups
by Anita Weschler, as well as studies for
José Maria Sert’s heroic murals at Rockefeller
Center, But the spirit is perhaps best ex-
pressed in a mural by Abraham Joel Tobias,
which has recently been recovered from
Midwood High School in Brooklyn Titled
“The Triumph of Science Over Charlatan-
ism,”it attempts to combinethe figurative
WB.A. style with mystical modernist ab-
straction,in an allegory that is charming in
its confused hokiness. Through Oct 31. (Ber-
man-Daferner, 568 Broadway.)

Storr List—rony sertant, Louver, 130 Prince
St. (through Nov. 14), power sootHe, Morrison,
59 Thompson St. (through Nov. 21); rosert
noroo, Brooke Alexander, 59 Wooster St.
(through Nov. 14); chucx’connetty, Lennon,
Weinberg, 580 Broadway (through Nov. 14),
wim petyoye, Sonnabend, 420 West Broadway
(through Nov. 7); sessica piaMono, American
Fine Arts, 40 WoosterSt. (through Oct. 31);
nancy pwver, Baer, at 476 BroomeSt. (throug!
Nov.28); christian eckart, RubinSpangle, 395
West Broadway (through Nov. 18), steniew
cus, Koury, 89 Greene St. (through Nov. 14);
Apri GoRNiK, Thorp, 103 Prince St. (through
Nov. 14); DUANE HANSON, Helander, 415 West
Broadway (through Nov. 2); canoipa HOFER,
Klagsbrun, 51 Greene St. (opens at noon,
through Oct. 31); FeLix stePHan HusER, Good,
532 Broadway(through Nov 7); MARK INNERST,
Marcus, 578 Broadway (through Oct. 31);
LOREN MUNK, Zarre, 154 Wooster St. (through
Nov. 7); 4oeL orterson, Gorney, 100 Greene
St. (through Nov. 7); aorian pire, Cooper,
149 Wooster St. and Grey Art Gallery, New
York University, 33 Washington PI. (through
Oct, 31), Kenny scHarr, Shafrazi, 130 Prince
St, (through Oct. 24); rosaLinD scHNEIDER, SOHO
20, 469 Broome St. (through Oct. 24); sim
saw, Metro Pictures, 150 Greene St. (through
Nov. 7); JOAN sybeR, Hirsch! & Adler Mod-
ern, 420 West Broadway (through Oct 31);
buzz srector, Laurence Miller, 138 Spring St
(through Nov. 14); wichette stuart, Fawbush,
76 Grand St. (through Nov. 14); thomas
trosck, Ficuion-Nonfiction, 21 Mercer St.
(through Oct, 31); curisrorHer woot, Luhring
Augustine, 130 PrinceSt. (through Nov.14).

 

PHOTOGRAPHY

SecondNature

‘ATE Octoberis a time wheneven die-
l hard city-dwellers get their flash

of nature’s artistry, as the city’s
trees finally get cold enough to change
color. But even on a rainy day there are
breathtaking trees to be seen in town
right now—ina photograph by Alexander
Rodchenkothatis included in a compre-
hensive exhibition of Russian avant-
garde works at the Houk Friedmangal-
lery (1094 Madison Avenue,at 82ndStreet).
The show spills over into the Barry
Friedmangallery (1117 Madison,at 83rd
Street; both through November 7).

Rodchenko’s photograph,takenin 1927,
is a small black-and-white print, but
it’s as visually exciting as seeing an entire
landscape aflame in autumntones. The
image is of a few pines in Russia’s
PushkinForest, andit’s full of Rodchenko’s
famous dynamism:the trunksof the trees
seem to shoot up into the sky at such
dramatic angles that they appear to have
no roots in the earth. And the picture is
utterly devoid of the sentimentality that
often schmalzes up photographsoftrees.
‘Anne Hatt—Photographsof sixty-three artists
from The New Yorker, including Charles
‘Addams, Roz Chast, George Booth, Ed Koren,
and Gretchen Dow Simpson. Through Nov.
27. (Sea Cliff gallery, 310 Sea Chiff Ave., Sea
Chiff, New York. Open Sundays.)

Wiuiam Kiein—Photos from Klein's exciting
books from the late fifties and early sixties,
along with some on-target fashion photo-
graphs,eighties color pictures of people lazing
on European beaches, and large blowups of
contact sheets from the past few years, Through
Oct. 24. (Greenberg, 120 Wooster St.)

Sanoy Skociunp—The three pieces here are
typical Skoglund: photographs with comple-
mentary installations that involve an over-
the-top combinationof sculpture, mannequins,
and glued-on elements. The results are both
spooky and hilarious. The main ingredients
in the three works are smoked baconstrips,
Cheez Doodles, and raisins. In each work,
the interplay between the photos, which de~
pict real people, and the environments, which
employ mannequins,is what gives Skoglund’s
art its final decorator-gone-haywire touch
Through Oct. 31. (Borden, 560 Broadway.)

Sviorr List—ceorrreysipote, Perry, 472 Broome
St. (through Oct. 24), JOHN BLAKEMORE,
Laurence Miller, 138 Spring St. (through
Nov, 14); HARRY CALLAHAN, Pace-MacGill, 32
E. 57th St. (through Oct. 24); NANCY CRAMPTON,
La Maison Francaise, New York University,
16 Washington Mews(through Oct. 31); Lvnn
vavis, Hirschl & Adler Modern, 420 West
Broadway (through Oct. 31); RALPH EUGENE
MEATYARD, 292 Gallery, 120 Wooster St.
(through Oct. 24); DUANE MicHALs and Lois
GreenFieLo, International Center of Photogra-
phy, 1130 Fifth Ave., at 94th St. (opendaily,
except Mondays, 11 to 6, and Tuesday eve-
nings until 8; both shows through Nov. 8);
SARAH MOON, Staley-Wise, 560° Broadway
(through Oct. 24); mario cRavo Neto, Witkin,
415 West Broadway (through Oct. 24), izHar
paTKin and Nam JUNE PAIK, Holly Solomon, 724
Fifth Ave., at 57th St. (through Nov. 21),
CHARLES SCHENK, Danziger, 415 West Broad-
way (through Oct. 24); victor sKREBNESKI,
Cowles, 420° West Broadway (through Oct.
24); AARON SiskiND, Mann, 42 E. 76th St.
(through Nov. 21), and Pace-MacGill, 32 E.
57th St, (through Oct. 24); kartseuss, Drake,
50 W.57th St. (through Nov. 7); PHILIP TRAGER,
Saul, 155 Spring St. (through Nov 14).
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SAGAFJORD'S MEDITERRANEAN

 

RECALL THE HEAT

OF BATTLE WHILE

SIPPING CHILLED

CHAMPAGNE.

Explore

the Mediterranean this spring

aboard the Five Plus Star Sagafjord.

Enjoyclassic luxury andsingle seat-

ing dining as you savor ancient and

enduringports in Israel, Turkey,

Greece, Italy, Spain and more.

Sagafjord offers a choice of two luxu-

rious vacations: Sail on March 19th

from Haifa, Israel to Malaga, Spain

for 12 days, or continue to

Ft. Lauderdale for a total of 23 days.

Fares range from $5,000 to $17,560

per personincluding round-trip

economyair from 79 gatewaycities.

For more details, contact yourtravel

agent. For a free brochure or

our $8.95 Sagafjord video call

1-800-221-8200.

Rates are per person, double occupancy, subject to
sxvilabltyand dependent upon departure date. Port

and handlingcharges are $140 perpowon extra Sagajord
ssregistered in the Bahamas. ©1992 Cunard.

CUNARD
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A towering
New York
landmark
The newly renovated

Beekman TowerHoteloffers
you the distinction of a
landmarkbuilding

combined with a rare
degree of intimacy and
rsonalservice. From our
art deco lobby to our

spacioussuites, we offer
every convenience: a health
club, the spectacular Top of

the Towerlounge,
conference facilities and the
Zephyr Grill. Located one
block from the United

Nations. Forreservations,
call 1-800-ME-SUITE,

ext. 199,

  
BEEKMAN TOWER

SUITE HOTEL
A towering New York tradition.

Three Mitchell PI, (49th St. & Ist Ave.)
New York, NY 10017

212-355-7300 Fax: 212-753-9366
A Manhattan East Suite Hotel.
Get the better of New York

1982 Manhattan East Sulte Hotels ¢    

MUSIC

ComingofAge

NE reminderof how fast the years
O go by is the fact that Midori is

now a grownup.The youngvio-
linistis still billed by a single name,like
a pop phenomenon,butthatis the extent
of her exoticism these days. She makes
the circuit with all the other mainstream
star soloists; her repertoire is conserva-
tive, her performingstyle middle-of-the-
road. This strategy can be dangerous for
a prodigy, because as precocity and the
perception of unspoiled innocence yield
to time and exposure, point of view
becomes more and more important. Un-
like, say, Yevgeny Kissin (not to mention
the young Glenn Gould or Yehudi
Menuhin), Midori didn’t make her early
impressionon thebasis of any particular
personal expressiveness; she made it on
poise and technical acumen. These are
still formidablyin place, butrecently she
gave someperformances of Mendelssohn's
familiar Violin Concerto, with the New
York Philharmonic, that suggested that
something else is coming into her play-
ing. There was an active intent—a sense
of statement within her graceful phras-
ing—thatdidn’t use to be there.

It’s too early to say whether Midori
will become a significant artist (many
prodigies, perhaps most, continue for
years as more or less effective former
prodigies), but the recent Mendelssohn
has made her upcomingrecital at Avery
Fisher Hall (October 25, at 3) more
inviting. It's faintly disappointing that
hersonata partner is Robert McDonald—
not that he isn’t an excellent pianist
(heis), but he’s best and rightly known
as a mainstream, seal-of-approval
violinist’s pianist. He’ll know howto
support her consummately, though, and
that counts.

(Thebox-office numberfor the Metropolitan
Opera Houseis 362-6006;forAlice TullyHall,
875-5050;forAveryFisherHall, 875-5030;for
Carnegie Hall, 247-7800;for Merkan Concert
Hall, 129 W..67th St., 362-8719; for the Miller
Theatre, Columbia Unwersity, Broadwayat
16thSt., 854-7799; andfor the 92ndStreet Y,
LexingtonAve. at 92nd St., 415-5440.)

OPERA
Merrorouitan Overa—tosca, with Ghena Di-
mitrova, Luciano Pavarotti, and Alain
Fondary; conducted by Christian Badea. (Oct
19 and’ Oct, 27 at 8, and Oct 24 at
8:30.)... raustar, with Mirella Freni, Bar-
bara Bonney, Marilyn Horne, Paul Plishka,
Stanford Olsen, and Bruno Pola; James
Levine. (Oct. 20 at 8.)... With John’ Keenan
conducting (Oct, 23 at 8)... THE yorace, a
Columbus-inspired operatic epic by Philip
Glass, with a cast that includes Patricia
Schuman and Tatiana Troyanos, among many
others, Bruce Ferden. (Oct 21 and Oct, 28
at 8, and Oct. 24 at 1.)... MADAMA BUTTERFLY,
with Yoko Watanabe, Wendy White, Michael
Sylvester, and Juan Pons; Julius Rudel. (Oct
22 at 8)... sermramive, by Rossini, with Chris-
tine Weidinger, Gloria Scalchi, Frank
Lopardo, and Barseg Tumanyan; Ion Marin.
(Oct. 26 at 7.30.) (Metropolitan Opera House)

 

  

New York Cry Orera—recina, with Leigh
Munro,Sheryl Woods, LeRoy’ Lehr, Andrew
Wentzel, and Ron Baker; conducted by Laurie
Anne Hunter. (Oct. 20’ at 8 and Oct. 24 at
1:30 ). pie FLebeRWAuS, sung in English, with
Cynthia Lawrence, Cecelia Wasson, Robert
Brubaker, and Robert Orth; Mark’ Gibson.
(Oct. 21’and Oct 24 at 8). . THE macic
Ftute, sung in English, with Elizabeth Futral,
Linda Louise Kelley, Paul Austin Kelly,
Matthew Lau, and John Calvin West; Scott
Bergeson (Oct. 23 and Oct. 27 at
8)... CARMEN, with Robynne Redmon, Chris-
tiane Riel, Antonio Barasorda, and’ Harry
Dworchak; ‘Guido Aymone-Marsan. (Oct, 25 at
1:30.) (New York State Theatre 870-5570.)

 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES
New York PHILHARMoNic—At AveryFisher Hall.
Oct. 20 at 7:30: Michael Morgan conducts
the premiére of Daron Hagen’s “Philhar-
monia (A Fanfare), Brahms’ Serenade No.
2, Kodaly’s “Dances of Galanta," and Grieg’s
Piano Concerto (with Garrick’ Ohlsson). .. .
@ Oct. 22 and Oct. 24 at 8, Oct. 23 at 11
am. and Oct 27 at 7:30 Kurt Masur con-
ducts Beethoven's Symphony No. 7 and in-
cidental music to “Egmont” (with soprano
Sylvia McNair and narrator Nico Castel)

Cronus ano Orchestra OF THE TEATRO ALLA SCALA—
Riccardo Muti directs Verdi’s Requiem, with
soloists Maria Dragon (soprano), Lucia
D'Intino (mezzo-soprano), Richard Leech
(tenor), and Samuel Ramey(bass), (Carnegie
Hall. Oct. 21 and Oct. 23 at8.)

BRooxiyn Puitnarmonic—Lukas Foss conducts
his own“Baroque Variations” in addition to
Bernstein's “Three Meditations” (featuring
cellist Fred Sherry), Cage's “Atlas Echp-

” Copland’s “Bl Salén México,” Morton
Gould's “Festive Music” (featuring trum-
peter Sergei Nakarakov), and Stravinsky's
“Symphonies of Wind Instruments.” (Brook-
lyn Academy of Music, 30 Lafayette Ave.
1-718 636-4100 Oct. 23-24 at 8.)

New York Virtuoso Sincers—Harold Rosenbaum
directs Bach’s six motets, with the continuo
entrusted to baroque cellist Myron Lutzke
andorganist Walter Hulse. (Merkin Concert
Hall. Oct. 24 at 8)

New York Cuawaer SyapHony—Gerard Schwarz
conducts Honegger’s Symphony No. 4
(“Dehciae Basilienses”), Martint’s Double
Concerto for String Orchestra, and Arvo Part’s
“Cantus in Memory of Benjamin Britten”
(92nd Street Y, Lexington Ave. at 92nd St.
415-5440, Oct. '24 at 8 and Oct. 25 at 3.)

Mipote Havon—Alexander Schneider conducts
a chamberorchestra in symphonies from
Haydn's Sturm-und-Drang period: No. 31
(the “Horn Signal”), No. 46, No. 44 (the
“Trauersymphonie”), and No. 49 (“La
Passione”’). (New School Auditorium, 66 W
12th St 229-5689. Oct. 25 at 2)

New York Virruos: CHamaer SywpHony—Did
someone say Haydn’s “La Passione” Sym-
phony?It maynot turn upatall for the rest
of the season, yet while Alexander Schneider
is conducting « downtown, Kenneth Klein
will be overseeingit five miles to the north,
on a program that also includes Juan
Criséstomo Arniaga’s D-Minor Symphony,
Copland’s “Latin American Sketches,” and
the premiére of Robert Baksa’s Harpsichord
Concerto (with Elame Comparone). (Miller
Theatre Oct 25 at 3.)

Riversive SywpHony—George Rothman conducts
Sibelius’ Symphony No. 4, Stravinsky's “Jeu
de Cartes,” and Szymanowski’s ‘Symphonie
Concertante’’ (featuring pianist Gail Niwa).
(Alice Tully Hall. Oct 26 at 8)

Saint THomas CHoir—Gerre Hancock directs
an all-Britten concert that includes his ‘Saint
Nicolas” and ‘*Psalm 150”; with tenorJeffrey
Thomasandthe Orchestra ofSt, Luke's. (St
Thomas Church, Fifth Ave at $3rd St, 757-
7013, ext. 303. Oct 27 at 7.30.)

‘Orchestra oF Sr. Luxe's—Roger Norrington con-
ducts Beethoven's ““Leonore”” Overture No.
3, Symphony No. 5, and. Violin Concerto
(with Thomas Zehetmair). (Avery Fisher Hall.
Oct. 28 at 8.)

 

 

 

 

  



New York Bach ENsemate—KentTritle leads the
period-instrumentplayers in Bach’s Canta—
tas No. 56(the ‘‘Kreuzstab,” with bass Frank
Nemhauser and oboist Stephen Hammer)
and No. 210 (with soprano Maureen Haley,
Mr. Hammer,and flutist Sandra Miller) and
a Handel organ concerto (featuring Chnisto-
pher Creaghan) (Church of St. Ignatius
Loyola, Park Ave. at 84th St. 439-8044. Oct.
28 at 8.)

Clarion Concerts—Newell Jenkinsdirects mu-
sic by Monteverdi and his contemporaries,
with Soprano JulianneBaird andtenor Steven
‘Tharp among thesoloists (Merkin Concert
Hall. Oct. 28 at 8.)

RECITALS
Escareto St. Barr's—Oct 20 at 6 Flutist Bar-
bara Siesel and pianist David Buechner. .
@ Oct. 27 at 6: Pianist Elyane Laussade (St.
Bartholomew's Church, Park Ave. at 50th St
‘Admission by contribution.)

New Music Consort—Music by women: Sofia
Gubaidulina, Chen Vi, Ada Gentile, Lori
Dobbins, and Joan Tower (her “Platnum
Spirals,” for solo viohn). (Borden Audito-
rium, Manhattan School of Music, Broadway
at 122nd St. Oct 21at 8, Tickets at the door
on the night of the concert.)

Barcemusic—Tartini’s “Devil's Trill” Sonata
anda pair of piano quartets (by Mendelssohn
and Strauss), (Fulton Ferry Landing, Brook-
lyn. 1-718 624-4061. Oct. 22 at 6:30 and
Oct, 25 at 4, the Thursday concert being a
benefit, by candlelight.)

Davio THomas an Matcoum Bitson—The bari-
tone and thepianist perform Schubert's “Die
Winterreise,” in a program that will also
include several of the composer's solo-piano
works (all performed on a Graff instrument
builtin Germany, in 1824.) (Merkin Con-
cert Hall Oct. 22 at 8)

Trio Fonteway—Performing piano trios by
Haydn, Brahms(in A Major), and Schumann
(in F Major). (Miller Theatre. Oct. 22 at 8.)

Beaux Arts Trio—The group's new violinist,
Ida Kavafian, joins cellist Peter Wiley and
Menahem Pressler (the group's pianist since
its founding, in 1955) to play Brahms’ B-
Major Tn,the New York premiére of George
Rochberg’s “Summer, 1990,” and Faure’s
G-Minor Piano Quartet (in which violist
Lawrence Dutton will assist). (Metropolitan
Museum, Fifth Ave. at 83rd St. 570-3949.
Oct 23 at 8.)

Bensamin Luxon—The baritone performs songs
by Schubert, Loewe, and Wolf, with pianist
David Willison. (Weill Recital Hall, at
Carnegie Hall. Oct. 23 at 8.)

Muranrrumeer Concert—Ben Neill performs on
an instrument of his invention: it sports
three bells, two sets of valves, and a shde, a
set-up that enables him to’ produce (and
combine) a wider range of tumbres than does
your basic, garden-variety trumpet Fea-
tured on the program 1s his “Downwind,” a
narrative work that jointly memorializes
womensuffering from pollution in Ohio and
the eighteenth-century trumpetvirtuoso Gott-
fried Reiche, who died when he inhaled
deeply while standingtoo close to the light-
ing source at a torch-ht concert. (We're not
making this up, you know.) Several col-
leagues assist, including a second mutantrum-
peter, Jim Donato. (Thread Waxing Space,
476 Broadway,secondfloor. Oct. 23-24 at 8.
Forinformation about tickets, call 966-9520.)

Avant-Garoe Piano Festivat—The opening con-
certs of series that employs the piano in
non-traditional ways, Oct. 23 at 9: David
Lopato, performing on prepared and unpre-
pared planos....@ Oct, 24 at 9: Michael
Harrison plays a new work for a grand piano
tuned in just intonation, with twenty-four
notesperoctave. (Roulette, 228 West Broad-
way 219-8242. Through Nov.8.)

Guarneri Quarter—The foursome embarks on
a season-long survey of Beethoven's string-
quartet compositions. The first mstallment
compnisesearly, middle, and late quartets:
the G-Major Op. 18, No. 2), the C-Major
(Op.59, No. 3), and the E-Flat-Major (Op.

 

   

Can you have a
conservative approach
to investments and
still be creative?

Swiss Bank Corporation has built
a reputation on combining a conservative
investmentapproach with creative invest-
mentopportunities.

We workclosely with ourclients to
help them define their individual invest-
ment goals. And to managetheir assets in
an innovative and dynamic way—from
commoninvestmentsto creative hedging
strategies.

With our global resources—including
state-of-the-art technology and an interna-
tional network of analysts and economists
—ourclients have a world of investment
opportunities readily available to them.
Opportunities that can help them meet
their investment goals.

Tf you're an investor with substantial

assets and would like more information, in

New York City, call Jane N. Abitanta, (212)

574-3374. In San Francisco,call Diane A.
Spirandelli, (415) 774-3324. In Los Angeles,

call Raymond Simon,(213) 625-1926.
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The Original Canton

Delicate Ginger Liqueur

Atlonglastthis
delicate ginger

liqueuris available
in America. Created
centuries ago for the
rulers of old Canton
whotreasured the
value of ginger. It is

madefrom six varieties
of ginger harmonized
with a touch of gentle
herbs and ginseng.
Blended with the

finest spirits and rich
brandy. Rounded

with honey. A delicate
| liqueur capturingall the

goodnessof old China.
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127). (Metropolitan Museum, Fifth Ave. at
83rd St. 570-3949. Oct. 24 at 8.)

Mivori—Theviolinist performs sonatas by Mo-
zart, Beethoven, and Elgar, in addition to
short works by Debussy and Sarasate; with
pianist Robert McDonald, (Avery Fisher Hall.
Oct. 25 at 3.)

New York PHILHARMONIC Ensemates—Membersof
the orchestra play chamber music by
Beethoven, Fauré, Christian Sinding, and
Joelle Wallach (a ‘premiére). (Merkin’ Con-
cert Hall. Oct. 25 at 3.)

Yevoeny Mocitevsky—Thepianist performs his
New York début, which has been a long
tume coming. He first approachedthe brink
of international recognition in 1964, when,
at the age of eighteen, he wonfirst prize in
the Queen Elizabeth Competition, in Belgium;
andnine years later, his recording of Rach~
maninoff’s Third Piano Concerto filtered out
to the West, where it provokedcritical acco-
lades. But Soviet politics interfered inces-
santly, and a passport remainedoutof reach
until recently. His introductory program is
far from bashful’ Schumann’s ‘‘Arabeske”’
(Op. 18) and “Kreisleriana (Op.16), Ravel’s
“Gaspard de la Nuit,” and Prokofiev's So-
nata No. 8. (Carnegie Hall. Oct. 25 at 3.)

Pieter Wisre.wey—Cellist, in his New York
début, playing two of Bach’s unaccompa-
nied suites and (with pianist Lois Shapiro)
two sonatas by Brahms—his Cello Sonata
No. 2 (in F-Major, Op. 99) plus the com-
poser’s own transcription of his G-Major
Violin Sonata (Op. 78). (Frick Collection, 1
E. 70th St. 288-0700. Oct. 25 at 5)

Cramper Music Society of Lincoun Center—
Chamber works and small-scale concertos
by Bach, Mendelssohn, and Prokofiev.(Alice
Tully Hall. Oct, 25 at 5 and Oct. 27at 7:30)

Dawn Ursvaw ano Richard Goooe—Thesoprano
and the pianist perform songs by Haydn,
Schumann(his “Liederkreis,”” Op. 39), and
Mussorgsky. Mr. Goode will also perform a
Haydn sonata and Debussy’s ‘Children’s
Corner Suite.” (92nd Street Y, Lexington
Ave. at 92nd St. 415-5440 Oct. 25 at 8)

Canter Brey and Jerrrey Swann—Thecellist and
the pianist perform Beethoven and Grieg
sonatas, among other works A benefit con-
cert. (Christ and St. Stephen’s Church, 120
W 69th St Oct 25 at 8. Tickets at the door
on the night of the concert.)

Figueroa Trio—Three members of Puerto Rico’s
musical family—pianist Yvonne, violinist
Guillermo,andcellist Rafael—perform trios
by Beethoven, Mendelssohn, Shostakovich, and
German Caceres. Presented by Musica de
Camara. (Merkin Concert Hall. Oct 25 at,8.)

Kennet Gisert—The eminent Canadian harpsi-
chordist, long a resident of Paris, who (cur-
iously) has not previously performed in New
York, opens the International Harpsichord
Festival with a program thatincludes Bach’s
D-Major Partita, keyboard arrangementsof
movements from Rameau’s opera ““Pygma-
lion,” and the D-Major Suite from the 1689
“Piéces de Clavecin’” by Lous XIV’s cross-
eyed court harpsichordist Jean-Henri D’Angle-
bert (Merkin Concert Hall. Oct. 26 at 8)

Lark Strinc Quartetr—Playing quartets by Bee-
thoven, Shostakovich, and Borodin. A’ bene-
fit concert. (Christ and St Stephen’s Church,
120 W. 69th St. Oct 26 at 8, Tickets at the
door on the nightof the concert.)

Toxvo Strinc Quarter—Performing Haydn's
String Quartet in B-Flat (Op 76, No. 4, the
“Sunrise”’), Ezra Laderman’s ‘“‘Kreeger’’ Pi-
ano Quintet (with the help of Ilana Vered),
andSchubert's C-MajorString Quintet (with
cellist Sharon Robinson assisting). (92nd
Street Y. Oct. 27-28 at 8.)

Eucen INosic—Pianist, performing Schumann's
‘“Davidsbiindlertanze,” Prokofiev's Second
Sonata, and works by Chopin. (Carnegie
Hall. Get. 28 at 8.)

Da Caro CuameerPLavers—Performing Brahms’
A-Major Trio, Debussy’s Sonata for Flute,
Viola, and Harp; and works by Nicholas
Maw(includinghis “Ghost Dances”). (Miller
Theatre. Oct. 28 at 8.)

JAZZ/POP/ROCK
PERSONAL APPEARANCES

Der Lerearo—Compared with Van Halen, Bon
Jovi, or Warrant—oh, who cares? This En-
glish band purveys middleweight metal and
hook-festooned pop, andsells many millions
of units to a young male demographic. They're
serious businessmenandnice guys, and their
product15 precise. (Meadowlands Arena. 1-
201 935-3900. Oct 27 at8.)

Resa McEntize—The President likes her, old-
timers like her, young country Turks like
Travis Tnitt like her. Hell, even welike her.
After getting a divorce andlosingeight band
members and tour employeesin an airplane
crash, Reba recorded an album with ten
straight sad songs in a row. She’s plucky,
ambitious, and smart as a whip. All ofthese

 



country-music virtues pour out of her, and
she puts on a great show. (Radio City Music
Hall, Sixth Ave. at 50th St. 247-4777. Oct.
23-24 at 8.)

Sucar—After a prolific career with the Minne-
apohs band Husker Di,guitarist and singer
Bob Mould released two solo albums, and
then formedthis trio It’s a real band, Sugar’s
first album, “Copper Blue,” is a furious and
enthralling’ rock album, and a college-radio
hit. They’re even better live. (Academy The-
atre, 234 W 43rd St. 307-7171. Oct. 23 at 8.)

Erasure—Stratospheric, unearthly camp put
across in an already legendary production-
number extravaganza. According to singer
Andy Bell, who, together with synthesizer
god Vince Clark, performs in a swirl of
dancers and costume changes,“the idea was
to have somethingthat was both a bit tainted
andalso like a Victorianversion of what the
modern world wasgoing to be.”” Brace your-
self for a giant swan on wheels; dancers
dressed as cowboys, stars, and planets; and
Abba songs galore. (Beacon Theatre, Broad-
way at 74th St. 496-7070. Oct. 27-28 at 8.
Through Nov 7)

Mannarran ScHoot oF Music Jazz Orcuestaa—
Borden Auditonum, MSM,Broadway at 122nd
St. Oct. 20 at 8 Notickets necessary

Tey Might Be Giants—With the A-Bones (Oct.
20), Robin Holcomb (Oct, 21); and Drink Me
(Oct. 22). (Variety Arts Theatre, Third Ave
at 14th St_239-6200. Concerts at 7)

Krraro—Radio City Music Hall. Oct, 21-22 at 8.
Casarer Convention—Presented by the Mabel
Mercer Foundation. A number of top-notch
cabaret singers perform each night. (Town
Hall, 123 W 43rd St. 840-2824 Oct. 21-24
at 6 and Oct. 25 at 3.)

Tom Hamitron ano J.D. Parran—Alternative
Museum, $94 Broadway. Oct. 21 at 8. Tick-
ets‘at the dooronthe night ofthe concert.

"SaxorHone Summit"—Flip Phillips, Herb Har-
ris, Plas Johnson, Grover Washington, Jr.,
and the Carnegie ‘Hall Jazz. Band. (Carnegie
Hall, 247-7800. Oct. 22 at8.)

Buy Taytor Teo—With Gerry Mulligan, (Met-
ropolitan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 83rd St.
570-3949. Oct. 22 at 7.)

Yerevan Women's Corus oF Armenia—Symphony
Space, Broadway at 95th St. 864-5400. Oct.
23 at 8.

Tue Samees—Academy Theatre, Oct. 24 at 8
Sonic Yourh—With the Boredomsandthe John
Spencer Blues Explosion. (Roseland, 239 W.
52nd St, 307-7171. Oct. 24 at 8.)

Grover Wasnincton, Jr—With Angela Bofill.
(Beacon Theatre, Broadway at 74th St. 496-
7070. Oct. 24 at 8.)

Satsa Festivat—Celia Cruz, Tony Vega, Eddie
Palmieri, et al. (Madison Square Garden,
465-6000,Oct, 24 at 8.)

Jazz Conrest—The Thelonious Monk Interna-
tional Jazz Instrumental Competition, which
is devoted to drummers this year. Fifteen
young musicansfrom five countries will par-
ucipate. (Semi-finals at Alice Tully Hall,
875-5050, Oct. 24 at 2... @ Finals at Avery
Fisher Hall, 875-5030, Oct. 25 at 7.)

A.wawera—Medieval Judeo-Spanish folk mu-
sic, Jewish Museum, at the New-York His-
torical Society, 170 Central Park W., at 7th
St Oct, 25 at'2, For information abouttick-
ets, call 399-3357.)

Crer—Inconcerts rescheduledfrom last spring,
(Paramount, Madison Square Garden 465-
6000. Oct. 27-28 at 8. Through Nov. 1.)

"Cavarer Comes to Carnecie"—Oct 21: Marcia
Lewis. .. @ Oct. 28: KT Sullivan. (Weill Re-
cital Hall. 247-7800. Concerts at 8.)

 

SPORTS
HOME TEAMS

the Washington Capitals, Oct.
21... GVs. the Montreal Canadiens, Oct.
23....@Vs_ the Philadelphia Flyers, Oct.
26. (Gametime,7:30.)

Istanvers—Vs. the Hartford Whalers, Oct.
24....@Vs, the Los Angeles Kings, Oct. 27.
(Gametime,7:35.)

Rancers—Vs

Devus—Vs,the Hartford Whalers, Oct. 20....
Vs. the Pittsburgh Penguins, Oct. 24.
(Gametime, 7:35.)
(TheRangersplay at Madison Square Garden,
465-6000; the Islanders at the Nassau Col~
seum, 1-516 794-9300; and the Devils at the
MeadowlandsArena, 1-201 935-3900.)

RACING
Horses—At Aqueduct: Daily, except Tuesdays,

at 12:30. Starts Oct, 21." At the Meadow-
lands: Tuesdays through Saturdays at
0. strorriNG at Yonkers Raceway: Mon-

days through Saturdays at 8 and Tuesdays
at 1; Sundays at 6:45.

 

 

CHAMPIONSHIP—BASEBALL
WortSeries—The Toronto Blue Jays vs the
Atlanta Braves, in the annual affair. In At-
lanta, Oct. 18, and, if necessary, Oct. 24-25.
In Toronto, Oct. 20-21, and, if necessary,
Oct, 22. Gametime, 8:30. All games on CBS:

ABOVE AND BEYOND
Poers' Corner—OnOct. 25 at 7, Edith Wharton
and William Carlos Williams will be in-
ducted into the Poets’ Corner at the Cathe-
dral of St. John the Divine, Amsterdam Ave.
at 112th St. The Cathedral’s majestic
unstufliness is a perfect setting for both
writers’ piercing, lyrical observations, Dur-
ing the Vespers service, selections from
Wharton’s work will be read by Louis
Auchincloss and Mary Gordon, James
Laughlin and Charles Tomlinson wiil read
from Williams’ poems Notickets necessary,

‘Canipsean PoereyFestivai—Twelveorganizations
around New York, from the Poetry Society
of America to the Nuyorican Poets Café, are
sponsoring three days (Oct. 22-24) of read-
ings and paneldiscussions. Nine poets, in-
cluding Nobel Prize winner Derek Walcott,
will read at the National Arts Club, 15 Gra~
mercy Park S, on Oct 23, at 7. Call 254-
9628 for schedule and location information.

Woros—Oct. 21 at 7: Mona Simpson,Stanley
Crouch, Linda Gregg, and Amy Wilentz. will
read from their own work. (Brentano's, Fifth
Ave. at 48th St. No tickets necessaty,).
G Oct. 22 at 8: Gloria Naylorreads from her
new novel, ‘‘Bailey’s Cafe” (Three Lives &
Company,’ 154 W. 10th St Notickets neces-
sary.)... @Oct. 26: Gary Snyder will read
from his own poetry at 8.30; he will be
interviewed beforehand, by Eliot Weinberger,
at 6. (92nd Street Y, Lexington Ave. at 92nd
St. Tickets at the door on the nightof the
reading)... Oct. 26 at 8: Former Cars band
member Ric Ocasek and Cover magazine
publisher Jeff Wright read from their own
work. (St. Mark’s In-the-Bouwerie, Second
Ave. and 10th St. Tickets at the door on the
mightof the reading.). .. @ Oct. 27 at 7 Diane
Williams and A.M’ Homes read from their
own work. (Limbo, 47 Ave. A, at 4th St. No
tickets necessary.)

Tatxs—Oct. 23 at 8: Arthur Liebmanwill pre-
sent a slide-show-cum-lecture on Dracula,
from the fifteenth century to the present,
complete with creepy background music
(NewSchool, 66 W. 12th St. 229-5620.)

Wats & Tours—Oct. 25 at noon: Induige in
bialys, dim sum, and canoli on’ the “Multi-
Ethnic Eating Tour,” sponsored by Big On-
ion Walking Tours. For reservations, call
439-1090....@ Oct. 25 at 1; The Leon
Trotsky-Abbie Hoffman-Madonna Tour,
sponsored by Radical Walking ‘Tours. For
more information,call 1-718 492-0069.

Axrigues—Sanford Smith's Fall Antiques show,
(Pier 92, Twelfth Ave. at 52nd St. Oct. 22-
24, from 11 to 9, and Oct. 25, from 11 to 6
For more information,call 777-5218)...
‘TheInternational Fine Art & Antique Deal-
ers Show. (7th Regiment Armory, Park Av-
enue at 66th St. Oct. 24-28, from 11 to 8.
For moreinformation,call 382-0969).

Memorandum—Daylight-savings time ends on
Oct. 25 at 2 a.m, Turn the clocks back one
jour.
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“My wife and I chose Wintergreen as our
retirement hometwo years ago. We've
never regretted our decision”

Cletis and Virginia Pride
Wintergreen property owners

Wintergreenis a unique resort com-
munityjust 28 miles from Charlottesville,
Virginia, where beautifully understated
homes andfirst-class amenities combine
to offer vacationliving 365 days a year.

| It is a place where you can surround
yourself in the beautyof the Blue Ridge
Mountains and enjoygolf, tennis, snow
skiing, swimming,fishing, and horseback
riding, all in your own backyard.

Call or write for more information on
real estate. Ask for our

Free 28-page booklet.
1-800-325-2200
 Ee

WintergreenReal Estate, RO. Box 638,
Wintergreen,Virginia 22958 nypriozes2
Name. ctSai
Address.
City.
State
Phone()___(0}

Wint rgreen
Forvacations, for the family, for a home.
Obtainthe Property Report requiredbyfederal lawand read itbefore
signing arything No federal agency hasjudged the merits orale,
sfany of this property Void where prohibited by law. See offering
‘lanfrfll terms,New York H.0.8. registraton number HOOO(O4,
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EASTSIDE

Aneeuika Fum Center, 18 W. Houston St. (995-
2000)
Theatre 1: “Enchanted April” (#)
‘Theatre 2° “Light Sleeper” (directed by Paul

Schrader), with Willem Dafoe and Susan
Sarandon

Theatre 3, “Night on Earth” (Jim Jarmusch),
Theatre 4: (Separate admissions) ‘Alberto
Express” (Arthur Joffe), with Sergio
Castellitto; and “Mistress” (Barry Primus),
with Robert Wuhl.

Theatre5. ‘Simple Men” (Hal Hartley), with
Robert Burke and William Sage

Theatre 6: Through Oct. 22: ‘Delicatessen’
(Jean-Pierre Jeunet and Marc Caro, in
French) From Oct. 23: “In the Soup” (#).

Lime THearee, Public Theatre, 425 Lafayette
St. (598-7171)
Through Oct. 22:“American Fabulous” (Reno
Dakota), a documentary on Jeffrey Strouth

Oct. 23: (Separate admissions) “Trust” (1990,
Hal Hartley), with Adrienne Shelley and
Martin Donovan; and “American Fabulous.”

Oct. 24: (Separate admissions) “Trust”;
“Speaking Parts’ (1989, Atom Egoyan);
“Poison” (1991, Todd Haynes); and “Ameri-
can Fabulous

Oct. 25° Separate admissions) “The Unbe-
lievable Truth” (1989, Hal Hartley), with
Robert Burke, AdrienneShelly, and Chris-
topher Cooke; “Boyz N the Hood” (1991,
John Singleton);
“Poison”; and
“American Fabu-
lous.”

Oct. 26: Theatre
closed.

Oct. 27: Separate ad-
missions) “Speak-
ing Parts”; and
“American Fabu-
lous.”

Oct. 28: (Separate
admissions) ‘The
Unbelievable Truth”,
and “American Fab-
ulous.””

Movietano 8rH_ Srreer
Tririex, 36 E. 8th
477-6600)
eatre 1. ““Candy-
man” (+).

Theatre 2 “'The Last
of the Mohicans”
@.

‘Theatre 3: “Husbands
and Wives!)

Viwtace THeatre Vil, 3rd

 

 

  

Ave, at 11th
(982-0400)
Theatre 1: “Hero”

(h).
Theatre 2: Through
Oct 22: “School
Ties” (Robert Man-
del), with Brendan
Fraser. From Oct.

 

23: “Reservoir
Dogs” (+).

Theatre 3:“Blade
Runner? (1982,
Ridley Scott), with
Harrison Ford.

Theatre 4: River Runs Through It” (#).
Theatre ‘Under Siege’ (Andrew Davis),
with Steven Seagal, Tommy Lee Jones, and
Gary Busey.

Theatre 6: “Glengarry Glen Ross”(4).
Theatre 7: “Singles” (+),
Vintage East Cinemas, 2nd Ave. at 12th. (520-
6799)

Theatre 1: “The Mighty Ducks” (Stephen
Herek), with Emilio Estevez,

Theatre 2: Through Oct. 22: 1492: Conquest
of Paradise” (#). From Oct_ 23: “Zebrahead”
(Anthony Drazan), with Michael Rapaport.

Theatre 3. “Deadly Currents” (Simcha
Jacobovici), a documentary.

Theatre 4: “Consenting Adults” (Alan J
Pakula), with Kevin Kline, Mary Elizabeth
Mastrantonio, and Kevin Spacey.

Theatre 5. “1492: Conquest of Paradise” (+).

   

 

Steve Buscemi in “In the Soup”

GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN
THE MOVIE HOUSES
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FILMS ACCOMPANIED BY A DAGGER ARE
DESCRIBED IN "MOVIES IN BRIEF,"

STARTING ON PAGE28.

Theatre6. “Sarafina!” (+).
‘Theatre 7: Through Oct. 22: “Gas Food Lodg-

ing” (Allison Anders). From Oct 23: “The
Panama Deception” (Barbara Trent), a docu-
mentary.

I9tn Streer East 6, Blway at 19th. (260-8000)
Theatre 1: “Husbands and Wives” (#),
Theatre 2: “Consenting Adults” (Alan J

Pakula), with Kevin Kline, Mary Elizabeth
Mastrantonio, and Kevin Spacey

Theatre 3: “Bob Roberts” (#).
Theatre 4 Through Oct. 22 “Husbands and

Wives” (f). From
Oct. 23: “Zebra-
head” (Anthony
Drazan), with Mi-
chael Rapaport.

 

  Theatre 5: “149:
Conquest of Par:
dise” (¥).
Theatre 6
“Candyman” (+).
Gramercy, Lexing-
ton at 23rd, (475-
1660)
“The Player”
(Robert Altman),
with Tim Robbins
Bay Cinema, 2nd
Ave. al 32nd. (679-
0160)
“Mr. Saturday
Night” (#).
Murray Hitt Cin-
emas, 160 E. 34th.
(689-6548)
‘Theatre 1: “Of Mice
and Men” (#).

 

Theatre 2: “149:
Conquestof Para~
dise”’ (H)
Theatre 3: “Con-
senting Adults”
(Alan J Pakula),
with Kevin Kline,
Mary Elizabeth
Mastrantomio, and
Kevin Spacey.
Theatre 4:
Through Oct. 22:
“Sarafinal” (+).
From Oct 23
“Zebrahead” (An-

thony Drazan), with Michael Rapaport.
34ru Street SHowrtace, 238 E. 34th (532-5544)
‘Theatre 1: “Under Siege” (Andrew Davis),
with Steven Seagal, Tommy Lee Jones, and
Gary Busey

Theatre 2: “School Ties” (Robert Mandel),
with Brendan Fraser.

‘Theatre 3: “Hero” (+).
34rH Sr. East, 241 E, 34th. (683-0255)
“The Public Eye” (#).
Eastsipe Cinema, 3rd Ave at $5th (755-3020)
“Double Edge’ (Amos Kollek), with Faye Dunaway.

Surton| ano 2, 3rd Ave. at $7th. (759-1411)
Theatre 1: “Bob Roberts” (¥).
Theatre 2. “Simple Men”(Hal Hartley), with
Robert Burke and William Sage

Gornam Cinema, 3rd Ave. at 58th. (759-2262)°
“The Last of the Mohicans” (+).

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

Through Oct. 20: “Mediterraneo” (Gabriele
Salvatores, in Italian).

From Oct. 21. Ninth Israel Film Festival
Mannarran Twin, 3rd Ave. at 59th. (935-6420)
Theatre 1: “Unforgiven” (#).
Theatre 2: “‘South Central’ (Steve Anderson),
with Glenn Plummer and Carl Lumbly.

5o1u Srreer East Cinema, 239 E, 59th (759-4630)
Through Oct. 22° “Mr. Baseball” (Fred

Schepisi), with Tom Selieck.
From Oct. 23: “Zebrahead” (Anthony Drazan),
with Michael Rapaport

Baronet AND Coroner, 3rd Ave. at S9th. (355-
1663)

Theatre 1: “Hero” (#)
Theatre 2; “Night andthe City” (t).
Cinema I, Cinema Il, AND Cinema 3e> Avenue, 3rd
Ave. at 60th, (753-6022)
Theatre 1: “Consenting Adults” (Alan J.
Pakula), with Kevin Kline, Mary Elizabeth
Mastrantomio, and Kevin Spacey.

Theatre 2. Through Oct. 22: “Glengarry Glen
Ross” (t). From Oct 23: “In the Soup” (#)

‘Theatre 3: “Enchanted April” (1),
Ant East Cinewa, Ist Ave. at 61st. (644-1111)
Through Oct 22: “Mistress” (Barry Primus),
with Robert Wuhl.

FromOct. 23: To be announced
First & 62np Cinemas, 400 E 62nd. (752-4600)
‘Theatre 1: “Sneakers” (¥)
Theatre 2: “Of Mice and Men’ (#).
Theatre 3: “The Public Eye” (t).
Theatre 4: “1492: Conquest of Paradise’ (+)
Theatre 5: ‘‘Singles” (+).
Theatre 6. ‘1492: Conquest of Paradise” (#)
Gewint | ano 2, 2nd Ave. at 64th. (832-1670)
Theatre 1. “Candyman” (4).
Theatre 2 “Under Siege” (Andrew Davis)
Beeman, 2nd Ave. at 66th. (737-2622)
“Husbands and Wives”()
New York Twin, 2nd Ave. at 67th. (744-7339)
Theatre 1: “A River Runs Through Iv” (#),
Theatre 2: “Mr Saturday Night” (#).
68H St. Paynouse, 3rd Ave. at 68th. (734-0302)
“Johnny Stecchino” (Roberto Benigni), with
Benigni.

Tower East, 3rd Ave. at 71st. (879-1313)
“School Ties” (Robert Mandel), with Brendan
Fraser

East 85H Sreeer, Ist Ave. at 85th. (249-5100)
"1492: Conquest of Paradise” (4).
Park & 86TH Streer Cinewas, 125 E, 86th, (534-
1880)

Theatre 1; “Sneakers” (4),
Theatre 2: “Hero” (4).
Onpneum Vil, 3rd Ave, at 86th (876-2400)
Theatre 1 “Husbands and Wives” (+).
Theatre 2: Through Oct. 22: “Singles” (#).
From Oct, 23: “Zebrahead” (Anthony
Drazan), with Michael Rapaport.

Theatre 3: “Mr. Saturday Night” (}).
Theatre 4: “Glengarry Glen Ross’” (#)
Theatre “Candyman”(#
Theatre 6: “Under Siege’ (Andrew Davis),
with Steven Seagal, Tommy Lee Jones, and
Gary Bi

 

  

 

y,
“The Mighty Ducks” (Stephen

Herek), with Emilio Estevez.
S6rH Street East Twin, 3rd Ave, at 86th. (249-
1144)
Theatre 1: “Consenting Adults” (Alan J

Pakula), with Kevin Khne, Mary Elizabeth
Mastrantomo, and Kevin Spacey.

Theatre 2: “Sarafina!” (¥).

WESTSIDE

Fim Forum, 209 W. Houston St. (727-8110)
Theatre 1: Through Oct. 20: “Feed” (directed
by Kevin Rafferty and James Ridgeway), a
documentary. From Oct. 21: “Interpreta-
tion of Dreams” (1990, Andrei Zagdansky;
in Russian).

‘Theatre 2. See listings under Revival Houses.
Theatre 3 “Together Alone” (1991, P. J

Castellaneta), with Todd Stites and’ Terry
Curry,

Waverty | ano 2, oth Ave. at 3rd. (929-8037)
Theatre 1 “Sneakers” (¥),
Theatre 2 “Of Mice and Men” (+)
Ant Greenwich Twin, Greenwich Ave. at 12th,
(929-3350)
Theatre 1: “Honeymoon in Vegas’ (Andrew VI
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Bergman), with James Caan, Nicolas Cage,
and Sarah Jessica Parker.

Theatre 2: “The Public Eye” (4).
Quao Cinema, 34 W. 13th. (255-8800)
Theatre 1: 'Mr. Saturday Night” (*).
Theatre 2: “Lawsof Gravity” (Nick Gomez).
Theatre 3: “Brother's Keeper” (Joe Berlinger
and Bruce Sinofsky), a documentary.

Theatre 4: “‘Bob Roberts” (+).
Cueisea Cinemas, 260 W. 23rd (691-4744)
Theatre 1: “Under Siege” (Andrew Davis),
with Steven Seagal, Tommy Lee Jones, and
Gary Busey.

Theatre 2: “Of Mice and Men” (t)
Theatre 3: “The Public Eye” (t).
Theatre 4. “Sneakers” (#).
Theatre 5:“The Last of the Mohicans” (#).
Theatre 6 “Mr. Baseball” (Fred Schepisi),
with Tom Selleck,

‘Theatre 7; “Hero” (1)
Theatre 8, “Sarafinal” (+).
Theatre 9: “GlengarryGlen Ross” (f).
23no St. West TripLex, 333 W. 23rd. (989-0060)
‘Theatre 1: “South Central’ (Steve Anderson),
with Glenn Plummer and Carl Lumbly.

‘Theatre 2: “Singles” (#)
Theatre “The Mighty Ducks”

Herek), with Emilio Estevez
Gun, 33 W 50th. (757-2406)
“Consenting Adults” (Alan J. Pakula), with
Kevin Kline, Mary Elizabeth Mastrantomo,
and Kevin Spacey.

Wonrwowive Cinemas, 50th St between 8th and
9th Aves. (246-1583)
Theatre 1. “Single White Female” (Barbet
Schroeder), with Bridget Fonda and Jenni-
fer Jason Leigh.

Theatre 2 “Sneakers” (#)
Theatre 3. “Mr Baseball” (Fred Schepisi),
with Tom Selleck.

Theatre 4: “The Public Eye” (4).
Theatre 5: ‘The Last of the Mohicans” (t)
Theatre 6: “Bob Roberts” (#)
Ziecre.o, 141 W. 54th. (765-7600)
“Mr. Saturday Night” (1).
Festivat, 6 W 57th (307-7856)
“School Ties’ (Robert Mandel), with Brendan
Fraser

57H St. PLavHouse, 110 W 57th. (581-7360)
“Glengarry Glen Ross” (+)
Carnecie Hatt Cinemas, 7th Ave. between S6th
and $7th, (265-2520)
Theatre 1° “Of Mice and Men” (#).
Theatre 2. “Deadly Currents”
Jacobovies), a documentary.

Fine Arts, 4 W. 58th. (980-5656)
“Howards End” (JamesIvory), with Anthony
Hopkins.

Cinema 3, 2 W. 59th (752-5959)
“Gas Food Lodging’’ (Allison Anders).
Cotumeus Circte, B'way at 61st. (247-5070)
“A River Runs Through It” (+)
62no & Broapway, 62 W. 62nd. (265-7466)
“Mr. Saturday Night” (#)
Lincoun Piaza |, 2, ano 3, Bwayat 63rd. (757-
2280)

Theatre 1: “‘Danz6n” (Maria Novaro; a Mexi-
can film, in Spanish).

Theatre 2’ "A Brief History of Time” (7).
‘Theatre 3: ‘‘Waterland”’ (Stephen Gyllenhaal),
with JeremyIrons, Ethan Hawke, andSinead
Cusack,

Recency, B’way at 67th. (724-3700)
“The Last of the Mohicans” (t).

84TH SrreeT Sixetex, Bway at 84th. (877-3600)
Theatre 1: “Husbands and Wives” (+)
Theatre 2: “Singles” (1).
Theatre 3. ‘1492: Conquest of Paradise” (+).
Theatre ““Hero’’ (¥).
Theatre 5: ‘“Consenting Adults” (Alan J.

Pakula), with Kevin Kline, Mary Ehzabeih
Mastrantonio, and Kevin Spacey.

Theatre 6: “Under Siege” (Andrew Davis),
with StevenSeagal, Tommy LeeJones, and
Gary Busey

Metro Cinema | Ano 2, B’way at 99th, (222-1200)
‘Theatre 1: “Sneakers” (+).
Theatre2: “The Public Eye” (#)
Ouyweta | ano Hl, Biway at 107th (865-8128)
Theatre1; Candyman” (*).
Theatre 2; “The Mighty Ducks’ (Stephen

Herek), with Emilio Estevez,
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TIMES SQUARE AREA

Criterion Center, Blway at 44th, (354-0900)
Theatre 1; “Under Siege” (directed by An-
drew Davis), with Steven Seagal, Tommy
LeeJones, and Gary Busey

Theatre 2: “UnderSiege.”
Theatre 3: “Candyman” (4).
‘Theatre 4: “Candyman” (H)
Theatre 5: “Hellraiser If, Hell on Earth”
(Anthony Hickox)

‘Theatre 6; “Innocent Blood” (John Landis),
with Anne Parillaud, Robert Loggia, An-
thony LaPaglia, and DonRickles.

‘Theatre 7: “South Central” (Steve Anderson),
with Glenn Plummer and Carl Lumbly.

Ewpassy I, B'way at 46th. (302-0494)
‘Through Oct. 22. ‘‘Sarafina’”(+).
From Oct. 23: “Zebrahead” (Anthony Drazan),
with Michael Rapaport,

Ewsassy 2, 3, ano 4, 7th Ave. at 47th. (730-7262)
‘Theatre ‘1 “Hero” (4).
Theatre 2: Through Oct. 22: “School Ties”
(Robert Mandel), with Brendan Fraser. From
Oct 23, “Sarafina?” (+).

Theatre 3: “The Mighty Ducks” (Stephen
Herek), with Emilio Estevez.

Astor PLaza, 44th St_at Bway. (869-8340)
“1492, Conquest of Paradise” (7).
Nationa Twin, B'way at 44th. (869-0950)
Theatre 1: ‘'Mr. Baseball” (Fred Schepisi

with Tom Selleck.
‘Theatre 2: “The Last of the Mohicans” (#).

REVIVAL HOUSES

81H St. PLavHouse, 52 W. 8th. (674-6515)
Through Oct. 20: “Batman Returns” (1992,
directed by Tim Burton), with Michael
Keaton, Danny DeVito, Michelle Pieifier,
and Christopher Walken; and ‘“Pee-wee’s
Big Adventure” (1985, Burton), with Pee-
wee Herman

Oct. 21-22: “Deliverance” (1972, John Boor-
man), with Jon Vought, Burt Reynolds, Ned
Beatty, and Ronny Cox; and “The Road
Warrior” (1982, George “Miller), with Mel
Gibson.

From Oct, 23, Theatre closed
Fium Forum 2, 209 W. Houston St (727-8110)
“The HoneymoonKillers” (#).
Tueatre 80 St. Marks, 80 St. Marks Pl. (254-

7400)
Oct. 19 “The Woman Next Door” (1981,
Francois Truffaut; in French), with Gérard
Depardieu and Fanny Ardant; and “The
Story of Adéle H.” (1975, Truffaut; in
French), with Isabelle Adjani

Oct, 20: “After the Thin Man’ (1936, W.S
Van Dyke), with Myrna Loy, William Powell,
James Stewart, and Elissa Landi; and “The
Thin Man” (1934, Van Dyke),’ with Loy
and Powell,

Oct. 21: ‘Loves of a Blonde’ (1965, Milos
Forman, in Czech); and “Ragtime” (1981,
Milos Forman), with James Cagney and
Howard E_ Rollins, Jr.

Oct. 22 “The Fountainhead” (1949, King
Vidor), with Gary Cooper, Patricia Neal,
and Raymond Massey, and “The V.LP.s*
(1963, Anthony Asquith), with Elizabeth
‘Taylor, Richard Burton, Maggie Smith, Orson
‘Welles, Margaret Rutherford, Linda ‘Chris-
tian, Louis Jourdan, and Rod Taylor.

Oct, 23-24 “Wuthering Heights’ (1939, Wil-
liam Wyler), with Merle Oberon, Laurence
Olivier, Flora Robson, David Niven, and
GeraldineFitzgerald; and “‘Jane Eyre’ (1944,
Robert Stevenson), with Joan Fontaine and
Orson Welles.

Oct. 25: “Brazil” (1985, Terry Gilliam), with
Jonathan Pryce, Kim Greist, Robert De
Niro, Katherine Helmond, Michael Palin,
Jan Holm, Ian Richardson, and Kathryn
Pogson; and “RoboCop” (1987, Paul Ver-
hoeven), with Peter Weller, Nancy Allen,
and Kurtwood Smith,

Oct. 26: “L’Avventura”” (1959, Michelangelo
‘Antonioni; in Italian), with’ Monica Vitu,
Gabriele Ferzetti, and Léa Massars; and
“L’Amore”’ (1948, Roberto Rossellini, in Ital-
ian), with Anna Magnani

Oct, 27; “Macbeth” (1971, RomanPolanski),
with Jon Finch; and “Othello” (1965, Stuart

  

   

25

Burge), performed by Laurence Ohvier and
the National Theatre of GreatBritain.

Oct. 28: “Topaz”” (#); and ‘Torn Curtain”
(1966, Alired Hitchcock), with Paul Newman
and Julie Andrews,

Tripeca Cinewa, 41 White St. (925-2570)
Through Oct. 20. ‘‘Persona” (1967, Ingmar
Bergman;in Swedish), with Bibi Andersson
and Liv’ Ullmann; and “Shame” (1968,
Bergman;in Swedish), with Ullmann, Max
von Sydow, and Gunnar Bjérnstrand.

Oct. 21-22: "Women in Love” (1970, Ken
Russell), with Alan Bates, Oliver ‘Reed,
Glenda Jackson, and Jennie Linden; and
“Far from the Madding Crown” (1967,John
Schlesinger), with Julie Christie, Terence
Stamp,Peter Finch, and Bates,

Oct. 23-24: “9 1/2 Weeks” (1986, Adrian
Lyne), with Mickey Rourke and Kim Basin-
ger; and “Fatal Attraction” (1987, Lyne),
with Michael Douglas, Glenn Close, and
AnneArcher.

Oct, 25: ““L’Amore’’ (1948, Roberto Rossellim;
in Italian), with Anna Magnani, and “Three
Brothers’ (1982, Francesco Rosi; in Ital-
ian), with Philippe Nouret, MichelPlacido,
and Vittorio Mezzogiorno.

FILM LIBRARIES, ETC.

Museum of Movers Arr, Roy and Niuta Titus
‘Theatres, 11 W. 53rd St. (708-9480)—Oct.
19 at 2 “Amarcord” (1974, directed by
Federico Fellini, in Italian), with Bruno Za-
nin. .@ Oct, 19 at 6; “The Double Life of
Veronique” (1991, Krzysztof Kieslowski; in
French and Polish), with Iréne Jacob and
Philippe Volter, . "@ Oct. 20 at 2:30 and
Oct. 22 at 6 “In the Landof Juhets” (1992,
Medhi Charef; in French), with Maria
Schneider. ..@ Oct 20 at 6 and Oct. 22 at
2: “Darling Lili” (1970, Blake Edwards),
with Jule Andrews and’ Rock Hudson... |
Oct. 22 at 3. and 6 “Confidential: Do Not
Duplicate” (1991, Donna Cameron), a docu-
mentary. ...@ Oct 23 at 230 and Oct 25 at
5: “HowGreen Was MyValley” (#)... @ Oct.
23 at 3: “Signed: Lino Brocka’ (1987, Chris-
tian Blackwood), a documentaty. @ Oct.
23 at 6 and Oct 24 at 2: “Sunmise” (1927, F.
W Murnau; silent), with Janet Gaynor,
George O'Brien, and Margaret Livingston, .'
G Oct 23 at 6'and Oct. 24 at 2:30" “Al
Myself” (1983, Blackwood), with Eartha
Kitt... Oct. 24 at § and Oct. 25 at 2° “Le
Jour Se Léve” (‘Daybreak”, 1939, Marcel
Carné; in French), with Jean Gabin, Jules
Berry, Arletty, and Jacqueline Laurent.
@ Oct. 24 at's: A program of three short
films by Blackwood. ..@ Oct. 25 at 1: “My
Life for Zarah Leander” (1986, Blackwood,
in German)... .@ Oct 25-26 at 3: “Nik and
Murray” (1986, Blackwood), a documentary,
and “Roger Corman: Hollywood's Wild An-
gel’’ (1978, Blackwood), a documentary . .@
Oct. 25 at’ 5.30: “Motel” (1988, Blackwood),
a documentary... @ Oct. 26 at 230 ‘‘Mo-
rocco” (1930, Josef von Sternberg), with
Marlene Dietrich and Gary Cooper. “@ Oct.
26 at 6 and Oct. 27 at 2.30: “Rancho Notori-
ous’ (#).... @ Oct, 26 at 630° A program of
films by Dominic Angerame.

Water Reave Tueatre, Lincoln Center, 165 W.
65th St, plaza level. (875-5600)—Oct. 20-21
at 2 and 6:30: A program of short films by
Michelangelo Antonioni. . @ Oct. 20-21 at
4.15 and 8:30 and Oct. 22 at 2 and 6:30:
“Story of a Love Affair” (see page 28)...
G Oct.22 at 4:15 and 8:30 and Oct 23 at2,
6, and 10: “The Defeated” (1952, Antoni-
oni). @ Oct. 23 at 4 and 8 and Oct. 24 at
2 and 615. “The Lady Without Camelias”
(1953, Michelangelo Antomoni, in Italian),
with Lucia Bosé. ..@ Oct. 24 at 4 and 8.15
and Oct. 25 at 2 and 6.30; “Suicide At-
tempt” (1953, Antoniom) and “The Girl
Friends’ (1955, Antonioni). @ Oct. 25 at
4:15 and 9 and Oct 26 at 2: “Il Grido”
(4957, Antonioni; 1n Italian), with Steve Coch-
ran, Alida Valh, and Betsy Blair. @ Oct.
26 at 4:15, Oct. 27 at 2, and Oct. 28 at 2,

* 4:30, 7, and 9:30: “L’Avventura” (1959,
Antonioni; in Itahan), with Monica Vitti,
Gabriele Ferzetti, and Léa Massari.

  

 

  

 

 

  



AIG Issues Forum

Whyreforming our liab
Americais tosucceec
 

 

EXCESSIVE LIABILITY AWARDS MAKE IT TOUGH
FORU.S. COMPANIES TO COMPETE.

Weare a compassionatesociety. We wantto
compensate those who have suffered.

But whenour courts the traditional
concepts ofliability, causing defendants to pay
excessive compensation, we add to the costs we
all payfor goods and services. We encourage
companies to stop research and development on
newproducts. And we even make it harder for
American companies to compete overseas.

PAYINGA HIDDEN TAX.

In reality, the American system ofliability has
becomethe source of a hidden tax on our
economy—a tax that can accountfor as much as
50%oftheprice paid for a product.

What's worse,it has been estimated that this
hidden tax amounts to $80billion a year—a sum
equal to the combined profits of the nation’s 200
largest corporations.
Our economic competitors’ legal systems do not

encourage litigation to the extent we do. Consider,
for example,that there are 30 times more lawsuits
per capita in the U.S. than inJapan.

Is it any wonder that America is having a tough
time competing in overseas markets?

UNCERTAINTY STIFLES ENTERPRISE.

Theunpredictability of our liability system is
also enormously costly to American itiveness.
For example, in a recent survey of CEOs, the
Conference Board found that worry about
potential liability lawsuits caused 47%offirms
surveyed to discontinue one or more productlines.
What's more, 25% stopped certain product
research and development, and 39%decided  

against coming out with a new product
Meanwhile, our overseas competitors continue to
research and develop newproducts at an ever-
increasing pace.

AREWE CONTROLLINGRISKS
OR INCREASING THEM?

  
When wegive a drunk driver the rightto sue

an automaker or highway engineer for a million
dollars after a crash, are we controlling risk?

Orjust encouragingrisky and careless
behavior?

If you are a manufacturer, you can be sued even
if your producthas state-of-the-art safety
features. Even ifyour customer misused it against
your instructions. Even if the risks of misuse
were obvious.
When fear oflawsuits causes physicians to limit

 

 
 



litysystem isessentialif
inoverseas markets.
 

services to patients—or worse, to abandon their
practice altogether—lack of adequate treatment
means greaterrisks for everyone.

Is this controlling risk or increasingit?
It's an unhealthy and dangeroussituation that

needscorrecting.

WEMUST REFORM OUR “DEEP POCKETS”
APPROACH TOLIABILITY.

Specifically, we need to change our approach
and base liability suits on fault.

Ourcurrent system often encourages the
frivolous suing of those with the ability to pay—in
other words, those with “deep pockets.” But does
it make sense to hold such parties entirelyliable,
even if they were only minimally atfault?

A MORE RATIONAL APPROACH.

Those whosuffer economic losses because of
another's negligence should befairly reimbursed.
Noone could argue with this principle. There
should also be just compensation for pain and
suffering resulting from real and severe injuries.

But can weafford to continue a system that
encourageslitigation and financial judgments
bearinglittle directrelationship to fault or to the
actual cost of injuries suffered?

Clearly, a better approach is needed.

CONGRESS HAS A ROLE,

Legislation providing a uniform productliability
standard would allow American companies to
compete without the burdensof excessive liability
risks. And this would unclog the courts and put
American business in a stronger position as
barriers to international trade and investmentfall.

There is proposed legislation before Congress  

dealing with these issues. A solution tothe liability
crisis is vital to American competitiveness, and
Congress can play a role in restoring the right
balance.

So DO THE COURTS.

Whenallis said and done, ourcourts are the
interpreters of our laws andour values.It’s
ourvalues as a society that count, especially as
reflected in the courts and individual jury
decisions.

Together our legislative andjudicial branches
mustrecognize the damage being done to
American competitiveness from the current
liability system. And help Americarestore the
proper balance.

War tsAIG RUNNING ADS LIKE THIS?

AIG (American International Group) is the
largest underwriter ofcommercial and industrial
insurance in America, and the leading U.S.-based
international insurance organization.

Since we dealevery day withissues affecting the
future of the world economy,it’s understandable that
we champion reform designed to strengthen the
competitive stance ofAmerican business in global
markets.

Perhaps you'll wantto keep the ballrolling by
contacting yourelected officials—judges and
legislators—with your ownviews.

Orifyou prefer, write Mr. M.R. Greenberg,
Chairman,AIG,70 Pine Street, New York, NY 10270.

A World leaders in insurance
and financial services.

 

 
 



MOVIES IN BRIEF
SEE PRECEDING PAGES 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.

 

Michelangelo Antonioni

Heartofthe Matter

ICHELANGELO ANTONIONT’S 1950
N / [ “Storyof a LoveAfiair” (play-

ing October 20-22, at the Walter
Reade Theatre) depicts that moment ina
romance when the burden of the past
destroys the future. The plot is melodra-
matic—in fact, it resembles ‘‘The Post-
manAlways Rings Twice.” Yet whenever
his doomed lovers lock eyes, Antonioni
achieves a melancholy lyricism compa-
rable to F. Scott Fitzgerald’s. The lovers
are separated both bysocial class (Guido
is unemployed, Paola has married a rich
industrialist) and bya shared, unspeak-
able guilt. Despite his love for Paola,
Guido was once engaged toa friend of
hers, who died in an elevator accident.
Paola and Guido felt responsible. The
movie starts seven years later, when a
private investigator begins to question
the accident. Guido warnsPaola, spark-
ing a new cycle of passion andguilt,

In his first feature, Antonionifinds his
visual language withoutstuttering: in the
dolorous views of gray Milanesestreets,
and of weather that’s either lowering or
aboutto lower; in the shots that run on a
little longer than the immediate action
demands.As portrayed by MassimoGirotti,
Guidohasa perplexing sense of fate—he
carries on with Paola (the haughty, charm-
ing Lucia Bosé) as if he were determined
to play out whatever hand he’s dealt.
Antonioni wasthirty-eight when he made
this film, andit stings with the sorrow of
a young man learning to distrust his
grandpassions.

‘Thefollowing notes are by Pauline Kael,
‘errence Rafferty, and Michael Sragow.)

Bos Roserts—Tim Robbinsis thewriter, direc-
tor, and star of this mock documentary that
chronicles, C-SPANstyle, the senatorial cam-
paign of a young radical-right demagogue
Bob Roberts is a folksinger. instead of giving
speeches,he picks up anacoustic guitar and
invites his audiences to sing along with his
reactionary “protest” anthems. He’s Pat Bu-
chanan in Woody Guthrie’s clothing, and
what's scary about the movie is that this
grotesque coupling doesn’t even feel like a
stretch. Robbinstosses off nasty satiric riffs
at a reckless, headlong pace, and the movie,
even at most chilling, is hilarious; its
humoris both precise enough to defiate its
targets and goofy enough to feel liberating.
And his performance as smiling Bob, al-
though it’s conceived as a caricature,is never
uresome: it's too finely detailed, ‘and too
gleeful. This terrifically entertaining movie
represents something very unlikely and very
welcome: liberal humor with sharp teeth.
Also with Gore Vidal, Alan Rickman, Gian-
carlo Esposito, Brian Murray, and Ray Wise.
The songs are by Tim Robbins and his
brother, David.—T R. (Reviewed in our is-
sue of 9/7/92.) (19th Street East 6, Sutton,
Quad Cinema, and Worldwide Cinemas )

A Brier History oF Tiwe—Errol Morris's inspira
tional documentary essay about the physi-
cast Stephen Hawking is a cross between a
puff prece and a gee-whiz science special
‘The movie is even more abstract thanit has
to be, and t’s remarkablysoft-edged. In the
biographicalsections, Morris sketches Hawk-
ing as a wayward boy wonder who focusses
his talents only after he’s stricken with Lou
Gehrig's disease. As far as characterization
goes, that’s it. There’s some curiosity but no
depth in thedirector's depictionofeccentric
British intellectuals; he treats his interviewees
as if he were pinning them to specimen
boards, except that he doesn’t nameor iden-
tify them. Morris presents Hawking’s ironic
contrasts between human mortality and the
life span of the universe with such hushed

  

  

  

awe that he robs themof their delectability.”
(The famihar npple of Philip Glass’s music
doesn’t help.) By the end, the film disap-

Pears into its own cranum.—MS.(9/7/92)
(Lincoln Plaza )

Canoyman—An intrepid female graduate stu-
dent ventures into Chicago’s inner city, cam-
era in hand, andfalls prey to a bogeyman
whocarves up disbelievers with a hook. The
academic is that mischievous-eyed blonde
Virgima Madsen, and the Candyman (Tony
Todd) is black; the racial brinkmanship is
the film's most original andeffective gim-
mick. Madsen gives a juicy B-picture per-
formance, throwing herself into each absurd
display of hubris, but the movie is just a
gory campfire tale. To generate any genuine
fun, it needs to be seenin a city, at midnight.
The writer-director, Bernard Rose, adapted
Chive Barker's short story, “The Forbidden.”—
MS. (10/19/92) (Movieland 8th Street Tri-
plex, 19th Street East 6, Gemini, Orpheum
VII, Olympia,and Criterion Center.)

Enchanren Apan——Adapted by Peter Barnes from
Elizabeth von Arnim's 1922 novel, this pe-
riod romance has a healthy sprinkling of
bewitchments The lead characters are two
proper middle-class Englishladies, played
by Josie Lawrence and Miranda Richardson,
who, partly to get away from their husbands,
pool their resources to rent an Italian villa
named San Salvatore for a month. They
ultimately share expenses with an austere,
cultured widow(Joan Plowright) and a gor”
geous, bored aristocrat (Polly Walker). Italy
awakens the women’s sensuality and imagi-
nation, and gives them perspective, Law-
rence and Richardson end up jolting their
deadhead husbands(played by Alfred Molina
and Jim Broadbent) back to hfe The direc-
tor, Mike Newell, handles the performers
deftly and sympathetically, from the wonder-
fully ebulhent Lawrence and the ravishing
Walker to the robustly comical Plowright;
Michael Kitchen contributes a tour de force
of eccentric charm as the villa’s owner. If
the film, with its brittle, satiric London scenes
andits’ expansive Italian ones, breaks too
distinctly into pieces, the magi¢ of the sun-
nier locations seals the cracks —M S
(8/10/92) (Angehka Film Center, and Cin-
ema 3rd Avenue.)

1492: Conquest of Paravise—Ridley Scott's dead-
in-the-water attempt to update and pre-
serve the Columbus myth in the person of
Gérard Depardieu. A virtuoso of the ersatz,
Scott overdoses on fancylighting and atmo-
sphenc fog and smokeeffects, and overrelies
on his composer, Vangelis, who whips up
aural hurricanes! The movie 1s one huge
objet d'non-art, The screenwriter, Roselyne
Bosch, was formerly a reporter, and this
script—her first—operates like checklist jour-
nalism as it steers a middle course between
hero-worship andrevisionism. With Sigourney
Weaver(as Isabella), Armand Assante, An-
gela Mohna, Fernando Rey, Michael Wincott,
Tcheky Karyo, and Steven Waddington, the
film combines Amencan, British, Spanish,
and French actors without adjusting for their
jarring styles and accents. Depardieu has so
hittle authority in English that whenheral-
lies his sailors, you'd understand if they
jumped overboard.—M.S. (10/19/92) (Vil-
lage East Cinemas, 19th Street East 6, Murray
Hill Cinemas, First & 62nd Cinemas, East
85th Street, 84th Street Sixplex, and’ Astor
Plaza.)

Gurncarey Guan Ross—David Mamet’s 1984
Pulitzer Prize-winner—about real-estate
salesmen who put the screws on hapless
marks in orderto keeptheir own ugly jobs—
made ripping theatre, whatever else it was
or wasn't. But the movie, set in the lean
Bush years, spells out the characters’ de-
spair in cue cards, rightfrom thestart, and
hammers away at the plot so relentlessly
that you can feel the nails entering the back
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of your skull Stll, the performers provide
relief Ed Harris and Alan Arkin, as the sleek
yet panicky Moss and the sad-sack Aaronow,
turn their “Are we speaking or are we talk”
ing?” duet into an existential Abbott-and-
Costello number. Al Pacino, as Roma, Mamet’s
Mr.Slick, is amusingly lordly he’s’ simulta
neously high-handed and underhanded. And
KevinSpacey, astheirsteely office manager,
Williamson, plants a daringly long fuse and
ignites it with the smallest flicker. Only Jack
Lemmon,as Shelley (the Machine) Levene,
disappoints. hestarts strong, but the direc-
tor, James Foley, lets him’ drown in un-
earned emotion, as if this were Lemmon’s
shot at “Death ‘of a Salesman." Mamet did
his own adaptation, addinganother ruthless
person to the melodrama, a head-office hit
manplayed by Alec Baldwin.—M.S. (10/5/92)
(Village Theatre VII, Orpheum VII, Chelsea
Cinemas, and 57th St Playhouse. . .. @ Cine-
ma II; through Oct. 22.)

Hero—Stephen Frears’ new movieoften feels
like a remake of something from the thirties
or forties. Its plot premise—an ordinary man
is lionized by the media for a courageous act
he didn’t perform, and theactual hero can’t
get anyone to see the truth—provides the
sort of material that Preston Sturges and
Frank Capra liked to work with, And the
script, an original by David Webb Peoples
Gvhoalso wrote Unforgiven”), even borrows
from John Ford: in a sense, this picture is a
screwball-comedy take on’The Man Who
Shot Liberty Valance.” The movieis fasci~
natingto watch, but most of the time you're
sitting there wondering why this ingemously
constructed scriptisn’t playing better Sim-
ply stated, Peoples hasn't written many funny
lines, and Frears’ attempts to create comic
business visually feel strained and unspon-
taneous. The filmmakersfail to supply the
incidental pleasures andthe joyous sense of
immediacy that screwball farce—even ironic,
subversive screwball farce—can't do with=
out. Dustin Hoffman, who plays the real
hero, doesn’t get any kind of rhythm going
until the movie is almost over; and Andy
Garcia, as the faker, can’t quite mse above
his cryptically written role, But Geena Davis,
as a hot-shot TV reporter, 1s smashing: she
stnikes a lovely balance between warmth and
satiric precision, and holds 1t in the midstof
the general chaos. Also with Joan Cusack,
Kevin J. O'Connor, Stephen Tobolowsky, Tom
Arnold, and (unbilled) Chevy Chase —T.R,
(10/5/82) (Village Theatre VII, 34th Street
Showplace, Baronet, Park & 86th Street Cin-
emas, Chelsea Cinemas,84th StreetSixplex,
and Embassy.)

Tue Honeymoon Kitters (1970)—Based on the
lives of the multiple murderers Martha Beck
and Raymond Fernandez, who met their vic
tims through Lonely Hearts clubs, and who
were put to death at Sing Sing in 1951. This
low-budget black-and-white movie is so ht-
eral-minded that it resembles a True Detec-
te accountof the case; it’s as if someone
re-created the Grade-Z pictures of the for-
ties and did so in absolute seriousness. The
movie goes throughthe chronicle of the Beck-
Fernandez, crimes with pedestrian relent-
lessness; 1t’s pacedas if the actors were walk-
ing in lockstep After the almost incredible
lack of depth of the first half-hour, the film
beginsto acquire a fascination because of 1ts
total superficiality—it becomes something re-
sembling Minimal art, The wniter-director,
Leonard Kastle, whose first picture this was,
keeps the imagesso brightly lighted and so
exactly planned and worked out that every
ugly detail is in place—the hammer blowon
the head, the trickle of blood, the ludicrous
tongues Sticking out of dead’ faces. As the
200-pound Martha Beck, Shirley Stoler is
muchtooshrill at the start but quiets down
and improves as the movie plods on; as the
sleazy charmer Ray Fernandez, Tony Lo Bian-
co is alarmingly authentic to the pulpy genre.
The womenvictims include Marilyn Chris,
Barbara Cason, and Mary Jane Higby. Pro-
duced by Warren Stebel; the film uses mu-
sic by Gustav Mahler —P’K. (Film Forum 2.)

   

 

 

How Green Was My Vautey (1941)—John Ford’s
much-honored movie about the decline of a
Welsh mining family is moving and impres-
sive in a big-Hollywood-picture way. Roddy
McDowall and Walter Pidgeon are the leads,
andthe cast includes Maureen O'Hara,Sara
Allgood, Barry Fitzgerald, and many ‘other
Irish actors (though the‘singers are really
Welsh).—P.K (Museum of Modern Art; Oct.
23 and 25.)

Huseanos ano Wives—Woody Allen’s uncom-
fortably personal new movie renders the dis-
solution of a marriage in a style that’s meant
to look raw, rough-edged,truthful. He uses
jump-cutting and wobbly hand-held camera-
work to createtheillusion of immediacy, of
hfehke spontaneity and muddle. But the
movie's vision oflife isn’t really very per-
suasive, and Allenisn’t saying anything that
he hasn’t said before. The only thing that
has changedsince his late-seventies explo-
rations of romantic futility (such as “Annie
Hall” and Manhattan”) is the tone, which
is now sour, dispinted, almost vindictive.
The cinéma-vérite surface feels like a con, a
razzle-dazzle cover for imaginative exhaus-
tuon. Both the style and the substance of this,
picture have a curdled quality, the air of
things that have gone bad buthaven't been
thrown away. Except for Judy Davis's ebul-
lient performance as a friend of the central
couple, Gabe and Judy Roth (Allen and Mia
Farrow), the movie’s humoris surprisingly
fiat. Allen’s gags and situations no longer
betray even a trace of delight at the absur-
dities of human behavior: his bemused vi-
sion of romantic folly has turned, over the
years, into a bilious take-my-wife-please rou-
iine, It’s tempting to think of this bleakly
nihilistic film as an expressionof its creator's,
weariness with his own ideas, The most
disturbing, and angering, thing about the
picture 1s that Allen has transformed his
disappointment in himself into disgust for
other people: he’s going down, and he’s de-
termined to take the rest of us with him.
Also with Liam Neeson, Juliette Lewis,
Sydney Pollack, Lysette Anthony, and Benno

29:

Schmidt.—T.R__(9/21/92) (Movieland 8th
Street Triplex, 19th Street East 6, Beekman,
Orpheum VIL, and 84th Street Sixplex.)

In tHE Soup—With Seymour Cassel, Steve
Buscemi, Jennifer Beals, Will Patton,Stanley
Tucci, ahd Pat Moya, directed by Alexandre
Rockwell. (See illustration on page 24.)
(Angelika Film Center, and CinemaIJ; start-
ing Oct. 23.)

Tue Last oF THe Mowicans—In Michael Mann's
version of James Fenimore Cooper's im-
probably durable tall tale, everybody looks
great: the movie seduces ‘us with haircuts
and landscape. The hero of this melodra-
matic story of pre-Revolutionary America 1s
Hawkeye (Daniel Day-Lewis), a rugged but
sensitive individualist who roamsthe forest
of the Hudson Valley in the companyof two
Indians, Chingachgook (Russell Means) and
Uncas (Eric Schweig) The three men serve
as guides and bodyguards for Cora and Alice
Munro (Madeleine Stowe and Jodh May),
the maidenly daughters of a British officer
‘The Bnts are at war with the French, but the
greatest dangerto Anglo-Saxonlife and limb
is posed by a band of bloodthirsty Indian
guerrillas, led by a wily Huron named Magua
(Wes Studi), The setup pretty much guaran-
tees thrills, and Manndelivers the action-
movie goods, but with a sort of abstract,
lyrical pictorialism, Day-Lewis's Hawkeye—
acultured white man’s dream of virile prim
tivism—is almostentirely a visual phenom-
enon, and it works, (He runs well, and sports
terrific mane of straight, stringy alterna-
tuve-rocker hair.) The picture is awfully,
solemnly silly, but it’s enjoyable and even
ratherstirring. Mann haspolished up a not
veryprofound myth with skill and convic-
tion, and givenit a fetching new look; that’s
what Popfilmmakers do. Also with Maurice
Roéves and Steven Waddington, The lush
cinematographyis by Dante Spinotti —T.R,
10/5/92) (Movieland 8th Street Triplex,
jotham Cinema, Chelsea Cinemas, World-

wide Cinemas, Regency, and NationalTwin.)
Me. Saturpay NicHt—Having your joke and

eatingit, too—that’s what Billy Crystal man-
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IN BRIEF—Cont’d

ages to pull off, repeatedly, in this sprawl-
ing, laughing-through-tears extravaganza (his
directorial début), As Buddy Young, Jr., whom
he created ten years ago and developed on
“Saturday Night Live” and HBO specials,
Crystal pays homage to the Borscht Belt
masters of disrespect who brought their tu-
multuous brandof vulgar, irreverent clown-
ing into the American mainstream during
the Golden Age of Television. The Buddyof
this movie is sharper and funmer than his
previous incarnations: at times, he’s a show-
case for Crystal’s own crack wit and inven-
tuveness. Crystal and his co-writers (Lowell
Ganz and Babaloo Mandel) aim to get be-
hind the ironic mask of this Yiddish harle-
quin and reveal the fierce ambition and
bitterness that fuel his put-downs, Crystal 1s
fairly tough about Buddy’s self-destructive
drive and his parasitic relationship with his
brother and right-hand man, Stan (David
Paymer). But he also wants to honor Jewish
roots, building to a family-reconcilation fin-
ish, What saves thefilm from terminal mawk-
ishnessis the chemistry between Crystal
andthat remarkable actor, Paymer. Crys-
tal’s Buddyis always pitching, sometimes
wildly, Paymer’s Stanis alwayscatching,
and, in a subtle, self-abnegating way,
calling the shots. With Julie Warner,
Mary Maya, Helen Hunt, and RonSil-
ver.—M.S.(10/5/92) (Bay Cinema, New
York Twin, Orpheum VII, Quad’ Ci
ema,Ziegfeld, and 62nd & Broadway.)

Niout ano tHe Ciry—A remake, directed by
Irwin Winkler and written’ by Richard
Price, of Jules Dassin’s terrific 1950 film
noir. The filmmakersandtheir star, Rob-
ert De Niro, try to tap theScorsese vein
of kinetic urban violence, out-of-control
male energy, and brooding, pessimistic
wit, Everyone involved in’ the picture
has a formidable resume, but what they've
put on the screen is wan, washed-out,
blurry—a photocopyof a fax of a carbon
of something that was once clear and
bold. As in the original film,the story 1s
about a small-time hustler whofoolishly
invades the turf of a powerful sports
promoter and 1s decisively slapped down
for his efforts Price and Winkler make
only the most glancing attempt to re-
create the tone of Dassin’s movie; they
turn the story into a comedy about a
lovable loser, a New York motor-mouth
who is supposed to charm us with his
indefatigable optimism, Winkler moves
the camera constantly,fills the soundtrack
with old rock and roll and R. & B,, and tries
hard to create a gritty atmosphere of low-life
New York desperation, but everything he
does looks mechanical, as if it had been
learned byrote. Price’s deft verbalriffing is
just decorative. And De Niro’s performance,
in a role that Richard Widmark playedbri
liantly in the 1950version, produces a per-
fect vacuumatthe center of the picture. De
Niro isn’t charming andheisn’t funny; he’s
like a hologram of himself, recognizable but
eerily insubstantial. Also with Jessica Lange,
Cliff Gorman, Alan King, Jack Warden, and
Eli Wallach. TR. (10/19/92) (Coronet.)

Or Mice AND Men—The director and co-star,
Gary Sinise, has been quoted as saying, “i
saw the 1939film version and it was such a
productof its timethat it meant nothing to
me. I thought Lon Chaney, Jr., was real ham-
my.” Actually, Lewis Milestone’s version of
John Steinbeck’s tragic fable, with Burgess Mere
dith as the shrewd ranch hand George and
Chaneyasthe simple giant Lenme,is a won-
derfully wrought classic. This new movie,
adapted by Horton Foote—with Sinise as George
and John Malkovich as Lennie—is the one
that goes high on the hog. Led by Sinise,
whoedgeshis profile into every shot as if he
were a modelin a rustic-clothing catalogue,
and Malkovich, who carries on like a further
infantilized Tommy Smothers(his upper reg-
ister recalls Tweety Pie), the cast acts with seli-
conscious, surface physicality Ray Walston

  

 

 

fits right in with the histrionics onthisfilm's
Steppenwolf Ranch; even Joc Mortoncatches
the overacting bug.‘At least Casey Siemaszko
is down-to-earth as the bully, Curley, but
for all the talk of humanizing his furty ‘wife,
Sinise hangs Sherilyn Fenn out to dry The
only restrained performance is given by
Lennie’s pup.—MS, (Murray Hill Cinemas,
First & 62nd Cinemas, Waverly, Chelsea
Cinemas, and Carnegie Hall Cinema.)

Tue Pusuic Eve—Inspired by the tabloid-news
photographer Weegee, this oddball reverie,
set in New York circa 1942, 1s gorgeous and
disappointing. It gets rolling early, then stops
cold. When Barbara Hershey, the widow ofa
fancy-nightclub owner, gets Joe Pesci, a no-
torious, artistic shutterbug, to mvestigate
a mystery man, the audienceis eager to see
his hardscrabble vision of life put to use in
detective work. But the writer-director,
Howard Franklin, comes up with a suspense
plot that bogs down in details, While just
about all the actors make good impressions
including Pesci, who imbues the hero with
acute street reflexes andsurprising sens
ity—only Stanley Tucci, as a low-level mob-

 

   

Shirley Stoler in
“The Honeymoon Killers”

ster, andJerry Adler, as a self-loathing col-
umnistturned playwright,tap any subterra-
nean emotions, Whatsustains the movieis
Franklin’s loving, complex evocation of the
period; the real world and the photo world
bleed ‘into each other, sometimes literally
Peter Suschitzky did the sumptuous, dark-
toned cinematography.—M.S. (10/19/92)
(34th St. East, First & 62nd Cinemas, Art
Greenwich Twin, Chelsea Cinemas, World-
wide Cinemas, and Metro Cinema.)

Ranctio Notorious (1952)—Notoneof the films
that Fritz Lang will be remembered for.
Lang said that this Western was conceived
for Marlene Dietrich (she plays an aging
femme fatale, a retired dance-hall hostess,
whooperatesa hideout for outlawgangs) but
that by the time is was finished he and
Dietrich had stopped speaking to eachother.
Financed by Howard Hughes, though on a
small scale, it was shot mostly in the studio;
the picture was to be called “Chuck-a-Luck”’
and Lang used the ballad “The Legend of
Chuck-a-Luck” as an integral theme song,
but afterward Hughes changedthetitle. (The
picture was also recut.) Possibly even under
the best of circumstances the mixture of
Lang’s conspiratorial motifs with the West-
ern characters and locale might not have
worked out. Arthur Kennedy 1s @ cowpuncher
obsessed with getting revenge for the rape
and murderofhis fiancée, and Mel Ferrer 1s,

 

 

 

Frenchy, a Western variant of Lang’s master
criminals. With Gloria Henry, Willlam
Frawley, Jack Elam, Dan Seymour, George
Reeves, Lloyd Gough, and Fuzzy Knight —
P.K. (Museum of Modern Art; Oct. 26-27.)

Reservoir Docs—Mostofthe action in Quentin
Tarantino's pulp crime movie takes place in
a cavernous warehouse, to which the surviv-
ing participants of a botched jewelry heist
have repaired to hick their wounds. The
crooks amuse themselves by accusing each
other of treachery (someone tipped off the
police), waving their guns, screaming ob-
scenities, and torturing a cop whom oneof
them has captured. This is, explicitly, a
man’s world, (There isn’t a woman with a
speakingpart in the movie.) Tarantino em-
phasizes the characters’ absurdity; they’re
all presented as demented children,little
boys with big guns. He wants ustofeel as if
we had crack-landed in an alternate ui
verse: the Planet of the Goons. The movie
runson film-school cleverness—a homemade
pharmaceutical cocktail of pop music, visual
jolts, and allusions to Scorsese and Peckinpah.
‘As Supercool young directors go, Tarantino
(whose first film this is) 1s fairly engaging:
his mhilsm is antic and oddly cheery. But
the picture is less than the sum of its outra-
geous gags and inventive bits of business.
The dramatic possibilities of infantile bul-
lies goading each otherto violence are sadly
limited. The story is impressively bloody,
but the blood is thin, and it keeps leaking
out; Tarantino hasall’ he can do to maintain
the movie's pulse. The film,forall its may-
hem and fury, 1 too distant to be truly
disturbing;it treats everything with an im-
patient, born-too-late shrug. This is a rea
sonably lively picture about nothing, and
that’s apparentlyjust what it was meantto
be. With Harvey Keitel, Tim Roth, Steve
Buscemi, Michael Madsen, Lawrence Tierney,
and Chris Penn —T.R. (10/19/92) (Village
Theatre VII; starting Oct. 23.)

A River Runs Trrousk It—Robert Redford’s movie
of Norman Maclean'slyrical novella about
fly-fishing and familyloyalty in Montanais
serene,lulling, tranquil—no, t's dead dull.
Maclean's story traces the history of its nar-
rator’s relationship with his self-destructive
lad brother, Paul, through detailed descrip-
tions of their fishing trips; the narrative is
drivenby the tension betweenwhat it’s tell-
ing usand what1’s leaving out. Disastrously,
Redford and screenwriter Richard Frieden-
berg open upthe story. They show us too
much of what’s happeningoffstage—that is,
away from the river—and thus allow the real
source of the story's emotions to dissipate.
With a delicately balanced narrative like
this one, more 1s inevitably less, (And the
extra scenes cooked up by the filmmakers
are banal by any standard.) The movie is
ravishingly shot (by Philippe Rousselot), but
it’s lifeless, because it lacks the vital s
of Maclean's writing: the precision and grace
that he seemsto have learned,in part, from
fly-fishing. Redford and Friedenberg tryto
catch the story’s elusive meanings by lob-
bing grenades ito the river and blowing
everything in it out into the light of day
With Craig Sheffer as the narrator, Norman,
andBrad Pitt (who lookslike a young Redford
andgives a hghtweight performance) as Paul
‘The supporting cast includes Emily Lloyd,
‘Tom Sherritt, Stephen Shellen, Nicole Bur~
dette, Brenda Blethyn, and Susan Traylor—
T.R. (10/19/92) (Village Theatre VII, New
York Twin, and Columbus Circle )

Sanarinal—It promisesto adopt a daring street-
cabaret approach to the Soweto children’s
rebellion in 1976. Butafter a couple of big
numbers shot and cut in the ragged, grabby
style of “Fame,” the movie version of Mbongeni
Ngema’s musical dramasettles into a con-
ventional coming-of-political-age story. In-
spired by an idealistic teacher (played by
Whoopi Goldberg, who can’t overcome the
coy virtuousness of the role), the lead school-
girl, Sarafina (Leleti Khumalo), unites her
reverence for Nelson Mandela and her dreams
of school-show stardom, eventually joining
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the mass youth demonstrations against apart-
heid and theofficial curriculum. The writ-
ers, William Nicholson and Ngema, and the
director, Darrell James Roodt, take admi-
rable positions against violence as well as
oppression. But their film is caught between
stylized protest and messagey melodrama
‘Theincidents of carnage—especially a young
black mob burning a loathsome black con-
stable to death—are more numbing than
revelatory. The best shot: Sarafina, dazed
and exhausted after incarceration and tor-
ture, making her way past a white lawn party
to visit her servant mother (Miriam Make-
ba).—MS.(Village East Cinemas,86th Street
East Twin, and Chelsea Cinemas... @ Mur-
ray Hill Cinemas, and Embassy 1, through
Oct. 22... 4 Embassy,starting Oct. 23.)

Sinctes—t eron Crowe’s second film as a
writer-director (thefirst was the lovely 1989
teen comedy “Say Anything”) is a buoyant,
sweet-tempered little picture about the ro-
mantic confusions of some young Seattle
apartment-dwellers. It’s an ensemble piece,
the sort of movie that flits from character to
characterlike a hummingbird. Crowe's touch
is so light that you may, in the end, feel a
bit unsatisfied—disappomted that the movie’s
buzzing comic vitality starts to lose its reso-
nance the moment you leave the theatre.
This is romantic comedy of the wispiest
kind, but the picture is generous, graceful,
andconsistently funny. The director, in his
airy way, hasreally created a world here: he
turns the urban Northwest into a Forest of
Arden for young professionals and hopeful
grunge-rockers, Campbell Scott and Kyra
Sedgwick play Steve and Linda, idealistic
yuppiesin love, and both prove to be won-
derfully deft comedians And MattDillon, as
Cliff, the rather dim leader of a band called
Citizen Dick,1s hilarious. But the standout
in Crowe's energetic cast is Bndget Fonda,
who plays Janet, a bubbly underachiever
inexphcably smitten with Cliff Fonda is a
true original: she brings such reckless, joy

  

ous abandon to Janet’s pursuit of the un-
likely object of desire that she transforms
this desperate-love story line into something
exuberantly optimistic, This movie shows
that Cameron Crowe is a rare bird, loo: a
sunny realist.—T.R. (Village Theatre VII,
First & 62nd Cinemas, 23rd St. West Tri-
plex, and 84th Street Sixplex, ... @ Orpheum
VII; through Oct. 22.)

Sneaxers—The director, Phil Alden Robinson
(‘Field of Dreams”), attempts to fashion a
liberal thriller-comedy about a groupof high-
tech security analysts, led by Robert Rediord.
Under pressure from the National Security
Agency, Rediord agreesto steal a device that
can decode any computer program in the
private and pubhcsectors, His character is
sixties survivor (one of the first computer
pranksters) who has teamed up with four
other overgrown, misfit boys, Sidney Poitier
as a canned C.I.A. agent, River Phoemx as
an ethereal computer-age juvenile delinquent,
Dan Aykroydas an ex-con gadgetfreak, and
David Strathairn as a blind master of sound
tracing. The filmmakers haven’t given them
the distinctive interplay and kicky gimmicks
that can make a comic-book ensemble tickle
the fantasy bone. They're a liberal dream team
as neutered alternative family, with Redford’s
loveinterest, Mary McDonnell, as den mother,
‘The film’s smug anti-Republican humor won't
winanycrossovervotes. “Sneakers” exploits
an audience's fear of the microchip revolu-
tion, then endsupcelebrating computer sabo-
tage in theservice of progressive causes. It
plays into the handsof its enemies, it says
that left-wingers are a self-righteous élite,
With Ben Kingsley, who glowers malignantly
in therole of a mysterious genius. From a
seript by Robinson andthe producing-writ-
ing duo of Lawrence Lasker and Waiter F.
Parkes (“WarGames"’).—M.S. (9/21/92) (First,
& 62nd Cinemas, Park & 86th Street Cin-
emas, Waverly, Chelsea Cinemas, World-
wide ‘Cinemas, and Metro Cinema.)

Topaz (1969)—Hitchcock’s fifty-first feature is
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a larger, slower, duller version of the spy
thrillers he madein the thirties. Apparently
he expects us to identify with the waxwork
Cubanrightists who are spying for the U.S;
he expects us to accept the creaking late
late-show romances, and the Arrow-collar-
shaving-cream-ad hero (Frederick Stafford),
and all the people who look like cutouts and
behavelike drab, enervated versionsofspies
in his earlier films  Per-Axel Arosenius,
Michel Piccoli, and Philippe Noiret have a
few moments, and Roscoe Lee Browne perks
things up briefly, but mostof the other per-
formers waste awayin their roles. With John
Vernon, John Forsythe, Dany Robin, Kann
Dor, Claude Jade, and’ Michel Subor. From
a Leon Uris novel, adapted by Samuel Tay-
lor —P.K, (Theatre 80 St. Marks; Oct. 28.)

et in eighteen-eighties Kansas
and Wyoming,this engrossing, moody West-
ern is the sixteenth film Clint’ Eastwood has
directed, and by far the best. The canny
script, by David Webb Peoples, revives the
old story about the retired gunfighter (East-
wood) who picks up his firearms again for
onelastscore. But there’s no easy resolution,
and the movie is stronger because of its
loose ends: thefilmmakers acknowledge that
the bloody chaos of an outlaw's life can’t be
settled in two hours and eleven minutes.
The action begins when a cowboyslashes the
face of a prostitute, and her co-workers pool
their moneytooffer a reward for the murder
of him and his partner, Jaimz Woolvett is
the upstart whoenlists Eastwood in the bounty
hunt. Morgan Freeman plays Eastwood's
longtime partner, Gene Hackman a megalo-
maniacsheriff, Richard Harris a flamboyant
English gunslinger, and Saul Rubinek a dime
novelist. This 1s the finest set of performan-
ces ever to grace a Clint Eastwood movie,
andthis time Eastwood even does a good job
directing Eastwood. Every bullet in this movie
matters, underits leathery hide 1s a genuine
compulsion to de-romanticize Western gun-
fighting —M.S.(8/10/92) (Manhattan Twin.)
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  Radisson.Empire Hotel
63rd & Broadway, NewYork, NY 10023

DIRECTLYACROSS FROM LINCOLN CENTER

cateringfacilities.

Radisson Empire Hotel
Midtown, Mid-Price, Definitely

Not Middle Of The Road

Corporate America. Midtown Manhattan. Alljust
blocks away. Yet your own front door opens to the
magic of Lincoln Center and Central Park.

Andas uniqueas ourlocale, your specially appointed
room checks in with two-line telephones and data port
hook-ups, VCR and Nakamichi CD/Cassette stereos.
Around you-amenitieslike health club privileges, the
Empire Club Lounge, the Empire Grill, 24 hour room
service and more. All guaranteed by the Radisson name.

ACCOMMODATIONS:375 newly renovated rooms
and suites, 3 conference rooms, grand ballroom,

RATES:Start at $120.00* per room,per night. Special
"Weekend"rates available. Group rates upon request.

For reservations and information, please call:

(800) 333-3333 or (212) 265-7400
* All rates subject to availability.   
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN
FAMILY TIES

‘HEN William Haleywas told
thathis father’s estate, which
included a Pulitzer Prize,

notes for “Roots,” and annotated proofs

of “The Autobiography ofMalcolm X,”
was to be auctioned in Knoxville, he

went down to Tennessee to bear wit-
ness. Though people may debate just
where a writer’s life ends—with his death
or with his books—William is clear on
Alex Haley’s passing,last February. “My
father’s life ends in Tennessee,” he says,
as if reciting the plotofa familiar novel.
“His life ends of heart failure, age sev-
enty, a stone’s throw from a book con-
tract that will pull his estate from debt.”

Before the auction, William exam-
ined the catalogue ofhis father’s posses-
sions. In the auction room, familiar ob-
jects were tagged andlaid outlike
bodies. The sale, which netted about
eight hundred thousand dollars, sent the
Pulitzer award to the George Frederick
Jewett Foundation and several docu-
ments to the Schomburg Center, in

Harlem. The event was orchestrated by
Alex Haley's younger brother, George,
who had been madetheestate’s execu-
tor, for reasons mysterious to William.

“Myfather’s decisions offer no explana-
tion,” he says. “But he and my uncle go

back to the old time, and I suppose they
were close in the way of brothers whose
circumstances have undergone changes.”
George—sixty-seven, South-
em, with a deep, halting

é voice—says that he’s of the
2 old sensibility. What that
© means is that he fefused to
& call off the auction but did
2 allow William some time

to walk the maze ofhis father’s things.
“Tosee all this lying there was disorient-
ing,” William says. “You would think
George wouldlet the family pick out the
things we needed, but we had to bid
along with everyoneelse. George said
the estate needed cash, but does that

mean everything had to go? George is
family, and I’m notgoingto call him a
bastard, but as I stood through the auc-

tion that’s whatI was thinking.”
Georgelays the blamefor the auction

on his brother's penchant for large
things: farms, automobiles,life style.
“Alex lived in an idea world,” George
says. “He built unreal places, like his
farm, which isn’t a farm but a place
people go to dream. Butin this world
real bills come due on imaginary places.
‘The estate was short on assets, and we

needed moneyto do certain things. I
simply madea businessdecision.”

‘The auction may have had a personal
motivation as well. Georgelives in Silver
Spring, Maryland, and works in Wash-
ington, where he chairs the United

States Postal Rate Commission—a job
that cannothelp his popularity any—
and it has been suggested that the bur-
den ofanother's possessions weighed on
him heavily. In one stroke, he was able

to put the estate in the black, rid himself

of Alex’s world, and move on with his
own life. “George was going to do what
George was going to do,” William says.
“If that had meant selling off Alex

Haley’s legacy in the middle of the
night, he would have donethat.”

George thinks that his nephew may
miss the pointofhis father’s work. “My
brother's legacy cannotbelost,” he says.
“Tt’s forever available to anyone who can
walk into a library.” Whenhe is pressed
by reporters or family members or schol-
ars to say howhe thinks Alex wouldfeel
aboutall this, he says, “I don’t know

how,but I do know it’s wrongtolet the

deadsit in judgmenton theliving. Mine
was a choice of a man still in the world.”

William has no doubt about how his
father would react. “He would have been
greatly upset, and I think George knows
it,” he says. “That's why he moved so
quickly. I wasn’t told of the auction until
two days beforehand, so I couldn’t do
anything to stop it. Maybe Georgealso
feared his own second thoughts. I did
ask those close to Georgeto tell him
that he was wrong—that he could sell
off oneofthe unpublished books and get
out of debt that way. But once he makes
uphis mind...”

Anger, George says, is a result of
confusion. “I knowthat those who love
Alex are having a tough time,” he says.
“But wedid notsell off Alex—just some
things he happened to comein contact
with. People lose sight of this. When we
auctioned off Chicken George’s hat, ev-
eryone was so upset—everyone said we
were selling the past. Butthe hatisn’t from
life, it’s from the TV show ‘Roots.’ Lega-

efiiiedce.
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“Do you love the margarine story, or what?”

cies are being confused with objects.”
Those who are most upset are not

family members. They are writers and
scholars who had nointimate dealings
with Haley. Their only memories ofhim
are the books, the manuscripts, the

notes, and the awards. “When I heard
that the estate was being broken up, I
was blown away,” said Henry Louis
Gates, Jr., the chairman of Harvard’s De-
partment of Afro-American Studies.
“The black literary legacy is already so
fragmented that willful fragmentation is
incredibly disturbing.” Gates thinks, how-
ever, that the saddest aspect ofall this

mayalso be the incident’s saving grace—
that the auction maybetheonlyfitting
epilogue to the life of the man who
wrote “Roots.” Haley spent much ofhis
life gathering together the splintered re-
mains of his family tradition, which is

also the black tradition, and that story
came back together, Gates says, in the
form of his work, so now thathislife is
over perhapsit’s appropriate that the tra~
dition has again beenscattered.

BELTWAY SUCCESSION

ofthe problems with being Abe
Rosenthal’s son is that when you

get a big promotion atthe Times outsid-

ers jump to conclusions, Things like
nepotism spring to mind. Actually, the
legacy of the formerexecutive editor of
the Times is complicated enough so that
there are drawbacks as well as obvious
advantages to sharing his name. But, as
it happens, Andrew Rosenthal, who has
just been named the paper's Washington
editor, has forestalled a lot of the inevi-

table speculation abouthis father’s effect
onhis career by distinguishing himself as
a talentin his own right, first at the As-
sociated Press and subsequently in his
writing and reporting on the White
House for the Times.

Rosenthal, whoisthirty-six, will be-

come No. 2 in the Washington bureau,

as a result of major changestriggered by
the planned departure of the bureau
chief, Howell Raines, to become the
paper's editorial-page editor after the
Presidential election. R. W. Apple, Jr.,
the deputy Washingtoneditor, has been
named the next bureau chief, but he
wants to continue writing, so Rosenthal
is expected to take on a number of
day-to-day managerial duties, such as
assigning stories, that were formerly the
province of the bureau chief. The pro-
motions of Apple and Rosenthal are
only the first in a series of expected
shuffles in the bureau: Rosenthal’s re-

THE NEW YORKER, OCTOBER 26, 1992

placement to cover the White
House will be named soon,

and additional openings are
anticipated, because the

deputy bureau chief, Phil
Taubman,is considering op-
tions that involve leaving
Washington, and Maureen
Dowd, the paper's star corre-
spondent,is discussing new
assignments after theelection.

Apple said he chose Ro-
senthal as his deputy because
he has reported on foreign as
well as domestic politics, and
because he is universally
popular. In fact, it’s quite
difficult to find anyone with a
bad word to say about Ro-
senthal, which is surprising,
since there are a number of
people quite willing to vilify
his father. Although Abe
Rosenthal’s temperamental
side is legendary, his son is
unfailingly described as one of
the most easygoing of men,
even on deadline. “He is

calm,” the father volunteered ofhis son,
buthe couldn’t explain how Andrew had
acquired thetrait, saying only, “Well—
he didn’t get it from me.” Joseph
Lelyveld, the paper's managing editor,
says, “Nothing much beyond the name
reminds you of his father, so the rela-
tionship doesn’t leap out at you every
timeyou see him.”

According to Apple, Rosenthal is the
kind of guy who, when he once saw
Apple floundering for lack of good ma-
terial about a visit to Washington by
Mikhail Gorbachev,put on his coat and
said, “T'll get back to you.” Rosenthal,
who was formerly A.P.’s Moscow bu-
reau chief and speaks fluent Russian,
shortly telephoned Apple to feed him
crucial information. “He, of course, got

no byline, and seemed embarrassed
when J thanked him effusively for keep-
ing mefrom looking stupid,” Applesays.

Rosenthal is also knownfor riding a
scooter, on which he regularly gives his
girlfriend lift; for being a devout movie
buff, and for wearing neckties consid-
ered particularly daring by Washington
standards.

The youngest of three sons, and the
only oneto follow his father into the
newspaper business, Andrew was born
in India and by the age of seven had
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lived in Switzerland, Austria, Poland,
and Japan; hesettled in this country

in 1963, when his father left the wan-

deringlife of a foreign correspondent
to become the metropolitan editor of
the Times. Amonghis early memories
are discussing news stories with his fa-
ther and taking annual trips to visit
gregarious Times reporters in exotic
places. “I loved their easy camaraderie,”
hesays. “They were so into where they
were, they knew amazing details about
the countries where they were based.
Maybe myfather was secretly condition-
ing me.”

Rosenthal never sought work at the
Times until after his father stepped down
as executive editor, in 1986, and says

that, aside from some confusion in the
mail room, he didn’t inherit any diffi-
culties at the newspaper, even though
Abe Rosenthal still casts a long shadow
there. “I've never had people come on to
mein really hostile way if they feel
hostile toward him,” hesays. “I have had
people tell me really nice things about
him.I have never felt I've had to negoti-
ate a particular minefield. He’s been an
important and influential and contro-
versial figure—that’s the reality—but
having him as a teacher has been very
important.”

PRIVATE LIVES
Your famous—“significant,” even—

but you've always said that you
don’t want anyone to write your biogra-
phy, and then one day you hear that
someoneis doingjust that. What do you
do? Two and a half years ago, Sir
Stephen Spender heard that a young
man named Hugh David had been
commissioned to write his life, and he
did as follows: protested to the publish-
ers, denied David permission to quote
from his work, and, David assumes,let it
be knownto friends how unfriendly
their codperation with any such book
would be. Endoflife story? Nota bit.
Last week saw the publication in Lon-
don of David’s three-hundred-page
“Stephen Spender: A Portrait with
Background.”
The bookhas caused a larger-than-

life row, with commentators either treat-

3 ing it as a moral test case (shouldn’t we
3 have the copyright over our lives while
& wearestill living them?) or enjoying the
8 excuse to rake over Spender’s gay and

 

ARTHUR! ARTHUR!

RTHUR M. SCHLESINGER, JR.,

celebrated his seventy-fifth
birthday last week, at a

party held in one of those marble-
halled, oak-panelled clubs that ap-
pear to exist expressly for such occa~
sions. Professor Schlesinger cuts an
especially lively figure, and it was
noted throughout the evening that
in his case a mere three-quarters of a
century oflife was premature cause
for celebration—a tempting excuse
for a party, rather than an authentic
reason for one. Serving as toast-
master, William vanden Heuvel

madeit clear that the gathering was
but the first of a series of Schle-
singer-Geburtstagsfeste that would be
held at appropriateintervals through
the next quarter of a century.

Nevertheless, the affair did have
an official stamp—New Yorkers
dare not be seen to be enjoying
themselves unless they can also be
seen to be doing good. The party
was being given under the rubric of
the newly announced Arthur Schle-
singer, Jr., Fund, which is to be ad-
ministeredjointly by the Franklin D.
Roosevelt and John F. Kennedy Li-
braries, and the income from which
will provide grants to young histori-
ans working in the period ofAmeri-
can history that falls within and be-
tween the Presidencies of Roosevelt
and Kennedy, grants to those study-
ing the Soviet archives of that pe-
tiod, and scholarships for members
of minority groups specializing in
American history. During dinner,
vanden Heuvel called on a number
of guests to provide what the pro-
gram called “reflections” pertaining
to the guest ofhonor, most ofwhich

proved to be genteel equivalents of
a Friars Club “roast.” Betty Com-
den, Adolph Green, Kitty Carlisle
Hart, and Phyllis Newman sang a

parody of “Alexander's Ragtime
Band”that (because Mrs. Schle-
singer's first name is Alexandra)
emerged as “Alexandra’s Raffish
Man.” John Kenneth Galbraith
provided brief, droll commentary,

and Professor Schlesinger rounded
off the dinner with an Oscar win-

ner’s litany of thanks to family,
friends, and colleagues.

Professor Schlesinger is noted for
the quickness of his mind and the
nattiness of his dress. (He has fear-
lessly championed the bow tie
throughits every rise andfall on the
bourse of fashion.) Within the
walls of his club, fellow-members
describe him as the epitome ofwhat
Samuel Johnson coined the word
“clubbable” to express—an inveter-
ately congenial man, who, though
capable of producing a gloss on the
latest political event
almostbefore it has
happened,is kindly
enough tofall si-
lent while his less
mentally agile com-
panionscatch up to
ti, breathing hard.
Again and again at
the party, he was
hailed as America’s
preéminentliving
historian; at the
sametime, he
was affection-
ately chided
for not hav-
ing complet-
ed his im- <9
mense “The
Age of Roos-
evelt,” which
he has beenla-
boring on for well over thirty years.

“Perhaps I had better mend my
ways,” Schlesinger said. “When he
was eighty-five, my mother’s collat-
eral relative the great nineteenth-
century American historian George
Bancroft wrote to his friend Oliver
Wendell Holmes theelder, ‘I rise in
the night,light myfire and candles,
andlabor with close application full
thirteen hours consecutively, thatis,
from five in the morning until eight
in the evening, with one short hour’s
interruption for breakfast and no
other repast, not so muchas a sip of

water.’ In my case, I would prob-

ably be thinking of sipping a nice
ice-cold dry Martini.”

—BRENDAN GILL

Raffish Man
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Communist past. As a controversy, the
whole business has plenty ofcolor: the
eager-beaver thirty-eight-year-old re-
searcher versus the reluctant eighty-
three-year-old poet; the new-nineties
no-holds-barred biographer versus the
last great survivor of England’s thirties;
the chippylittle David versus the estab-
lishmentGoliath.

Both men have been given generous
amounts of column space—by the Lon-
don Times, the Observer, and the Inde-
pendent on Sunday—to air their differ-
ences. David says that he was once
taught by Spender, and that when he
proposed a biography the poet seemed
to have no objection; Spender says that
hehasnorecollection ofteaching David,
and that when hefinally met him he
considered David quite unsuitable for
thejob. David says that Spenderis a vig-
orous self-promoter who “deprivatized”
himself forty years ago, when he wrote a
confessional autobiography, “World
Within World”; Spender says that heis
still a private person trying to write po-
ems. David wonders why it is that
Spender has in the past approved of
unauthorized biographies of others:
didn’t he enthusiastically review Peter
Ackroyd’s unauthorized life ofT. S. Eli-
ot, and didn’t he also codperate with a

biographer ofAuden, who never wanted
a biography to be written? Spender
would probably answer that neither

“On the other hand, ifwe backpedal too much, we'll lose the hate vote.”

Eliot nor Auden wasalive to read what
was said, but he is, and has found
David’s bookfull oferrors offact and in-
terpretation, which the publishers did
notallow him tocorrect.

Several reviewers have already agreed
with Spender that David’s book is a
shoddypiece ofwork, and pointoutthat
it is also very lazy—large parts are taken
from “World Within World,” with a
sneering tone added. Andit includes
nothing about Spender’s sexual past that
we didn’t know already. On the whole,
Spender mighthave been better advised
to let the book quietly come and go. But
this would be to reckon without the for-
midable Lady Natasha Spender,his wife
offifty years, who when she disapproves
of something seemsto expect the whole
ofliterary Londonto rally round. Lady
Spender’s view of the matter wasset out
last week in the Times Literary Supple-
ment, in an article that, without men-
tioning Hugh David’s book until the
penultimate paragraph, fulminated
against “Watergate-type investigations”
into thelives ofartists and writers. “In
the space of two weeks,” she wrote,
“I have heard from four of my con-
temporaries of the stress they are each
under (in one case amountingto serious
illness) at the prospect of impending
biographies.” She went on to call for a
new code ofpractice, which would end

the “blackmail” and the “unconscio-
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nable” intrusiveness of unauthorized bi-
ographies.

Mostpeoplefeel considerable sympa-
thy for the Spenders—or did. The tone
of Lady Spender’sarticle, with its absurd
suggestion that the subject always knows
better than the biographer,is so self-

righteous that opinion is now drifting
the other way. Thelatest word from the
gossip columns, of which the Spenders
have always availed themselvesall too
liberally, is that the poet and his wife are
so fed up with England that theyare go-
ing to live permanently in France. And
there, it turns out, Spender, whoseline
has always been “Over my dead body,”
will, after all, nominate someoneto write
his life.

THE PLAYERS

'HE collapse two weeks ago of Hol-
lywood’s InterTalent Agency—a

four-year-old outfit that specialized
in personalized service to high-profile
clients like Isabella Rossellini, Laura
Dern, and Mia Farrow—has led to a
sort offrantic agentfree-fall. Bill Block,
one of InterTalent’s founders, is return-

ing to his former agency, International
Creative Management, as the head of
its West Coast operations, and two of
his partners, David Greenblatt and
Mark Rossen, are negotiating deals to
join him. Three others, Judy Hofflund,

J. J. Harris, and David
Schiff, are hooking
up with the boutique-
like United Talent
Agency. Andeven be-
fore the ink had dried
on Block’s deal—it’s for
seven figures—industry
trade papers were pub-
lishing rumors that Wil-
liam Morris was look-
ing to gobble up the
midsize Triad Agency.
“It reminds meof the
Flying Elvises,” a wary
LC.M.client says ofall
the agentsstill ducking
for cover.
At a time when

fewer films are being
made, fees are being

cut, and moviesales are
in a major slump, the

breakup of InterTalent
is further evidence of
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howthe recession is hitting
the entertainmentindustry,
and it suggests that the only
way to compete nowis with
the resources of a huge
agency, like I.C.M. (known
for its big-name actors) or
Creative Artists Agency (a
movie-business cartel con-
trolling first-rate directors),
which getfirst crack at books
and screenplays. “This indi-
cates what agents are finding
out all around—thattalent
doesn’t care about a lack of
conflict ofinterest. The stars
don’t give a shit about
conflict of interest,” says Joe
Roth, the chairman of
Twentieth Century Fox.
“They're looking for the big-
gest gorilla that will help
them hold line against the
studio. This is a scary time
for everyone. And everyone
wants to go with the stron-
gest foot.”
The InterTalent breakup

stems from what one of the
partners calls a “philosoph-
ical difference” within the
partnership—with half want-
ing to maintain a smaller, specialized

service to clients and the otherhalf frus-
trated by the agency’s inability to lure
majorstars. “The best way to character-
ize this is that it started as the whole
group considering going to I.C.M.,”
someoneclose to the negotiations says.
“Then the whole group decided that it
wanted to stay InterTalent. Then Bill
and a group decided ‘Uh-uh—we want
to do it and we're going to.’ At which
point the other half said no. So they
broke up into two neatpieces.”

Tt all crashed quickly. On Friday af-
ternoon,the partners met andsettled on

an uneasy truce, agreeing to stay to-
gether while privately fielding offers
from other companies. By Saturday
morning, Block had begun negotiating
his own deal at I.C.M. And on Sunday
morning, the partners met at the
Radisson Bel-Air Summit Hotel for
brunch, and, knowing the end was near,
one of them requested that the harpist
seated nearby play “The Way We
Were.”

The trade papers have suggested that
there was financial instability at In-
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“Look! There’s Dorrie’s scarf!”

terTalent, and a studio head implied the
samething. “Blockis a guy that wants to
have a big agency, with a music division
andoffices all over, operating like a gen-
eral to his staff,” he said. “But he made
all the wrong movesin the teeth of a re-
cession and didn’t understand the depth
of cash needed to run a private com-
pany.” Block, however, fiercely denies
such allegations, calling them “character

assassination” and “dish-ism.” And
InterTalent loyalists think that some of
the criticism has been instigated by
agents at C.A.A., whoarestill angry
about Hofflund’s and Greenblatt’s de-
parture from that agency four years ago.
The immediate result of all the

consolidation will probably be a loss of
jobs. Already, 1.C.M.is planning to lay
off half a dozen middle-level agents,

and more sackings are expected as the
company is streamlined by Block. “No-
body views this with glee,” says the pro-
ducer Lynda Obst, an I.C.M.client.

“Nobody is happy. This is the death of a
bunch of hundred-thousand-dollar jobs
here in town.” But Greenblatt mini-
mizes theloss. “If all goes well, all we'll

lose is some people in the mail room,”
he says of InterTalent’s dissolution.
What he doesn’t say is that the super
agents of the world have traditionally
beguntheir careers in the company mail
room.

Not Block, though. New York born

andbred, he has been a fixture on the
Hollywood circuit since he arrived
in town, twelve years ago, after work-
ing as a production assistant for David
Susskind. “He looks vampiric—like an
edgy thirties matinée idol,” says one ac-
quaintance. “He likes black leather,
drives a black sportscar, andlives in this
ultra-modern house,all black and white,
that’s as sharp and as he is.”

“There’s a superficiality about Bill
that even he finds amusing,” a client
says. “It’s a tongue-in-cheek quality
that’s endearing.”

Anotherclient defends Block by say-
ing, “In a businessofslimebags, I might
as well have one workingfor me.”

WhenBlock was asked if he had any
regrets about the demise ofInterTalent,

he said, “No.” He paused, and then
added, “And I’m nota sociopath.” #
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MADONNAS ANTICLIMAX
by Calvin Tomkins

T" world’s first pornographic
blockbuster arrives this week, to
the sound of heavy breathing in

all media. “Sex,” Madonna’spicture book
oferotic fantasies, is an international
event—a first printing of seven hundred
andfifty thousand copies, issued in five
languages, together with a bonus CD of
Madonna's soon-to-be-hitsingle, “Erotic,”

and noendofpublic appearances by an au-
thorwhose infallible rapport with the public
is one of the wonders of our age. The
Mafia-like omerta surrounding the bookwas
finally breached on Columbus Day week-
end, whenthirteen hundredandsixty-five
copies werefilched from a truck in Wal-
tham, Massachusetts
—a coup whose tim-
ing, from a public-
relations standpoint,

could hardly be bet-
tered. Butthe publicity
campaign now reach-
ing gale force cannot
drown out some long
sighs of disappoint-
ment from anyone
who plunks down
$49.95 for this great
missed opportunity.

Ofeall the minorart
forms, pornography
has remainedtheleast
developed. Certified
pornographic master-
works, from Sappho

to Nabokov, can be
counted onthe fin-
gers ofone hand. The best-known critical
theorists of the form, from Anthony

Comstock to Jesse Helms, have had the
disadvantage of being morons. The Na-
tional Endowmentfor the Arts supports
pornographic experimentunwillingly, at
best, and our popular culture contents it-
self with unimaginative increases in the
gross annual depiction ofbare skin and
earnest copulation. How the heart leaped
up,then,at the news that Madonna was
planningto liberate us from this morass.
SurelyMadonna,reigning icon ofAmeri~
can celebrity, dazzling reincarnation of
the Warhol dogmathat major fame can 

be achieved with minor talent, was mar-
shalling her unparalleled creative and
commercial resources to produce a porno
bookthat wouldnotonly bust blocks but
take us places we had never beento before.

Well, sheblew it. “Sex” not only breaks
no new ground; it tumbles kerplop into the
pit ofglumnessthat swallows ninety-nine
per centofthe world’s would-be pornogra-
phets. It is boring, non-erotic, and dumb.

Her bookis divided up, moreorless,
into nine narrative sequences, three of

which feature S &M encounters that are
mostly homosexual butfar from gay: Ma-
donnatied to a chair while two female
skinheads kiss her, nibble her nipples, and

threaten her with a
knife; Madonnain a

black leather outfit
cut to expose her
breasts, lying back
amidchains while a
hefty male biker un-
convincingly simu-
Jates cunnilingus; Ma-
donnain an evening
gown, surrounded by
denizens of a male
strip club who wear
dogcollars and sweat
a lot. Nobody here
showsany signs of
enjoying the pro-
ceedings, although
in oneor two shots
Madonnalooks as if

ackigg she might be sup-
pressing the giggles.

‘Then there is Madonna with The Older
Man—notonlyolderbutseriously over-
weight, and very glum,and obviously
wondering how longhehasto keep his
handplaced just so on the underslope of
that assertive left breast. We also have Ma-
donnaapplyinglipstick to The Younger
Manin a hotel bedroom, and Madonna
skinny-dipping with Isabella Rossellini,
and Madonna in a varietyofintimate three-
somes,interracial and otherwise:political
correctnessis notstinted here, although =

the well-muscled black man in oneseries 5
gives thehilarious impression ofwishing 3

rather desperately that he could be some. ©



where else. As the narratives progress,
and the leather and chainsgive way to
gentler images of beach, bedroom, and a

Miami street where Madonnais seen
hitchhikingin high heels and nothing else,
the star herselfappears nowand thento be
having little fun, but nobody else does, and

thatincludes the reader.
‘The effort that wentinto all this makes

the outcomeseem doublycruel. Nicholas
Callaway, the distinguished art-book
publisher who produced “Sex” for mass-
market distribution by Warmer Books, has

pulled off something of a graphics mar-
vel—a richly textured quality reminiscent
ofgravure-printed photographic books of
the nineteen-fifties, such as Henri Cartier-

Bresson’s “The Decisive Moment.” Fabien
Baron,the art directorfor the project, has

combined photographs and text and color
and design with great verve; he has made
“Sex” such an interesting exercise in graphic
art, in fact, that you tendtofeelthatit’s

more aboutlayout than aboutgetting laid.
The written passages, which include

several “letters” from Madonna's alter ego,
Dita, to her lover, Johnny,are the book’s
onlyreal erotica—albeit in old-fashioned,
porno-cliché terms. The photographsare
notonly non-erotic butjust plain bad.
Steven Meisel, the hottest and probably
the highest-paid fashion photographer on
theplanet,has let down the team with im-

age after image thatis dead on the page—
lifeless, derivative,imaginatively limp. There
is only onegreat shotin the whole book,
and Baron hassensibly spread it across
twopages;it’s a closeup of a nude female
torso (Madonna’s, presumably), turning a
backward somersault underwater so that
all weseeis the upper thighs and the pu-
bictriangle. Atfirst glance,it resembles
some wondroussea creature, like a mana-

tee, but then yougetit, andrealize that it

concludesa little subsection of the book
called “My PussyHas NineLives.”

But we can’t blame Meisel for the fi-
asco. It’s Madonna’s book, and Madonna,

as we all know,controls the world. (Her

world,at any rate.) In several prepublication
interviews she has announced somewhat
testily that “Sex” is supposed to be funny,
notshocking, andhas talked on aboutthe
book’s humorousaspects, and that’s a real
downer, notjust because the humoris as

hard to find as the shocks but because Ma-
donnaoughtto know that whenyou have
to tell your audience that somethingis a
joke it’s timeto getoffthe stage.

Sadly, her book is going to give por-
nographya bad name. +  
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SHUNNING THE LOSERS
by John Newhouse

term President, he will be remem-

bered for his utter preoccupation
with foreign affairs, to the exclusion of
matters other than his political fortunes.
Over the past half century, American
Presidents from Roosevelt through
Reagan have struggled—by andlarge
successfully—to
deal with threats to
the country’s and
the world’s security
while also sustain-
ing and promoting
rising standards of
living. Bush, how-

ever, has virtually

ignored domestic
affairs, largely be-
cause of his reluc-
tance to ruffle the
hard right on the
issues that matter
most to it now;
these include the
entire social agen-
da as well as the
sanctity of so-
called  Reagan-
omics. Also, Bush

makes nosecret of
his lack of interest
in domestic prob-
lems, having noted,

when he was asked
aboutthis at a news
conference, “I don’t

‘wantto get stretched
out on the couch
too far in terms ofanalysis,” but then
conceding that foreign problems were
more fun than domestic ones. He has
made some ardentbut unavailing at-
tempts to lower the tax on capital gains.
Otherwise,foreign policy has served not
just as the outlet for his hyperkinetic
style but also as the arena in which he
could work alongsidehis great confeder-
ate and helmsman,James A. Baker.

Working with an old and intimate
friend also set Bush apart from his pre-
decessors: first, because it is rare, and,

[ George Bushis fated to be a one-

 

George Bush andJames Baker:
Baker set Bush’s course by studiously
separatingforeign-policy “winners”

“from ‘Tosers.”

second, because Baker, the junior part-
ner, did the larger part of the heavy lift-
ing—although not during the Persian
Gulf crisis, which the White Housesees
as its finest hour. Initially, the division
of labor was a curious one: Bush, the
President, behaved like a Secretary of
State manqué, whereas Baker, a brilliant

political operator,

seemed to have
wandered into an
unnatural environ-
ment. He and Bush
were not a matched
pair. Bush had col-
lected somelofty
titles but had al-
ways been held on
someone’s short
leash. Baker was
known in Wash-
ington as much the
brighter, tougher,
and moreresource-
ful of the two; he

~ would givepolitical
direction.

Baker did arrive
at State with an
agenda, intending
first to neutralize
his party’s obses-
sion with the Cen-
tral American left.
Hedid so, thereby
meeting a precon-
dition to goodrela-
tions with Con-
gress. And, like

Bush, Baker had already spotted the
glint of opportunity in Israel’s heavy-
handed repression of the swelling Pales-
tinian protest on the West Bank. Baker
cameto State with a small entourage of
people whofelt that they were serving a
future President—that Baker would re-
turn to the White House one day under
his own power, and was meanwhile get-
ting the necessary tickets punched. But
his approach to the portfolio that he had
chosen for himself under Bush discon-
certed diplomats and fellow foreign ‘S
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ministers. He was, they soon saw, a su-

perb negotiator, an exceptionally hard
worker, and a remarkably quick study;
they also noted, however, that he had
little interest in or curiosity aboutforeign
policy, and took a monochromatic view
ofthe world. Baker's abiding interest, of

course, wasnational politics, and to him
that meant devoting his energy and his
considerable diplomatic skills to two con-
stituencies: the press and Congress,in
that order, Baker manipulates and fine-
tunes press coverage better than any
otherpolitical figure of the modern era—
better, even, than Henry Kissinger, who

set a newstandard for press management
in his day. Kissinger was not the virtuoso
performerthat Baker is. What Bakerlacked
then, as now, was political base of his

own. Heintendedto run for President
on his résumé—especially on what he
could achieve as Secretary of State.

Stylistically, Bush and Baker re-
inforce each other. Both are profoundly
cautious. In almostanysituation, Bush is

all but addicted to the status quo, and al-

though Baker is more flexible, he has ac-
tually set Bush’s course by studiously
separating foreign-policy “winners” from
“losers.” A second, more prominent

difference between the two is Bush’s
tendencyto personalize foreign affairs—
to bring policy toward a given country
into line with his relationship, whether
goodor bad, with its leader. Otherwise,
the styles of Bush and Baker in their
joint conduct offoreign policy have
gradually converged. One part of a
Bush-Baker diplomatic convention
could be described as “Rock no boats
unless and until you must.” Shunning
problems abroad thatcarry political risks
at home—especially with the hard
right—is the other, more solemnpart of

that convention.

oT long after Bush waselected,
Brent Scowcroft, who was to be-

come his national-security adviser, ob-
served that the Administration’s foreign
policy would be “mainstream—unimagi-
native, perhaps, but mainstream.” As
prophecy, the comment was acute.
Bush’s first four months were taken up
by a laborious foreign-policy review,
which, according to many of those who
worked on it, contributed nothing; one
official characterized the outcome as
“status quo plus.” Still, expectations
within the diplomatic communityand in  
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major capitals were high. Bush’s obvious
grasp of and rapt involvement with the
substance offoreign policy were gratify-
ing, and so wastheattention that he

showered onfellow-leaders, in a steady

flow of phone calls and handwritten
notes. Although some European and
numerous Japanesepolitical figures were
privately apprehensive aboutthe declin-
ing quality oflife in America, the new
Administration seemedstrikingly in-
different to the domestic agenda. What
did trouble Bush, Baker, Scowcroft,
and Secretary of Defense Richard
Cheney was a small dark cloud
that seemed to be hovering over-
head. It was Soviet President
Mikhail Gorbachev, who was the

mostpopular political figure in all
Europe (except the Soviet Union),
and had for quite a while been accepted
there as an agent ofuseful change. In
most capitals, leaders and diplomats
alike urged doing as much business as
possible with Gorbachevas rapidly as
possible, since it was far from certain
that he would survive theforces set loose
by his reforms. What seemed equally
self-evident to such people was the
pleasing prospect of being able to work
out arms-control agreements and other
deals largely on one’s ownterms, since
Gorbachev and Eduard Shevardnadze,
his deeply respected Foreign Minister,
were scrambling to make deals—to pro-
mote the best possible relations with
their nominal Cold War adversaries.
Ronald Reagan himself had blessed this
enterprise when he put his arm around
Gorbachev in Red Square in June of
1988 and declared the “evil empire” a
thingofthe past.

Bush and his team, sensitive to the

unyielding bias of their party’s right
wing and aware ofits lack of love for
him, took a sombre view. America’s Eu-

ropean allies were seen as being afflicted
in varying degrees with Gorbomania.
The danger, the White Housebelieved,

wasthat the softer line being peddled by
this artful reformer would be used to
split Europe from America and thereby
achieve a basic Soviet goal. “Drugstore
cowboy” was the early—Mayof 1989—
White House characterization of Gorba-
chev, put forward by the presssecretary,
Marlin Fitzwater. Gorbophobia would
for the momentserve as the antidote to
Gorbomania.

Gorbachev was then talking notion-
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ally about a common European home,

and the Bush people feared that such an
idea was intended to enfoldall members
of the Western alliance except the North
Americans. A few monthslater, in the
autumn, Europe and therest of the
world were flung into a newera. The
effects of Gorbachev's reforms at home
and his soft line abroad were over-
whelming his admirable but modest
purposes. Half a century of experience,
including the anomaly known as the
Cold War, was abruptly repealed in

the winter of 1989-90 as the
Soviet Unionreleased its empire
and began to spin out of control.
Although the implications defied
instant comprehension, the sweep-

ing change clearly harbored
sweeping opportunity. Politically,

the Soviet Union had become demandeur
onall fronts. A unified Germannation
was now a possibility. The command
economies of Eastern Europe—and
conceivably of the Soviet Union, too—

could now give way to market econo-
mies, managed bypopularlyelected gov-
ernments. Arms-control agreements
would be attainable largely on Wash-
ington’s terms. The United Nations
might even begin to play the role for
which it had been designed. And the
nonaligned bloc would fade away, along
with the polarity that had led to its cre-
ation. In the Middle East, a peace pro-

cess just might be feasible; the Soviets
had already ceased being an obstruction-
ist force there, and could now be ex-
pected to play a moderatingrole. Syria’s
scope for disruptive behavior would be
narrowed, because its patron and weap-

ons supplier, the Soviet Union, would be
playingthis other, cleaner game.

Baker aside, Bush and his senior
foreign-policy aides had from thestart
impressed diplomats and other govern-
ments as experienced and capable. Even
morestriking were the collegiality—the
absence of rancor that had agitated the
four preceding Administrations—and,
indeed, the apparent affability of rela-
tions between Baker, Cheney, and
Scowcroft. They had all worked together
in the Ford Administration, when Bush
was running the Central Intelligence
Agency. Cheneyhad been Gerald Ford’s
chiefofstaff, and Scowcroft had been, as
he is now,the national-security adviser.
Robert Gates, who becamethe director
of Central Intelligence last year, was
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Scowcroft’s deputy during the first half
of the Bush Administration, and had

served in the C.I.A. in the Ford era. Baker,

who was Ford’s campaign managerin
the 1976 election, had not then been in
the foreign-policyloop, but he had been
exposed no less than the others to the
abiding hostility of the Republican hard
right to détente with the Soviet Union.
To many diplomats, foreign and

American, it seemed that Bush and his
senior advisers werestill listening to the
drumroll of their party’s hard-liners.
Cheney and Gates were openly doubt-
ful about Gorbachev and the prospect
of doing serious business with him.
Scowcroft seemed somewhere between
agnostic and skeptical. Baker was pri-
vately taking a different view: his con-
tacts over the spring and summer of
1989 with Shevardnadze had begun to
persuade him that the Soviet leaders had
put Cold War thinking behind them
and were “for real,” in the Admin-
istration’s jargon.

Stylistically, the Administration seemed
well equipped to run reactive, purely
operational foreign policy—ideal for
the Cold War andother adversarial situ-
ations. Bush would be on the phone
with this or that foreign leader; Scow-
croft, the pluperfect senior aide, would
make sure that the boss’s options stayed
open and the necessary paper moved
smoothly. Then, there was Baker, who
combined qualities that American diplo-
mats hadrarely seen in one Secretary of
State: a special relationship with the
President, a way with Congress, and ex-

traordinary operational skills.
Experience has shown the Bush-

Bakerforeign policy to be flawedin vari-
ous ways, two ofwhich stand out.
The first is Bush’s personalizing
of policy. “He sees himself as be-
longing to a freemasonry oflead-
ership,” a highly experienced
American diplomat says. “He finds you
attractive, he finds your country attrac-
tive.” Tying friendly relations with a
fellow-leader to intergovernmental re-
lations often complicates policy and
overburdens the official relationship.
The two leaders may meet, or talk on

the telephone, and agree on something,
but at a perilous level of generality.
Down theline, bureaucracies can, and

often do, put different spins on whatever
it was that their leaders thought they
were doing. Bush also personalizes bad

  

situations; examples include Manuel
Noriega and Saddam Hussein. The
practice can, and usually does, create

confusion within the governmentabout
thepolicyitself.

The second, and more notable, flaw

is the Administration’s style. Within the
State Departmentandtheforeign-policy
community, there is wide agreement
that the absence ofwhat Bush has called
“the vision thing” hurts badly in this
transitional period. Although Baker is
no more a conceptualizer of policy than
Bush, he was oncereputed to understand

the need for a strategic vision to which
policy could be affixed or adjusted. “He
knows you need it, and he will always
have someone to supply it,” a former
colleague of his once told me. Baker's
entourage whenhearrived at State in-
cluded Margaret Tutwiler, his political
alter ego, whom he made the depart-
ment’s spokesperson. Thechief policy
aides were Robert B. Zoellick and Den-
nis B. Ross, who are generally seen as very
capable. Under Baker's direction, Ross

has managed a numberofoperations,
including the Middle East peace talks.
But Zoellick, who came from the Trea-
sury Department with Baker, was the key
figure, many diplomats referred to him
as Super Exec, as chief trouble-shooter,

and as chief conceptualizer. It wasn’t
long before some senior American dip-
lomats concluded that Baker just might
be running the best seventh floorthat they
had ever seen—operationally. Zoellick
and Ross, both of whom have gone to
the White House with Baker (so has
Tutwiler) to work on the campaign, may
have been gifted conceptualizers, but
theyhad little time for conceptualizing,

they were too busy helping Baker
react to events and carry on policy
to be able to think for long at one
sitting about conceptandstrategy.

Because Baker insisted on op-
erating strictly within this tiny circle of
tested loyalists, he overburdened them;
the rest of State was excluded from the
principal action. As a managementtech-
nique, Baker’s wasvery effective if the
purposewasto controlaccessto sensitive
information and prevent leaks—atleast
those ofwhich one disapproved. Other-
wise, the Baker managementstyle was
ultimately bad for policy and very bad
forinstitutions. The people at State who
normally implement policy and moveit
alongare theassistant secretaries, on the  
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sixth floor. Baker never found a way to
use them,and they neverhadreliable ac-
cess to him orto the information that
bore mostheavily on their responsibili-
ties. Separating people onthesixth floor
from their leaders on the seventh in-
creases an Administration’srisk of being
blindsided by events. The attempted
coup against Noriega, in late 1989,
which produceda fiasco in Washington,
was an exampleofthat.

USH’S habit of personalizing policy
was strongly displayed in Eu-

rope—first with Germany's Chancellor
Helmut Kohl and then with Gorbachev.
In the winter of 1989-90, Bush did a
volte-face toward Gorbachev, becoming,
in fact, the world’s most prominent
Gorbophile. He and Baker neither
caused nor shaped the events that seem-
ingly overnight turned Cold War into
warm peace. Buttheir tactical response
to them could not have been improved
on: the Administration was cautious
whenit had to be,resisting any tempta-
tion to exploit the events. This caution
wasbalanced with operational flair and
imagination,especially with regard to
Germanunification. Not even Kohl and
his quick-witted Foreign Minister, Hans
Dietrich Genscher, who made mostof
Bonn’sforeign policy and was strongly
tugged toward East Germany, were
thinking along those lines. When they
did, Bush and Baker encouraged them.
But Kohl didn’t consult Bush and Baker
or anyone else when, on November28,
1989, he proposed the creation of
“confederative structures between the
two states in Germany in orderto create
a federation.” Read now, the speech

looks tame; even then, Kohl did not ex-

pect to see fullyunified Germannation
for several years. But, whatever it was
that he had in mind, Bush and Baker
supported it. In many ways, Germany
was already the strongest European
power, and it was judged by the Admin-
istration to be America’s most important
ally. As Bush and Baker saw matters, a
unified Germany would be a source of
stability during a period of change, pro-
vided thatthe enlarged nation continued
to be a member ofNATO. And Bush and
Baker were instrumental not just in in-
terceding with Gorbachev on behalf of
unification butalso in maneuvering his
acceptance of an enlarged Germany as’
part ofNATO.
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Along with the good news that ac-
companied the rout of Communism,
there were signs that history as people
once knew it was emerging from the
time warp of the Cold War. The world’s
affairs would no longer be dominated by
an adversarial relationship between two
superpowers. The main arena in which to
compete appeared now to involve trade
and finance. There the major players,
besides the United States, would be Japan,
the new Germany, and possibly, by the

end of the century, a united European
Community. America could no longer
take for granted its preéminentrole in
Europe’s affairs. Diplomacy could no
longerbe practiced by Cold War rules—
the ones that Washington knew best.

Some American diplomats began to
worry aboutrelations with majorallied
capitals—Bonn, London, and Paris.

Bush, they noted, had ignored one of

diplomacy's first principles by binding
his foreign policy to individuals—in this
case, to Kohl and Gorbachev—and now
oneofthose individuals, Gorbachev, was

in a steep political decline. Bush and
Baker had donea lot to make possible a
united Germanywithoutaskingfor,let
alonegetting, something from Kohl and
Genscherin return; this, too, seemed
odd to diplomats. They felt that Wash-
ington would have to obtain help from
Bonninestablishing some new and
workable link between NATO and the
E.C. Also required, diplomats felt, was

some buttressing of American relations
with London and Paris: Britain saw an
enlarged Germanyas a potentially dom-
inant force, and as a serious threatto its
special relationship with the United
States; the shocked French saw uni-
fication as shifting Europe’s center of
political gravity from Paris to Berlin.
America might no longer be dominant,
but it ought to be able to influence, or
even shape, the balance ofpower in Eu-
rope. Doing so might mean having to
abet efforts by France and Britain to
constrain Germany, Europe’s colossus,
whenorifthat should becomedesirable.

The concerns of the diplomats were
borneout, they thought, in Houston in

July of 1990. The occasion was the an-
nual summit meeting of the G-7—
shorthand for the group of seven major
hard-currency countries. The meeting
Was a turning point in the Administra-
tion’s relations with Kohl’s Germany.
Among the agendaitems were talks
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aimedat strengthening the world trade
system. These are tied to GATT—the
General Agreementon Tariffs and Trade.
The Administration saw as the chief ob-
stacle to progress the unreasonably high
price supports for agriculture in various
membercountries of the E.C.—espe-
cially France. Bush and Kohl reached an
understanding in Houston, or so Bush
thought, that Bonn would somehow

oblige the French to take on their farm-
ers and scale down price supports. But
there was no formal agreement, the

Germans say—only stated willingness
on their part to try to persuade Paris to
accommodate Washington. The Ad-
ministration, they add, was asking them

to throw their weight around, and

thereby vindicate the unification angst in
Paris, which in any case would not make
concessions to Washington via Bonn.

Administration people began com-
plaining privately about lacking the
money andleverage that a stronger Eu-
ropean policy would require. Europe-
ans—Germans, especially—note deri-
sively that the Administration is
subcontracting importantpieces ofits
policy, as in Eastern Europe and the
former Soviet Union. A fine edge of
irony runs through the argument. Pro-
viding morefinancial aid to Easter Eu-
rope and former republics of the Soviet
Unionis only one of the ways by which
Germanyis securing its base in this re-
gion. High Germaninterest rates attract
capital from America and elsewhere,
whichis used not only to finance the
costs of unification but also to promote
German industrial development through-
out Eastern Europe. Briefly, America,
with its feeble economy and its huge
deficit, may feel unable to contribute
muchin the way of support for Eastern
Europe, but American dollars do play a
role, though notvisibly.

“Contradictory” would be fair de-
scription of Administration policy to-
ward the former Soviet Union. The
weaker Gorbachev became, the more
Gorbocentric the policy became. After
having spent nine months or so ques-
tioning Gorbachev's bonafides, Bush
and Baker never discovered thelimits of
his role at homeorhis political weight
there. As history’s agent of change, he
did becomea figure of enormous conse-
quence. At another level, he was a re-
former—gifted and courageous, but

driven quixotically by a notion that the   
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‘I'm afraid, Inspector, this means that everybody and

everything in the country has been copyrighted.”

moribundSoviet system could be saved.
The Administration saw Boris Yeltsin
not for what he was—theonly available
alternative to anarchy, or worse—but as
a threat to Gorbachev andthe status
quo. As late in Gorbachev’s day as Au-
gust 1, 1991, Bush was warning a parlia-
mentary audience in Kiev—whichis
nowthecapital of an independentstate,
Ukraine—against breaking away. “Free-
dom is not the same as independence,”
he said. “Americans will not support
those who seek independencein order to
replace a far-offtyranny witha local des-
potism. They will not aid those who
promotea suicidal nationalism based
upon ethnic hatred.” After equating
freedom with democracy, he said point-
edly that “democracy has begun to set
firm rootsin Sovietsoil.”

The speech (which became known as
the “chicken Kiev” speech) was a White
House rewrite of a State Department
draft. Bush himself inserted the phrase
“suicidal nationalism.” He was described
to measbelieving that he was protecting
human rights and strengthening the So-
viet Union.Just eighteen days later, the
anti-Gorbachev coup was staged. It
failed, barely. Politically, Gorbachev had
beena spentforce for sometime, and the

Soviet Union wasunravelling. But Wash-
ington was still not wholly convinced.
The contradictory nature of the

policy pursued by Bush and Baker was
pointed up bytheir handling ofthe Stra-
tegic Arms Reduction Treaty, or START,
talks. “I saw the chance to rid our

children’s dreams of a nuclear night-
mare, andI did,” Bush said in his Con-
vention acceptance speech at the Hous-
ton Astrodome last August. He had
inherited a draft START agreementthat
was close to completion. The handful of
missing pieces involved both matters of
substance and marginalia. Finishing up
was hardly a formidable task, especially
with Gorbachev able and willing to
make concessionary deals, within limits.

Inits first year, the Administration did

virtually nothing to move the process
along. Then Bush and Gorbachev,after
their initial meeting, in December of

1989, committed themselves to com-
pleting the START agreementbefore the
end of 1990. Gorbachev came to Wash-
ington in Mayofthat year. His political
difficulties were surfacing, and within
America’s foreign-policy community it
wasfelt that the remaining differences
vis-4-vis START should be thrashed out
at the summit—while there wasstill
time. They weren’t, and Gorbachev's
troubles worsened. He began to maneu-
ver away from the center toward his
party’s hard right, which shared its
American counterpart’s aversion to the
arms-controlprocess.

During thefall, there was talk of an
imminent coup against Gorbachev. In
December, Shevardnadze called atten-
tion to that prospect during a grim but
prophetic speech to the Soviet parlia-
ment, in which he shocked those

present—apparently even Gorbachev—
byresigning as Foreign Minister, some
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passages of the speech could have been
written by a Greek tragedian. By then,
Bush and Baker were dealing with a So-
viet leader who no longer held the high
cards politically and had seemed for
sometimeto have lost his bearings. Still,
the START talks dragged on, partly be-
cause of Washington’strifling, and to
some extent because the Soviet line
hardened as Gorbachev's position weak-
ened. The agreementwas finally signed
on July 31, 1991.It drew generally good.
notices, reducing substantially the num-

ber of nuclear weapons deployed by the
parties against each other. But it could
have been completed, signed, and
ratified much sooner.
The attempted coup against Gor-

bachev—coming,as it did, just nineteen

days after the signing ceremony—pro-
voked a number ofwhatifs. Whatif, for

example,the coup had succeeded? Would
the agreementhave held up? Who could
say? The Soviet Union ceased to exist
four months after START was signed,

and the processofdisintegration was al-
ready well along. But a morerelevant
question was: What if the agreement
had been made one or twoyearsearlier?
Three of the breakaway republics—
Ukraine, Kazakhstan, and Byelarus—
had nuclear weapons deployed on their
territory; upon becoming independent,
they could have, but probably would not
have, repudiated an international agree-

ment that had beenratified and set
firmlyin place; doing so would have got
them offon the wrongfootnotjust with
the United States but with all the coun-
tries whose support they would need.
However, with the treaty turning up at
the eleventh hour, these three new states

would somehow have to be madepart of
the START agreementif it was ever to
take effect. It still hasn’t. After months
of arm-twisting and meetings that ended
badly, Russia and the three other states

metin Lisbon last Mayandsigneda pro-
tocol to the START treaty which madeall
of them part of it. But so far only
Kazakhstan hasratified the agreement.
Russia refuses to ratify it unless and un-
til the Ukrainians sign the Nuclear
Non-Proliferation Treaty, or N.P.T.—
a self-denying ordinancethatis intended
to discourage proliferation. And in
Washington diplomats have wondered
aloud through most of the year why the
Administration hasn’t usedits lever-
age—hasn’t put heavier pressure on
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Ukraine to sign the N.P.T. and also
ratify START. The concern is, or should
be, that Ukraine’s leadership, which is

creating a large Army, mayactually try
to make a mini nuclear power of the
country.

V2 Bush-Baker conduct of rela-
tions with Japan is more roundly

and widely deplored than perhaps any
other aspect of the Administration’s for-
eign policy. Other governments, most of
which now think of Japan as America’s
single most importantbilateral tie, com-
plain about the Japan-bashing that goes
on in Washington. They equate stability
in East Asia with reliably good relations
between America and Japan. Here and
there within the American bureaucracy,

though, one hears about Japan’s having
replaced the Soviet Union as America’s
No. 1 adversary. (Others, including a
few American diplomats, have applied
that label to France.) Within the domes-
tic political debate, comments on Japan’s

having becomethe world’s No. 1 credi-
tor nation, while America slides into po-
sition as the No. 1 debtor nation, feed
the Administration’s neuralgia. Japanese
officials and diplomats,talking with col-
leaguesin otherplaces, including Wash-
ington, about whether the enfeebled
American economy will allow the
United States to sustain its leadership
role in Asia’s security affairs, achieve the
sameeffect.

Once the Soviet threat was interred,

the Administration lost no time in put-
ting the tradeissue well ahead ofpoliti-
cal interests with Japan. The Japanese
were rattled. “They are not comfortable
with a weaker America,” Stephen Bos-

worth, a former diplomat who is now

thepresidentof the U.S.-Japan Founda-
tion, says. “They wantto see us strong
and prosperous. The Cold War may be
over, but they nonetheless feel threat-
ened, or potentially threatened, by three
countries—Russia, China, and Korea.

Thefirst two have nuclear weapons, and
whocan say the third won’t have them
oneday?” If the Japaneselost confidence
in American security guarantees, they
would doubtless remilitarize—a move
that would destabilize the entire region.

Bush and Baker—especially Baker—
distanced themselves from the United
States-Japan agenda; their own dealings
with Japan were episodic. And, with the
State Departmentoff the scene, control
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of Japanese policy was seized by other
agencies—the Treasury and Commerce
Departments andtheoffice of the Spe-
cial Trade Representative. In the process
of sorting out foreign-policy winners
and losers, the Bush-Baker tandem
clearly saw Japanas falling into the latter
category. Whycall attention to Japan’s
huge trade surplus with the United
States—a gap thatis duepartly, but not
entirely, to Japan’s cultural and system-
atic barriers to the produce andfinished
goodsofother countries? And why,after
all, strengthenties with a society that re-

jects, oris accusedofrejecting, the prin-

ciple of conducting trade on level play-
ingfield?

For related reasons, Bush and Baker
also detached themselves from foreign
economic policy in general. Doing
otherwise would have required them to
address a few of the heavy losers on the
domestic agenda, most notably the bud-
get deficit and the dismal level of
American investment, public and pri-
vate. (The United States is reported
to be “out-invested” two to one by the
major economic powers of Europe and
Asia.) This Bush-Baker dereliction is
no trivial matter: American policy,

foreign and domestic, will be increas-

ingly influenced, and perhaps shaped, by

a global environment in which econo-

 

mics acquires greater weight than politics.
Japan intends to improvethe balance

betweenits political role andits vast eco-
nomic clout. In developing alternatives
to checkbook diplomacy, the govern-

ment has acquired authority from the
Diet, after some eighteen months of ar-
duous debate, to send Japanese troops
abroad to take part in United Nations
peacekeeping operations. Between now
and the United Nations’fiftieth anniver-
sary, in 1995, Japan is expected to press
for permanent membership in the Secu-
rity Council. “No taxation without
participation,” the Japanese are saying, in
reference to their being pressured to
contribute more than their assessed
share to peacekeeping operations. The
Bush Administration, they complain,

contributes to that pressure but doesn’t
consult them onpolitical matters that
directly affecttheir interests.

The Japanesecite the crisis in the
Persian Gulf as an example of the ab-
sence of consultation.It actually became
a crisis in American-Japaneserelations
as well, and is described as among the
episodes that have definedrelations be-
tween the two countries over the past
three years. It was a dialogueofthe deaf,
with Washington insisting on a large
Japanese financial contribution to
the military effort, on the ground that
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Saddam Hussein was threatening Japan’s
sourcesofoil. Tokyo replied, with some
heat, that Japan, unlike America, was
energy efficient. What's more, the Japa-
nese said, we can afford to pay more for
our oil. We didn’t invent this guy. You
chose sides in the Iran-Iraq War and
then built him up. We had nothing to
do with that. Washington, with atleast
equal heat, accused Tokyo of taking a
free ride, to which Japan pointed out
that, not being a memberofthe Security
Council, it had not been involved in any
ofthe key decisions onthecrisis, and, in
any case, had not been consulted by
Bush and Baker, who had, of course,
beenconsulting other key countries. Ja-
pan did finally agree to contribute three
billion dollars to the operation in the
Gulf. Under heavy pressure, it ultimately
agreed to produce tenbillion more. At
about that point, however, a fluctuation
in the exchangerate took slice from
the tenbillion. “Whereis the other six
hundred million?” Washington asked,
and Tokyoreplied, “Never has thirteen
billion dollars boughtso little.”

The Japanese described themselves as
flabbergasted by Bush’s visit to Tokyo
lastJanuary. The White House showed no
sensitivity to Japanese customs,traditions,
or culture—no awareness of what the
Japanese would respect and notrespect.

Thevisit was shamelessly
political. “Jobs, jobs, jobs!”
was the Presidential battle
cry. Bush’s entourage in-
cluded the heads of the Big
Three auto companies—
people who, because they
had donea lot to create the
trade deficit with Japan,

conveyedall the wrong mes-
sages bytheir presence. Even
their salaries were—are—
ridiculed by the Japanese.
Missing from the official
party was Baker. “Weall
speculated about why he
didn’t go,” a German diplo-
mat says. A close Baker
watcher says, “He has the
instincts ofa cat.” Bush has
had few, if any, more in-
glorious moments. If the
visit was a low point for
him,it also became a meta-

phor for what had gone
wrong with his foreign policy,
not to say the country itself.



THE DIPLOMATIC ROUND

Until recently, there was an aspect of
the Bush-Baker approach which the
Japanese did approveof: therelatively
soft line on China. An even softerline
would have pleased them more. Any
sign of deterioration in Sino-American
relations arouses concern in Tokyo,
whereagentsofinstability are seen lurk-
ing around every corner.
The Japanese did not react well to

Bush’s campaign-inspired decision a few
weeks agotosell F-16 fighter aircraft to
Taiwan. Henotonly reversed his posi-
tion on thesale but breached a commit-
ment to China on the matter. Instantly,

the horrifying prospect of an arms race
in Asia rose up before the Japanese.
They were already worried about what
the Chinese call Washington’s interfer-
encein their internal affairs. The “inter-
ference” includes throwing up barriers to
the export of goods made byslave labor
andofvarious military weapons, a few of

which China has sold after agreeing not
to do so. The Japanese, who will do
business with almost anyone, don’t fully
understand the American position.

American sinologists, although they
are less approving ofthesoft line than
the Japanese are, by and large do not

go along with those in Congress who
advocate a hard line. They deplored
the Administration's weak andbelated re-
sponseto the carnage in Beijing’s Tianan-
men Square in June of 1989. And they
were just as critical of the decision by
Bush, who manages Chinese affairs
himself, to send Brent Scowcroft to
Beijing only six monthsafter the events
in Tiananmen—this after abjuring fur-
ther high-level contacts with China.
Photographs of the unfortunate Scow-
croft toasting his hosts provoked an out-
cry. The Administration left the impres-
sion of being indifferent to humanrights
in China. Sinologists worried also that
the Chinese people would see in both
episodes American kowtowing (a sym-
bolically importantritual) to still celes-
tial leadership.

Most diplomats approve of the
Administration’s China policy in out-
line, as do mostsinologists. Extending
most-favored-nation treatment to China
in the trade area, although it has been

deplored by numerous members ofCon-
gress, is seen by experts as essential; an
importantgoal ofour policy, they say, is
to discourage Chineseself-isolation
from the world. Briefly, what the experts

favor is a consistent position, which
makesclear our unwillingness to forgive
or forget Tiananmen Square but in-
cludes taking steps to show that America
hasn’t lost sight of its own and the
world’s larger interest in China as a ma-
jor nation—onethatis likely to change
for the better, however gradually. Never-

theless, the decision to sell the F-16s to
Taiwan skews any such position badly,
and may provoke a Chinese overreaction
that will cause troubleonall sides.

- the Persian Gulfcrisis, all the
strengths of the Bush-Bakerstyle

were on display. So wereits major weak-
nesses, if the crisis is seen in its various
phases:first, a prelude that lasted several
months; second, a period in which the

United Nations Security Council
smacked Iraq with the toughest set of
sanctions within memory, and an

American-ledcoalition prepared for war;
third, the war itself, and, fourth,its af-
termath.

Before and during the prelude, the
policy was to make a lot of short-term
gains against Iran, and doing that
seemed to mean appeasing Saddam
rather than dealing with him as hereally
was. There was no reassessment of the
region after the Iran-Iraq War. Bush’s
people never really updated whatlittle
workwas doneatthattime.

The tendency to shun losers largely
explains why Bush and Baker ignored
the tangled affairs of the Persian Gulf.
Also, in the summer of 1990 the Ad-

ministration was preoccupied with Kohl
and Gorbachev—their bargaining over
the terms of German unification. The
big trouble brewing in the Gulf didn’t
capture the attention of State’s seventh
floor until late Juneorearly July.

American policy in the Gulf—a
decades-old legacy from the British—
was simple andstraightforward: no re-
gional power couldbe allowed to control
the Persian Gulfs oil. Saddam’s coup de
main in Kuwait posed the unacceptable
threat. The Administration’s reaction to
it was in many ways as prompt and as
tactically masterly as its reaction had
been to the collapse of the Berlin Wall.
But, except for driving Saddam from
Kuwait, Bush and Baker never defined
their goals and purposes in the affair.
‘These remained buried in doubt and un-
certainty.

The secondphaseofthecrisis reveals  
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an enigmatic George Bush who, with a
strong assist from his United Nations
Ambassador, Thomas R. Pickering,

took the lead in putting together the
sanctions, yet was planningto scuttle
them whenever his military advisers re-
ported their preparations for war as
completed. Bush, it now appears, had
wanted a militarysolution from thefirst.
Baker and Cheney hadn’t, but had
thought that Saddam would back off
when confronted by a huge array of
force.

Saddam and Bush misread each other
badly. According to Arab diplomats,
Saddam reckoned that America would
not use force against him, especially
since Bush and Gorbachev were ab-
sorbed by Germanyandtheaftermath of
the Cold War. Saddam also miscalcu-
lated, those diplomatssay, in believing
thatif force was used there would be no
follow-through—that it would be a
single blow, which he would survive, and

that he would emerge politically the
stronger for having survived it. Bush
miscalculated in assuming that Saddam
would back down, never understanding
that once an Arab leader has been
threatened heis unlikely to do any such
thing. And Bush badly miscalculated by
personalizing the conflict: he talked
about “kicking ass”; and the foreign-
policy community wondered how a
President could compare an adversaryto
Hitler, as Bush did, and allow him to

survive the bunker. Bush ought to have
ignored Saddam. Instead, he treated
him,in effect, as a peer, thus makingit
harder for his own people to pull him
down.

As for the war, Bush’s bold decision
to go to the mat with Saddam
was vindicated—fora time,at
least. If the outcome was
never in doubt, Bush did ac-
cept the risk of heavy casual-
ties in the ground war. Vic-
tory in just a hundred hours exceeded
the highest hopes of the people in
charge. But even before the bands
stopped playing, doubts and questions
arose, some of which are with usstill.
Saddam was able to withhold his best
troops; like him,theyarestill in place.
Theallied coalition rolled over cannon
fodder, killing no one knows how many;
conservative estimates hovered at around
a hundred thousand. The damage to the
country was indescribable—a people
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brutalized becauseofthe tyrant’s miscal-
culation. But whatto do next? Going on
to Baghdad—taking control of, and po-
litical responsibility for, Iraq itself—was
a pooridea, and no onefavored it. But
what werethe collateral purposes of the
fighting? To destroy Saddam’s war ma-
chine? To whittle him down to manage-
able size—humiliate him in the eyes of
the Arab street? And what about the
post-ceasefire strategy—the political
endgame—if, indeed, there was one?
There wasn’t. The Administration had
been talking about a regional security
structure for the Persian Gulf countries.
Uponthevictors in the war lay a heavy
responsibility—and a unique opportu-
nity—to create just such a structure.
Bush and Baker nonetheless turned their
backs on what was then their and the
world’s most importanttask.

Tt was this tendency to avoid losers
while concentrating on potential winners
that pushed the Administration to abdi-
cate a constructive role in the Gulfs
postwar affairs and go all out for Middle
East talks, according to close Bush-
Baker watchers. Whatever the political
reasoning, these talks are likely to be

judged the Administration’s largest
achievement—a morehistoric contri-
bution than helping Germany unify on.
the right terms. Perhaps noneofthe is-
sues in the talks will be settled, wholly or
partly, under Bush’s auspices; neverthe-
less, history will say that the tactics—
and, indeed, the strategy—that he and

Baker adoptedled to an opportunity that
had notbefore existed.

Diplomats point out that the disap-
pearance of the Soviet Union as a dis-
tuptive force wasessential to the process.

And Congress became an
arena for someof the skir-
mishing that ensued between
the Administration and the
governmentof Yitzhak Shamir,
who was Israel’s prime minis-

ter until a few months ago. Several
members—Republicans and Democrats
alike—agreed with Bush that Israel’s
leadership had to be jerked up. Politi-
cians had become somewhatless fearful
of Washington’s high-powered pro-
Israeli lobby; Shamir’s confrontational
style was creating splits within the
American Jewish community. Here,
again,timing workedin the Administra-
tion’sfavor.

Thestrategy was to maneuver the

ees
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parties to the table while avoiding prior
discussion of such gutissues as land for
peace and Israeli settlements on the
West Bank. “The key question was:
Whowould be left holding the onus?” a
closely involved American diplomatsays.
“Would it be the Arabs or Washington
or Yitzhak Shamir? Thestrategy was
aimedat forcing Shamirto self-destruct,
and it workedbrilliantly. We never in-
terfered in Israel’s domestic affairs or
gave Shamir a club to beat us with. He
was hugely successful in strictly domestic
politics, but he was in over his head in

dealing with the United States and the
outside world. Yet we needed both sides.
Howto get them? Shamir provided the
answer by demanding a ten-billion-
dollar loan guarantee from us and taking
on the Administration frontally.”

It was no secret that Bush and Baker
wanted to maneuver public opinion in
Israel against Shamir. But they couldn’t
hit the fault line in Israeli politics until
it had been made clear that American
aid was not a blank check politically.
Shamir’s request for the loan guarantee
with which to settle immigrants from
the former Soviet Union couldn’t be
separated from the peaceprocess,if only
because Arabstates had madeit anissue.
Theyinsisted that Washington link the
loansto a freeze onIsraeli settlements in
occupied territories. Bush and Baker
willingly obliged. A great manyIsraelis,
including the mayors of Tel Aviv and
Jerusalem, accepted the linkage: they
placed more importance on receiving the
aid than onsustaining the settlements,

and popular pressure to spend the
money to house immigrants in Israel,
not on the West Bank, rose steadily. It
might appear that Washington, watch-
ing the drama proceed, had only to re-
main firm on settlements and await the
arrival of a new government, and that
did, of course, happen. However, getting
all the disputing parties to the confer-
ence table for the first time was very
difficult. Getting them there a second
time and then again and again, with
highly sensitive issues reachingthetable,
washarderstill; it has been an elegant
performance, applauded by the entire
foreign-policy community.

See the United Nationsis
a venuefor testing the policies of

major powers on theissues that are ris-
ing upin this intensely transitional pe-

riod. The Bush Administration’s atti-
tude toward the United Nationsis little
different from its predecessors’. Occa-
sional swings from negative to ambiva-
lent, with brief stops on positive, is as
good a description ofit as any. Before
the Persian Gulfcrisis, State’s seventh
floor all but ignored the United Nations,

which admittedly is something of a
mishmash anda difficult organization to
work with. Leadership on thesixth floor
was exercised by Assistant Secretary
John R. Bolton, a former outrider for

Senator Jesse Helms, andlatterly of the

Justice Department when Edwin Meese
was Attorney General. Bolton made no
effort to conceal his role as custodian of
right-wing interests. Bush and Baker
did, of course, use the United Nations
veryeffectively in the early months of
the Gulf crisis. Afterward, their interest
fell off quickly.

Tworecent episodes point up the
Bush-Baker view of America’s stake
in the United Nations’ operations. The
first concerned the selection of a new
Secretary-General last autumn. There
was a longlist of candidates, many of

them distinguished, others less so. Most

candidates were from developing coun-
tries, and the expectation wasthat one of
them would be chosen—as, indeed,
happened. Egypt’s Boutros Boutros
Ghali wasselected. Bush, however, was

secretly planning to run a dark horse—
Canada’s Prime Minister Brian Mul-
roney, whose government's poll ratings
stood then at twelve per cent. Mulroney
hadlittle interest in fighting another
election. Twice in the summerof 1991,
he and Bush discussed the United Na-
tions job. In selecting the United Na-
tions’ new chief, the United States had
the Security Council vote that mattered
most; Bush would probably have had a
virtually free hand in choosing among
the “serious” candidates. But he had no
chance whatsoever of parachuting the
lowly regarded Mulroney into the
United Nations. Bush’s ploy, when it
surfacedlate last October, wasridiculed,

especially in Canada, and the United
States’ nomination of Mulroney dropped
fromsight.

Theother episode—less preposterous
but seamier—involved the career and
the reputation of ThomasPickering,
Bush’s handpicked Ambassadorto the
U.N. Experienced foreign diplomats
whoserved with Pickering in New York
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describe him notonly as exceptional but
also as one ofthe most capable ambassa-
dors they've ever seen anywhere. His
American colleagues regard him as
amongthe best that the career service
has produced, Early in the Persian Gulf
crisis, while the United Nationsresolu-
tions were being cobbled together,
Pickering was often in the spotlight—
unavoidably. The United Nations Em-
bassy is unlike any other, any American
Ambassador whoservesthere in a period
of high international tension gets no-
ticed. Onehas onlyto think of Adlai E.
Stevenson, Jeane Kirkpatrick, and
Daniel P. Moynihan. Probably no
American Ambassador to the United
Nationshasever had a morechallenging
handto play there as Pickering had dur-
ing the Gulf crisis. The problem lay in
his having done his work too well: his
goodnotices were reflected in a con-
spicuously good press. Sotto-voce grum-
bling about Pickering began to be heard
ontheseventh floor. (Having been chosen
by Bush personally may not have done
Pickering any good with Baker or with
Margaret Tutwiler, who monitors Baker's
interests.) Then, last November 12th, an

article about Pickering in the Washing-
ton Post said, “Someclose to Baker...
see Pickeringas a self-promoter and not
a team player, although herarelygives
interviews to the news media andsays
little of substance when he does.” The
latter part of that comment was accurate,
thefirst part malicious. Pickering is self-
effacing, low-key, and a model of discre-
tion,as all those who know him,includ-
ing Baker and Tutwiler, are aware. The
phrase “some close to Baker” can be read
as meaning Tutwiler. Pickering was
eased out of the United Nations job
early this year, amid a fair amount of
press attention, someofwhich contained
other unattributed references to unteamly
behavior. His current job—Ambassador
to India—would appear to put sufficient
distance between him and Washington.
The Mulroney and Pickering epi-

sodes had a dispiriting effect on diplo-
mats, on members of the United Na-
tions Secretariat, and on some foreign
capitals. Washington was showing a
cold indifference to the United Nations,

even though a number of countries, in-
cluding the United States,rely increas-

ingly on its peacekeeping operations.,
The organization is overburdened and
underfinanced. America is the largest

delinquent, with an arrearage of seven
hundred andthirty-three million dollars.
Politically, the United Nations is be-
coming a minefield. Like Japan, Ger-
many intends to obtain permanent
membership on the Security Council.
Even to think of adding them both,
while also considering claimsfor similar
status being put forward by Brazil, India,
and possibly Nigeria, will tax the inge-
nuity and the diplomacy ofall major
governments. In today’s Washington,
however, the United Nations catches the
attention of the leadership only when a
problem arises that can be dealt with no-
whereelse. Yugoslavia is an example.

Wren Bush winsorloses, the
continuing tragedy of Yugo-

slavia will be part of his and Baker’s
legacy. At the least, it underlined the
flaw in their insular managementstyle.
The machine didn’t work: at State, the
sixth floor’s concerns about Yugoslavia
weren't heard on the seventh until a po-
tentially bad situation had become an
operational problem that needed prompt
attention. The leadership then looked
away: Yugoslavia was an obviousloser,
bestleft to the diplomacy and the mod-
erating influence of the European Com-
munity. But the E.C. quite clearly
lacked the cohesion, the experience, and
the credibility that were required to
affect the courseofevents.It even lacked
a consensus view. Whatlittle the E.C.
did do caused more harm than good. As
for Bush and Baker, what they mainly

did in the months that preceded the
worst of the violence and the atrocities
was talk about what they wouldn’t do in
Yugoslavia.

History will probably judge the high
points of the Bush-Baker experience as
very high. The Administration will be
seen as having been resolute whenit
chose to be resolute, as in the Gulf cri-

sis and Germanunification. On two
counts, however, history’s judgmentis
likely to dim the high points. First, Bush
and Baker will not be excused for ne-
glecting the domestic agenda; no Presi-
dentcan deal effectively with either the
foreign-policy agenda or the domestic
agenda at the expense ofthe other.
Second,history is likely to say that Bush
and Baker, after helping to create
the conditions in which a new world
order might develop,steered clear of the
enterprise. ¢
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MAMAS, DONT LET YOUR BABIES
GROW UP TO BE PUNDITS

by Michael Kinsley

‘OU probably think it’s easy being
a pundit. Eric Alterman thinks
it’s heaven. As he demonstrates

in his new book, “Sound & Fury: The
Washington Punditocracy and the Col-
lapse ofAmerican Politics,” pundits now
rule the world, or at least the United
States. Pundits commandand official
Washington obeys, and no one cares
that the pundits are usually wrong.

From afar, it must look like a pretty
soft life, making a living just spout-
ing opinions. Sitting in front of the
TV, watching the members of “The
McLaughlin Group” as they rate on a
scale of one to ten the likeli-
hood of a thunderstorm in Milwau-
kee next week, you're tempted
to think, Any idiot could do that.
Butit takes a special kind ofidiot.
Notto brag, but I know these people.

Favoring
friends and fam-
ily with beau-
tifully wrought
opinions about
Ross Perot or
the North Amer-
ican Free Trade
Agreement in
the comfort of
yourown home,
you're like the
competent ama-
teur cook whothinks it would be neat to
run a restaurant. But the professional
pundit’s life is hell. Its opine, opine,
opine, day in and dayout, until you
never want to have another opinion
again.

‘Whatused to be one ofthe day’s
great pleasures—perusing the newspa-
pers over morning coffee—becomes a
nightmare. Atthe crack of dawn, even as
the professional restaurateur is out se-

Electing fresh vegetables and fish so his
Z customers can later enjoya leisurely din-
= ner, the professional punditis feverishly
# assembling the day’s haul offresh opin-
Zions. Here’s this morning’s Times. “SEN-

 

  
  

  

  

ATEPASSES BILL TO CHARGE MAKERS

FOR DRUG APPROVAL.” Shit. What do
I think of that? “C.I.A. CHIEF ORDERS
INVESTIGATION OF STATEMENTS IN

IRAQBANKCASE.” That headline con-

tains at least three words—*C.L.A.,”
“investigation,” and “bank’—that to-

gether carry the powerful subliminal
message “Do notreadthis article. Life is
too short.” Butfor the pundit there is no
escape.
“NEW USE IS FOUND FOR ABOR-

TION PILL” .. . “MAOIST CHIEF IN PERU

IS SENTENCEDTO LIFE” (hmm, sounds
like a good thing—but is there a

catch?)....

We're still
on the Times
front page and
we haven't
even got to
the eighteen
stories dis-
secting the
Presidential
debates.

Onsomethinglike the de-
bates,it isn’t sufficient to have

one large opinion, however
sound. You must supply opin-
ions in infinite layers. Having
an opinion on who won or
will win is like being able to
boil water. You have to have

an opinion about whether the draft
thing is backlashing against Bush, how
Clinton should exploit Iraqgate, the po-
tential effect of a decline in viewership
between debates two andthree,suits and
ties: do they matter?, participating jour-
nalists: are they ethically compromised?,
etc., etc.
And the eternal quest for novelty!

‘The amateur homechef can re-create
exquisite opinions by the masters—a
view on the Maastricht treaty borrowed
from George Will, a sermonette on

voter alienation from a recipe by David
Broder. But the professional pundit
must concoct something different,
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something with a dash oforiginality. In
a field as thoroughly picked over as the
Presidential debates, this requires flirting
with absurdity: Can I get away with pre-
dicting that Stockdale will be the sure
winner in the veepstakes? Whatif I
say Perot’s handling of foreign policy
will be the key thing to watch for? Will
thatfly?

Punditry, you see, is not for the
fainthearted. It doesn’t matter whether
what you say actually turns out to be
correct. (“Never look back” is the watch-
word of our profession.) The fear is
merely thata pearl of analysis will sound
just too ridiculous at the timeit is ut-
tered. But the path between the sheer
drop-offs of absurdity on the oneside
and banality on the other can be mighty
narrow.
TV punditry adds a wholeextra layer

ofterror, mainly of being exposed as an
ignoramus.It’s ten seconds to show-
time and you suddenlyrealize you have
no idea where Somalia is. You're on
theair, opinions are flyinglike shrapnel,
andyou're about to demand that Nicho-
las Brady be fired as the Secretary of
the Treasury when a small voice in your
head whispers, “Are you absolutely sure
he’s not the Secretary of Commerce?”
The wordsfreeze in your throat. You
gurgle. You decide to play it safe and
demand that Richard Darmanbefired
as the head of the Office of Manage-
ment and Budget. (Wait! Oris it the
Council of Economic Advisers? Too
late... .)

Is this man I’m talking to Senator
Domenici or Senator DeConcini? And
is he the one in the Keating Five or
wasit the other guy? (What was the
Keating Five again?) Someonecalling
himself Senator Bob Smith of New
Hampshire sits before you declaiming
about big-spending Democrats. It’s your
turn to interrupt, but the only thing
on your mindis: Can there really be a
senator named Bob Smith? (“Senator,
this is not a motel. What is your real
name?”)

Fast-moving world events generate
intense pronunciation paranoia anda vi-
cious competitive snobbery among the
talking heads. Just think: once upon a
time it was a mark of sophistication to
know that Gorbachev is pronounced
Gorba-chawv. That didn’t last long, but
atleast in those days the proper pronun-
ciation of Gorbachev was aboutall you

needed in order to have a third of the
globe covered. The rise of Eduard
Shevardnadze was an ominousportent.
These days, you get no credit at all for
knowing that Vaclav is pronounced
Vaht-slahy,and successfully condemning

“Slobodan Milosevic” for the rape of
“Bosnia~Herzegovina”is barely a warm-
up routinefor opining on daily news out
ofthe formerSoviet bloc.

Yetto control the world would surely
be worth sometelevised embarrassment.
Alterman’s eccentric butflattering argu-
mentis that pundits are moreinfluential
in the screaming TV age than they were
in the stately days of Walter Lippmann.
‘That's because, he says, the other insti-

tutions of democracy have decayed—
politicians speak in tongues, the parties
barely exist, unions and other voluntary
organizations haveretreated from the
national stage—andtherestofthe press
is hamstrung by the conventionsof “ob-
jectivity.” Pundits reign supreme.

True, there is a downside. Because of
pundit power, “our economy, our secu-
rity, and mostparticularly our democ-
racy are imperiled by the decrepitstate
of our national political discourse.” But
this is surely a small price to pay for the
thrill of seeing strong governments wilt
at the drop ofyour soundbite.

I mustconfess I hadn't noticed this
power myself. But it’s an interesting the-
sis. Give me a minute and I'll have an
opinion aboutit.

 

MAILBOX
Tothe Editor:

In Joan Juliet Buck’s story on
Daniel Day-Lewis, “Actor from
the Shadows” (October 12th),
Tamasin Day-Lewis is quoted as
saying, “I sussed that in a sense it
would bring him back to life and
a reality that would give him a fo-
cus anda structure.” I assume that
she actually said “supposed” or
“suspected.”

PAMELA TAMARKIN REIS
Branford, Conn.

“Suss? means “suspect” or “figure
out.”It’s one ofthose Britishisms, like

“cess? and “fuug,” whichprobably came
from centuries ofpoor enunciation.

‘THE Eprrors
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BOX POPULI

by HaroldBrodkey

the second and probably the deci-
sive encounter, Hollywood's cynical

political comedies of the thirties made
their long-delayed entry into thereal po-
litical world. The oddity, or grotes-
querie, went well beyond the debates-
that-aren’t-debates problem, to the

media, and, morespecifically, to the

men in the media. The hunger for
bloodshed, the wish for the candidates
to mix it up, the conventions of puta-
tive evenhandedness, perhaps even an
abiding wish to protect Bush in certain
ways from his younger, morevirile chal-
lenger seemed to guarantee inadequate
and nearly mindless comment, adding
up to a point-blank refusal to accept
Clinton’s clear superiority in the debate.
It’s hard to know whether the media
men refuse to deal with the issues and
facts Clintonsorelentlessly discusses be-
cause they don’t know much aboutthese
matters, or because such discussion has

been out of fashion during the reign of
the conservatives and they've wanted
to stay in step, or because of some
misplaced sophistication about cam-
paigns, campaign lies, andtherealities of
governing.

‘Thelack of dignity of the “Donahue”
format was simply denied by John
Chancellor and others, who were im-
pressed butinarticulate about what they
saw. Chancellorsaid, idiotically, “The
big story tonight is certainly Bush’s
unaggressiveness.” One newspaperman
even judged Perot sadly: “He wasn’t
funnytonight.”
No oneI heard on the night of the

debate except David Gergen and Robin
MacNeil on PBS,and no one I came
across in the local papers the next morn-
ing except Maureen Dowdin the Times
and Lars-Erik Nelson in the News, re-
markedon the triumph the occasion was
for Clinton. The morning TV shows
seemed to have caught up and caught
on, but the admissions were, on the
whole,either grudgingor hesitant.

Tf there is no name-calling, if some

sensible talk is heard, that is enough for

T last Thursday's Presidential debate, the occasion to becalled dignified. But
in truth the spectacle was shabby and
grating—and human. Ross Perot be-
haved likea fool, reciting the schedule of
his TV half-hourslots. He is bankrupt
intellectually, and he loses his aura of
commonsense whenhis desire to sell
himself gets too strong for him. Clinton
was loose and used his personality,
which is that of, guess what, a populist
prophetin the line ofTruman and Wil-
liam Jennings Bryan, but educated and
New Age. Bush is an aging Shake-
spearean figure, caught by his own his-
tory, betrayed and abandoned by nearly
everyone; he is possibly ill, most likely
worried about scandals breaking and to
come. He seemed concernedchiefly not
with gaining one more victory—someof
the commentators said disapprovingly
that Bush had “nofire in his belly’—but
with establishing his place in history, his
own human merits as they will be seen
by history, and the triumphs of his Ad-
ministration as he sees them: he wants
them understood and memorialized.
Carole Simpson, the moderator, was
nervousandintrusive and assertive—but
withoutresult, since she couldn’t get any
of the candidates to talk directly about
race. Clinton used voice tonality and
body English, a different kind of Read

my lips thing, to imply indirectly that he
was concerned about racism and would
attempt to do something aboutit, al-
though notas liberal scolding but as a
matter ofAmerican community.

Ofcourse,it isn’t easy, it may not be
possible, with men of power caught up
in a competition for office, to get them
to answerdirectly. We saw a dance of
politic responses, during which Clinton
emerged as stronger, more confident,
and moreinteresting than his fading ri-
val; and Bush, for the onlytime in the

last twelve years that 1 know of, actually
spoke as himself—although from behind
the Bushman mask. Heis an aristocrat
of an American sort and is simply
baffled in the face of ordinary American
middle-class life. He hopes to win on
abstract points of competence, on being
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the exotically superior figure you can—
or must, in the end—trust.
To winoverseas, as he claims to have

done—giving no credit to history, or
even to Reagan—the country had to un-
dergo sacrifices. Bush couldn’t speak of
that; the childlike nature of America
prevented him. Heis a deeplysecretive,
devious man, trained in business and in
the C.I.A. The condescension in the
man,the sense of his own greatness, the

sense of his own background dominated
every gesture and every speech. He ad-
dressed the audienceas if they were chil-
dren. He apologized for using the word
“portable.” Such a big word! And,
“When wewentout to South Central in
Los Angeles—someofyou may remem-
bertheriots there.” Hetried to keep his
eyesvisible, but they closed downto slits
almost at once. He was also small-
minded and untrusting—a combatpilot
in very truth—whosetactic over and
over was to focus on some small, safe,
winning thing. When he was asked to
talk about health care, he focussed on
malpractice suits. His strength of will
wasvisible, and so were thelimits of that
strength. Thetactics and strategies that
brought him to the White House have
burdened him with a history he himself
distrusts.
As Clinton may have foreseen but

certainly understood while it was hap-
pening,all this greatnessalienated a di-
rectly human, involved audience, who
were concerned for themselves and their
lives and didn’t give a damn for Bush’s
place in history. Democracy at work
means that Coriolanus is despised. The
camera shots of Barbara Bush wereterri-
fying: she looked ugly and savage—
beaten in one sense, even grieving, but
indomitable, indomitably malevolent, in
anothersense. She seemed to be a Greek
figure of baffled rage. But she, too,
seemed human. Onesenses that she
considers her husband to have overseen
one of the greatest military-nonmilitary
triumphsin history—thecollapse of the
Soviet Union—and that what she sees
nowin theterrifying American populace
is silence and jealousy, human and low,

without regard or gratitude for her or
her family. The price of high office, the
ambitions and betrayals ofassistants and
underlings, the isolation—these things
havetold on them both.

It is the prophetic elementin Clinton
that has seemedso slippery and some-  

THE DOLLS’ MUSEUM IN DUBLIN

The woundsare terrible. The paintis old.
‘Thecracks alongthelips and on the cheeks
cannotbe fixed. The cotton lawn is soiled.
The armsare ivory dissolved to wax.

Recall the Quadrille. Hum the waltz.
Promenadeon the yacht-clubterraces.
Put back the lampsin their copper holders,
the carriage wheels on the cobbled quays.

Re-create Easter in Dublin.
Booted officers. Their mistresses.
Sunlightcrisscrossing College Green.
Steam hissing from theflanks ofhorses.

Here theyare. Cradled and cleaned,
Held close in the arms oftheir owners.
Their cold handsclasped by warm hands,
‘Their faces memorizedlike perfect manners.

Thealtars are mannerly with linen.
Thelilies are whiter than surplices.
Thecandles are burning and warning:
Rejoice, they whisper. After sacrifice.

Horse chestnuts hold up their candles.
The Greenis vivid with parasols.
Sunlightis pastel and windless.
Thebar of the Shelbourneis full.

Laughter and gossip on theterraces.
Rumorandalarm atthe barracks.
The Empire is summoningits officers.
‘Thecarriages are turning: they are turning back.

Past children walking with governesses,
looking down andcosseting their dolls,

then lookingupas the carriage passes,
the shadow chilling them. Twilightfalls.

It is twilight in the dolls’ museum. Shadows
remain on the parchment-colored waists,

are bruises on thestitched cotton clothes,
are hiddenin the dimples on the wrists.

‘The eyes are wide. They cannotaddress
a helplessness, which has lingered in
theairless peace ofeach glass case:
To have survived. To have beenstronger than

a moment. To be the hostages ignorance
takes from time and ornamentfrom destiny. Both.
‘To bethe presentofthe past. To infer the difference
with terrible stare. But notfeel it. And not knowit.

—EavaN BOLAND



COUCH REPORTER

times sleazy and thenso impressive. He
worked the audience, and although after

a while this wasa little unctuous and
phony, he seemed almost inspired in
conveying his message of committed or-
dinariness and of hands-on government
favoring thestatistical mainstream, the
standard middling mass. It was clear and
notentirely implicit thatheis offering us
a type ofcorporate state on the Scandi-
navian order, but not so idealistic or so

culturally framed. Rather, ours would be
directly tied to our electoral realities, to
the conditions and fevers of the statis-
tical mass, the center classes and ele-

mentsofthe upper-level working classes,
omitting therich and thepoor, although
not without sops thrown to each, and

omitting the nutty fringes that Bush has
embraced.

Clinton also seemed to be implying
that he would concentrate on the new
elements in the mix—women and edu-
cated blacks—with the purpose of
changing the educational levels of the
country, reinvigorating the schools, re-

storing rural and small-town infrastruc-
tures, and offering inner cities enterprise
parks and self-government. Heis some
kindofpopulist prophet, by God.

Bush’s heroic-pitiable last line about
choosing him for crisis managementis
why Europeans have thoughtall along
that he would start a Bush brush war in
an attempt to steal the election. Butit
was the old, crinkly, nobly rich,
insufferably petty, sly fighter pilot talk-
ing about the one thing he does well.
‘That was all.

Butthe media’s initial reaction was to
ignore what we in the viewing audience
saw—what we recognized in the faces
and events, what we heard said by the

public and bythe candidates, and the
waythey said it. And in the media’s first,
dreary, self-protective interpretations,

Clinton’s clear-cut victory and the
audience’s less clear-cut triumph were
unacknowledged,invisible. ¢

  

Around 54% ofthe respondents work for
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ronmental engineering, while 37% say some
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Record.
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A REPORTER AT LARGE

CRISIS INTHE HOT ZONE
by Richard Preston

 

Particles ofthe Ebola Reston virus, which broke out near
Washington, D.C., in 1989. Its close relative Ebola Zaire emerged infifty-five

African villages iin 1976, and killed nine out often ofits victims.

/HE main building of the United
States Army Medical Research
Institute for Infectious Diseases

is an essentially windowless concrete
block that covers several acres at Fort
Detrick, an Army base in Frederick,
Maryland, fifteen miles east of An-
tietam. Military people call the structure
the Institute, or they call it by its acro-
nym, USAMRIID,drawling it as You Sam
Rid. Or they call the place RUD, as in

getting rid of something. Ventstacks on
its roof dischargefiltered exhaust air
from sealed biological laboratoriesinside
the building. Fort Detrick, the envelope
of USAMRIID,sits in rolling country on
the eastern slope of the Appalachian
Mountains, in the drainage of the
Potomac River. The Potomac bends
through oak-blanketed mountains at
Harpers Ferry and enters farmland, and
eventually passes near Reston, Virginia,
a town outside the Washington Beltway
where farms give way to business parks,

and where in the eighties office build-
ings accretedlikecrystals.

The mission of USAMRUD is medical
defense. The Institute conducts research
into ways to protectsoldiers against bio-
logical weaponsandnatural infectious
diseases. It specializes in vaccines, drug
therapy, and biocontainment. Thatis,

the Institute knows methods for stop-
ping a monster virus before it ignites an

explosive chain oflethal transmission in
the human race. Thelaboratory suites at
USAMRIID are maintained at fourlevels
ofbiological security. Thelevels go from
Biosafety Level 1, which is the lowest,
upto Biosafety Level 4,the highest. The
Biosafety Level 4 rooms contain BL-4
agents,also known as hotagents. A BL-4
hot agentis a lethal virus for which, in
mostcases, there is no vaccine and no cure.
It is in the natureof hotagents to travel
through the air: they can becomeair-
borne. The hotagentslive in the hot
suites in blood serum and bits of meat,
frozen at -70° Centigrade. All the bio-
containmentlaboratories at USAMRIID
are kept under negative air pressure, so
thatif a leak developsair will flow into
the hot rooms andoutof the normal
world,rather than the other way around.
The Army does notpublish list of the
viruses it keeps in the hot suites at
USAMRIID,buthere is a list of BL-4 vi-
ruses: Junin. Lassa. Machupo. Tick-borne
encephalitis virus complex. Guanarito.
Crimean-Congo. Marburg. Ebola Sudan.
Ebola Zaire. Ebola Reston. Ifyou want
to shake hands with oneofthese viruses,
you had better wear a space suit. That’s
a federal rule. It holds equally at
USAMRUDandat the Centers for Dis-
ease Control, in Atlanta, which are the
only two laboratories in the United
States that can handle BL-4viruses.

To go inside a Biosafety Level 4 hot
suite that contains life, first you have to
strip naked. You put on surgical scrubs
and then a space suit. You pull the hel-
met down over your head and close the
suit. Then you enter an antechamber, a
kind ofair lock. It leads to Biosafety
Level 4. Military people considerthis air
lock a gray zone, a place where two
worlds meet. Theair-lock doors are
blazed with the international symbol for
biohazard,a red trefoil that reminds me
ofa flower. I think it looks not unlike a
red trillium, or toadshade. At USAMRUD,

toadshades bloom in the gray zones.

[eer COLONEL Nancy JAax
is the chief of the pathology divi-

sion of USAMRIID. She is a slender and
rather beautiful woman,a doctor ofvet-

erinary medicine, forty-two years old,
with curly auburn hair and green eyes.
She has a brisk manner. On the job,
NancyJaax wears a uniform consisting 2
of green slacks and a green shirt with 2

shoulder bars displaying thesilver oak =3
leavesof her rank. Or she wears a space 3
suit. She is married to Colonel Gerald 8
Jaax, whois the chief of the veterinary- 3

medicine division at USAMRIID. The 2

Amnyassigned Nancy Jaax and her hus- 5
band to USAMRID in 1979. Shehadjust 5
been awarded the rank of major, and she ©

entered the pathologytraining program 8



at USAMRIID as a veterinary-pathology
resident. Pathologists at USAMRUD, who

cut up hottissue, are given vaccinations
for lethal agents. Nancy Jaax said to me,
“My vaccinations were for yellow fever,
fever, Rift Valley—there were so

many. The V.E.E., E.E.E., and W.E.E.
complex, anthrax, and botulism. And, of
course, rabies, since I’m a veterinarian.”
She had an underlying medical condi-
tion that caused her immune system to
react badly to the shots: the shots made
her sick. The Army therefore stopped
her vaccinations and assigned her to
work in a space suit in the Biosafety
Level 4 suites. “There aren't any immu-
nizations for most BL-4 agents, and
that’s why you work in a space suit,” she
explained.

In 1980, Nancy Jaax joined a group
of military scientists who were perform-
ing experiments with Ebola virus on
monkeys. They were infecting monkeys
with Ebola and then treating them with
interferon and other substancesto see if
the treatments stopped or weakened the
disease. The purpose of the experiments
was to find some chemical therapyfor
military personnel who might become
infected with Ebola.

Ebola is one of a class of viruses
known as the filoviruses. That means
thread viruses. Theylook like spaghetti.
Asof this writing, the class comprises
three subtypes of Ebola and a virus
known as Marburg. Ebola virus is
namedfor the Ebola River,a tributary of
the Zaire (Congo) River which runs
through northern Zaire. The first
known emergence of Ebola Zaire—the
hottest subtype of Ebola virus—hap-
pened in September, 1976, when the vi-

rus erupted simultaneously in fifty-five
villages near the Ebola River. Ebola
Zaire is a slate-wiper in humans.It
killed eighty-eight per centofthe people
it infected. Apart from rabies and the
human immunodeficiency virus, H.LV.,

which causes AIDS, this was the highest

rate of mortality that has been recorded
for a humanvirus. Ebola was spread
mainly among family members, through
contact with bodily fluids and blood.
Manyofthe people in Africa who came
down with Ebola had handled Ebola-
infected cadavers. It seems that one of
Ebola’s paths wends to theliving from
the dead.

Ebola victimsdied abouta weekafter
the onset of the first symptom, which

was a headache. The Ebolapatient soon
breaks into a relentless fever, and then

come the complications. Ebola triggers a
paradoxical combination of blood clots
and hemorrhages. The patient’s blood-
stream throws clots, and the clots lodge

everywhere, especially in the spleen,
liver, and brain. This is called D.LC., or
disseminated intravascular coagulation.
D.LC.is a kind of stroke through the
whole body. No one knows how Ebola
triggers blood-clotting. As the strokelike
condition progresses and capillaries in
the internal organs become jammed
with clots, the hemorrhaging begins:
blood leaks outofthecapillaries into the
surrounding tissues. This blood refuses
to coagulate. It is grossly hemolyzed,
which means thatits cells are broken.
You are stuffed with clots, and yet you

bleed like a hemophiliac who has been
ina fistfight. Your skin develops bruises
and goes pulpy, andtears easily, and be-
comes speckled with purple hemor-
thages called petechiae, and erupts in a
maculopapular rash that has been lik-
ened to tapioca pudding. Your intestines
mayfill up completely with blood. Your
eyeballs may also fill with blood. Your
eyelids bleed. You vomit a black fluid.
You may suffer a hemispherical stroke,
which paralyzes one whole side of the
body andis invariably fatal in a case of
Ebola. In the pre-agonal stage of the
disease (the endgame), the patient leaks
blood containing huge quantities ofvirus
from the nose, mouth, anus, and eyes,
and from rips in the skin. In the agonal
stage, death comes from hemorrhage

and shock.
People seem unable to develop pro-

tective antibodies to Ebola. You can’t
fight off an Ebolainfection the way you
fightoff a cold. Ebola seemsto crush the
immune system. The virus perhaps
makes immunosuppressantproteins. No
one knows the nature of such proteins,
since there aren’t manyvirologists who
care to study a virus for which there is no
vaccine and no cure. (They don’t want
the virus to do research on them.) Im-
munosuppressive proteins—if, indeed,
they exist—would act as molecular
bombsthat ruin parts of the immune
system, enabling the virus to multiply
without opposition.

Likeall viruses, Ebola and its cousin

Marburgare parasites. They can copy
themselves onlyinside a cell. Viruses
needto use cell’s equipment to repro-
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duce. Ebola and Marburg grow promis-
cuously in humantissue, sprouting from
cells like hair, forming tangled masses
andbraids and “g”s and “y”s andpigtails.
Marburg-virus particles often roll up
into tiny Cheerios. All filoviruses form
semi-crystalline blocks inside cells,

which are known asinclusion bodies.
Somescientists call them bricks. The
bricks may pack a cell until there’s al-
most nothing left of the cell but bricks:
thecell bloats into a sack ofbricks. Then
the bricks break apart into threadsof vi-
rus, and the threads push through the
cell wall like grass rising from seeded
loam.
A classic sign ofinfection by Ebola or

Marburg is a certain expression that in-
variably creeps over the patient's face as
the infection progresses. The face be-
comes fixed and “expressionless,”

“masklike,” “ghostlike” (in the words of
doctors who have seenit), with wide,
deadened, “sunken” eyes. The patient
looks and sometimes behaves like a
zombie. This happens because Ebola
damages the brain in some way thatisn’t
known. Theclassic masklike facial ex-
pression appears in all primates infected
with Ebola, both monkeys and human

beings. They act as if they were already
embalmed, even though they are not yet
dead. The personality may change: the
humanpatient becomessullen, hostile,

agitated, or develops acute psychosis.
Some have been known to escape from
the hospital.

Disseminated clotting cuts off the
blood supplyto tissues, causing focal ne-
crosis—dead spotsin theliver, spleen,
brain, kidneys, and lungs. In severe

cases, Ebola kills so much tissue that af-
ter death the cadaver rapidly deterio-
rates. In monkeys, and perhaps in
people, a sort of melting occurs, and the
corpse’s connective tissue, skin, and or-

gans, already peppered with dead areas
and heated with fever, begin to liquefy,

and the slimes and uncoagulated blood
that run from the cadaver are saturated
with Ebola-virusparticles. That may be
one of Ebola’s strategies for success.

Lieutenant Colonel NancyJaax’s job
during the Army’s 1980 experiments
with Ebola was to dissect and examine
monkeys that had died ofthe virus. Her
space suit had triple pairs of gloves.First,
there was an innerlatex surgical glove.
Over that, the suit had attached to it a

heavy rubber glove. Over the rubber
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glove she wore another latex surgical
glove. Herspace suit and gloves were of-
ten splashed with bloodas she cut into
dead monkeys, and she regularly dipped
her gloves in a pan of Envirochem—a
liquid disinfectant that the Armybe-
lieves is effective on viruses—to rinse
away the blood. They use a buddy sys-
tem in BL-4. You don’t work alone in a
hot area. The buddies are trained to
glance at each other’s gloves for leaks.
(“The weak link is your glove,” Jaax told
me. “You are handling needles, knives,

and sharp pieces of bone.”) One day,
Jaax’s buddynoticeda hole in Jaax’s right
outerlatex glove. The glove was covered
with Ebola-laden blood. Jaax rinsed the
glove in Envirochem andtookitoff, and

found monkeybloodinsideit: the blood
had run through the hole and drenched
the heavy rubberglove.

Thenshe felt something clammyin-
side the heavy glove. She wonderedif it
wasa leaker.

Sherinsed her bloody glove and went
into theair lock. There, still wearing her
spacesuit, she pulled a chain to start the
decontamination, or “decon,”cycle. The
decon cycle took five minutes. First, a
hot-water shower came on, and then

came a mist of Envirochem, which

washed away any blood from the exte-
rior of her suit, while sterilizing it. She

stepped into a tub of Envirochem,bent

over, put her hands in the tub, and
scrubbed her booties and gloves with a
brush. (In the old days, the Army’s air-
lock showers ran with Lysol. It kills
germs, as advertised, but it made some

people itch.) Thena final water shower
came on and stopped. Nancy Jaax left
the air lock and entered a staging area,

where she stepped out of her spacesuit,
withdrawing her latex-gloved hands
from thesuit’s heavy gloves. As herright
hand came outofthesuit, she saw it was

red—bloody. Thesuit’s heavy glove had
been a leaker.

The blood had smeared the inner-
mostlatex glove,right against her skin.
Her heart pounded, and her stomach

turned over. “I got that oogh feeling.
That feeling you sometimes get when
you work with these agents,” shesaid. “I
went, ‘Oh, shit. What now? Oh, Jesus.
Whatdo I have to do now?” On her
right hand, underthelast glove, she had
an opencut in her skin. She does all the
cooking for her family; she had cut her-
selfwith a paring knife while slicing veg-
etables, and had covered the cut with a

Band-Aid. The question was whether
any blood had penetrated the last glove
to the Band-Aid andthecut. If so, it
would amountto a death warrant. Five
or ten virusparticles suspended in a mi-
croscopic droplet of blood could easily
slip through a pinholein a surgical glove,
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and that would probably be enough to
start a fatal infection. At USAMRIID,
there is a group of pressurized hospital
rooms designed so that patients can be
treated by nurses and doctors wearing
spacesuits. Theplaceis an isolation hos-
pital, and they call it the Slammer.
Nancy Jaax began to wonder if she
would end up in the Slammerby night-
fall. She and her husband havetwochil-
dren. She did not want to break with
Ebola virus in the Slammer and never
see her children again. She dipped her
last, bloody glove in Envirochem, and
went over to a sink, and removed the

glove. She putit undera faucet andfilled
it with water, like a water balloon. It

held. Noleaks. “This incident cameinto
thecategory ofclosecall,” she said to me.

Nancy Jaax continued with the ex-
periment, andall the monkeys that had
beeninfected with Ebola died; the drugs
had no effect on the course of the dis-
ease. She kept two control monkeys—
healthy monkeys—apart from the oth-
ers, in separate cagesinside the hotsuite.

Then both control monkeys died of
Ebola. They had not been injected with
virus, and their cages were on the far
side of the room from those ofthe sick
monkeys. “So the question is: How did
they get it?” Lieutenant Colonel Nancy
Jaax said to me. “They probably gotit
from aerosolized droplets from the sick
monkeys. That was when I knew that
Ebola could spread throughtheair.”

VIRUSis a small capsule consisting
of membranes and proteins. The

capsule holds one or morestrands of
RNAor DNAthatcontain the software
program for making a copy ofthe virus.
‘The virus penetrates cell wall, and the
capsule breaks apart inside thecell, re-
leasing the strands of genetic material,
which take over the cell and force it to
make copies ofthe virus. Eventually, the
cell gets pigged with virus, and pops. Or
viruses can bud througha cell wall like
sweat comingoff a drip hose. In either
case, viruses tendto kill cells. If they kill
enoughcells, or if they kill a class ofcell
that the host needs for survival, then the

host dies. Viruses thatkill their hosts do
not themselves survive.It is in the virus's
best interest to let the hostlive, but acci-
dents happen. Somebiologists classify
viruses as “life forms”—ambiguously
alive. Bacteria andcells are always hum-
ming with activity, enzymatic processes.



THE H.LV. EMERGENCE

Viruses that are outside cells merely sit
there; nothing happens. But when they
getinside a cell they switch on and begin
to replicate. Viruses can seem alive when
they multiply, but in another sense they
are molecular machines—obviously non-
living,strictly mechanical, no morealive

than a jackhammer. Compact,logical,
hard, engineered by the forces of evolu-
tion, andtotally selfish, the viral ma-

chinery is dedicated to making copies of
itself—which it can do on occasion with
radiant speed.

Viruses are not easy to see, even with
an electron microscope. Here is a way to
imaginethesize ofa virus. Consider the
island ofManhattan, shrunkto this size:

‘This shrunken Manhattan could easily
hold nine million common-cold viruses.
Tf you made an aerial reconnaissance of
it with an electron microscope, you
would seelittle figures milling like the
lunch crowd on Fifth Avenue. Viruses
can be purified and concentrated into
crystals. Packed in a crystalline layer,
shoulder to shoulder and only onevirus
deep, a hundred million polio viruses

could cover the period at the end ofthis
sentence. There could be a thousand Gi-
ants Stadiumsofvirusessitting on that
period—two hundred and fifty Wood-
stocks ofviruses, a third of the popula-
tion of the United States, sitting on that

petiod—butyou wouldn’t know it with-
outa scope.

In 1892, a Russian scientist named
Dimitry Ivanovsky studied a disease of
tobacco leaves which gives them white
spots. He passed the juice ofsick leaves
through extremely finefilters, and when
heinjected healthy plants with the fil-
tered juice they got sick and developed
white spots. Ivanovsky concluded that
somevery small agent was causing the
disease, but he didn’t know whether it

was toxic chemical or living thing. In
1898, Martinus Beijerinck, a Dutch

botanist, proved that Ivanovsky’s virus
was replicative infectious agent. It has
since cometo becalled tobacco-mosaic
virus. In 1900, the United States Army
discovered the first human virus—the
yellow-fever agent. That was the work of
‘Walter Reed and his team. The Army
hastracked viruses from the beginning.

There is no fossil record in rocks to
indicate that viruses existed before the 
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“LT used to worship the almighty dollar, but now I'm an atheist.”

late nineteenth century, when tobacco-
mosaic virus wasfirst noticed. Fossils of
bacteria have turned up in rocks that
are more than three billion years old, but
no fossils of viruses have ever been
found. Nevertheless, viruses are obvi-
ously ancient, and perhaps primeval. They
are molecular sharks, a motive without a
mind. They have sorted themselves into
tribes, and they infect everything that
lives.

The human immunodeficiency virus,

or H.LV.,is a notvery infectious butle-
thal Biosafety Level 2 or 3 agent, which
mostlikely emerged from the rain for-
ests of Central Africa. You don’t need to
wear a space suit while handling blood
infected with H.I-V. During the nine-
teen-seventies, the virus fell like a

shadow over the human population liv-
ing along the east-west highway that

links Kinshasa, in Zaire, with Mombasa,
in Kenya. The emergence was subtle:
the virus incubates for years in a human
hostbefore it kills the host.
A zoonotic virus is a virus thatlives

naturally in an animal and can infect hu-
man cells, perhaps mutating slightly in
the course of passage, which enables the

virusto start a chain ofinfection through
humanhosts. For example, H.1.V.-2
(one of the two majorstrains of H.LV.)
may be a mutant zoonotic virus that
jumped into us from an African monkey
knownas the sooty mangabey, perhaps
when monkey-hunters touched bloody
tissue. No one really knows where
HLLV. came from. H.LV.-1 (the other
strain) may have jumped into us from
chimpanzees,or it may be a human virus
that has been in our species for ages,
circulating in some isolated group
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of people in Central Africa. As outsid-
ers came into the area, AIDS came out,

and passed into the general human
population.

The emergence ofAIDS appears to be
a natural consequenceoftheruin of the
tropical biosphere. Unknown viruses are
coming out of the equatorial wilder-
nesses of the earth and discovering the
humanrace. It seems to be happening as
a result of the destruction
of tropical habitats. You
mightcall AIDS the re~
vengeof the rain forest.
AIDS is arguably the
worst environmental di-
saster of the twentieth
century, so far. Some of

the people who worryin
a professional capacity
about viruses have be-
gun to wonder whether
HLLV.isn’t the only rain-
forest virus that will
sweep the world. The
human immunodeficien-
cy virus looks like an ex-
amplerather than a culminatingdisaster.
Aslethal viruses go, H.LV. is by no
means nature’s preéminent display of
power. Therain forest, being by far the
earth’s largest reservoir of both plant and
animal species, is also its largest reservoir

ofviruses,sinceall living things carry vi-
ruses. Just how large the tropical reser-
voir of viruses is no one knows, but here
is one wayto consider the question. The
earth is estimated to contain between
three million and thirty million species
ofplants and animals. Most of the spe-
cies are fungi, insects, and non-insect

arthropods, such as ticks and mites, and
the bulk of them live in tropical forests.
Viruses often adapt to one or two spe-
cies. For example, human beings c:

more than a hundred different cold vi-
ruses that are adapted almost exclusively
to the humanhost. If we suppose that
every speciescarries onevirus exclusively
adapted to it, then there may be from

three to thirty million strains ofviruses.
Possibly the numberofvirusstrains is
muchlarger than that—perhaps a hun-
dred million—but nobody has evertried
to count them.
When anecosystem suffers degra-

dation, many species die out and a few
survivor-species have population explo-
sions. Viruses in a damaged ecosystem
can come under extremeselective pres-

 

 

sure. Viruses are adaptable: they react
to change and can mutate fast, and
they can jump among species of hosts.
As people enter the forest and clear
it, viruses come out,carried in their

survivor-hosts—rodents, insects, soft

ticks—and the viruses meet Homo
sapiens, Here are the names of some
emerging viruses: Lassa. Rift Valley.
Oropouche. Rocio. Q_ fever. V.E.E.

Guanarito. Ross River.
Monkeypox. Dengue.
Chikungunya. Hantaan.
Machupo. Junin. The
rabies-like strains Mo-
kola and Duvenhage. Le
Dantec. Human im-
munodeficiency virus—
which might have been
called Kinshasa High-
way, if it had been no-
ticed earlier—is consid-
ered an emerger, since
its penetration of the
human race is incom-
plete and is still hap-
pening explosively, with

no end in sight. The Kyasanur Forest
virus. The Semliki virus. Crimean-
Congo. Sindbis. O’nyong-nynong. Mar-
burg. Ebola. Most of them—but not
all—comefrom tropical forests or tropi-
cal savannas. Whena virus thatlives in
some nonhumanhostis about to crash
into the human species, the warning

sign may bea spatter of breaks—discon-
nected emergences, at different times
andplaces. I tend to think ofrats leaving
a ship. Thepresence ofinternational air-
ports puts every virus on earth within a
day’s flying timeofthe United States.

ESTON, VIRGINIA, is nearWashington.
The town has an active chamber

of commerce anda visitors’ center de-
signed to lure high-technology busi-
nesses to the area. Along the Leesburg
Pike, a commuter route that funnels
traffic to Washington, you see develop-
ments of executive homes. The homes
are pseudo-Victorians, with unused

porches, and stick-built neo-Georgians,
with false-brick fronts and a Baby Benz
parked in a semicircular carriageway.
You also see the occasional bungalow
with cardboard stuffed in a broken win-
dow and a Harleyin the driveway. The
town ofRestonis bisected by the Dulles
Access and Toll Road, which connects’
Dulles airport with Washington. Notfar
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from the Dulles Access Road in Reston.
is a small business park. Until recently, a
company called Hazleton Research
Products had a monkey house in a one-
story building in the business park. It
was known as the Reston Primate Quar-
antine Unit. Hazleton Research Prod-
ucts sells animals for research; itis a divi-
sion of Corning Incorporated. Hazleton
was importing monkeys from the tropics
and bringing them throughJ.F.K. Inter-
national Airport to the Reston Primate
Quarantine Unit. Each year, about six-

teen thousand wild monkeys are im-
ported into the United States, to be used
as laboratory animals. Federal regula-
tions require that imported monkeys be
held in quarantineforat least thirty-one
days before they are shipped anywhere
else in the United States. This is to pre-
vent the spread of infectious diseases
that could kill other primates, including
laboratory workers.
Dan Dalgard, doctor of veterinary

medicine, is the principal scientist at
Hazleton Washington, which hasits

offices on the Leesburg Pike, in Vienna,
next to Reston. Dan Dalgard has an
international reputation as a knowledge-
able andskilled veterinarian whospecial-
izes in primate husbandry, and he un-
derstands monkey behavior and monkey
diseases. Heis a calm, blunt man in his

late fifties. He wears glasses, and he has
a square,pleasant face. On evenings and
weekends,he repairs antique clocks as a
hobby. Helikes to use his handsandhis
mindto figure out how a broken com-
plicated system can be fixed. Dalgard
sometimes has longings to leave veteri-
nary medicine and immerse himself in
clocks.
On Wednesday, October 4, 1989,

Hazleton accepted a shipment of a hun-
dred wild monkeys from the Philippines.
The shipmentoriginated on the island
of Mindanao, at a Philippine monkey-
export company. The monkeys were
macaques, and the species was Macaca
fascicularis. Zookeeperscall it the crab-
eating macaque.It is a common monkey
thatlives alongrivers and in mangrove
swamps in Southeast Asia, andit is of-
ten used as a laboratory animal. It eats
fruit, crabs, insects, and small pieces of

clay. A crab-eating macaquewill snatch
acrab outof the water and quicklyripits
claws off and throw them awaybefore
devouring the rest of the crab. Some-
times a crab-eating macaqueisn’t quick
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“As it’s coming on winter, I suggest we recess until spring.”

enough with the claws, and when the

monkeys are on a feeding boutin a man-
grove swamp at low tide you can occa-
sionally hear shrieks when a crab fastens
on a monkey. The crab-eating macaque
has brown eyes, pointed ears, tawnyfur,
and long tail. As monkeys go, crab-
eating macaques have a calm tempera-
ment, provided that you don’t stare at
them. Any monkeythinks staring is
tude, and the crab eater will respond on
the samelevel, screaming “Kra, kra!”

andhurlingits feces at you.
The Philippine monkeysarrived at

J.F.K. and were taken by truck to
Hazleton’s Reston Primate Quarantine
Unit. The monkeys were kept in stain-
less-steel cages in windowless rooms,
underartificial lights, and were fed mon-

key biscuits. The Reston quarantine
rooms were designated by letters of
the alphabet, from “A” through “L.”
The Philippine monkeys were put in
Room F. The ventilation system re-
circulated someair in common through
the rooms, so that the monkeys were
breathing one another's air.

By the first of November, twenty-
seven monkeys had died. That was more
than usual for a shipment of wild mon-
keys. Dan Dalgard performed necropsies
on the onesthat had died, and con-

cluded that they were being killed by
dysentery and pneumonia. These dis-
eases are not uncommonin wild mon-
keys. A weeklater, on Monday, Novem-
ber 6th, another shipmentofcrab-eating
macaques arrived, making total of
aboutfive hundred monkeys in the quar-
antine unit, all crab-eating macaques

from the Philippines. But by November
10th Dalgard had begun to suspect that
someofhis monkeys might be dying of
simian hemorrhagic fever, or S.H.F., a

virus thatis lethal to monkeys but does
notcause clinical disease in humans.(It
infects people but doesn’t make them
sick.) The possibility worried Dalgard,
because S.HLF. is highly contagious in
monkeys, and can wipe outa colony.
He begansacrificing monkeys that

appearedsick, by injecting them with
overdoses of an anesthetic, and then
he opened them up. He found that
their spleens were enlarged—a classic
sign of simian hemorrhagic fever. But
monkeys infected with S.H.F.typically
die sneezing blood or with other evi-
dence of hemorrhaging, and Dalgard

hadn’t seen any of these signs in the
monkeys that died before Novem-
ber 10th. The monkeys had simply
stopped eating and died ofshock. Thefo- *
cus ofthe infection was Room F, where
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most of the monkeys had perished. The
disease gave Dalgard aneerie feeling,
and prompted him to keep a diary. Of
the monkeys that had died in Room F
he wrote:

Manyof the animals were in prime condi-
tion and had more abdominal and subcutane-
ousfat than is customary for animals arriving
from the wild. The diagnosis at this time was
continuing to point more strongly toward
S.HLF.butthe slow progression fot the dis-
case] and the lack ofthe hemorthagic compo-
nent confused the diagnosis.

Hedecided to take the mystery to the
United States Army Medical Research
Institute for Infectious Diseases, where

he knew abouta virologist named Peter
Jahrling, who had done work on S.H.F.
Hedescribed to Jahrling theillness that
was burning through his monkeys, and
he sent somebloodandtissue samples to
Jahrling. Some of the samples came
from a monkey known as 053, which
had lived in Room F. Jahrling froze
someofthe tissues and placed them in a
Biosafety Level 3 containment room.
This level is kept under negative pres-
sure, but you don’t need to wear a space
suitinside it.

Onewaytoidentify a virus is to make
it multiply insideliving cells in a flask.
You drop a very small sample ofthe vi-
tusinto thecells, and as thevirus spreads
through thecells extraordinary numbers
ofvirus particles are produced. You can
then look at them under a microscope,

or you can put different kinds of
fluorescent antibodies—immunity pro-
teins—in the virus culture. These anti-
bodies attach themselves to infectedcells
and glow underultraviolet light, and the

antibody that makes cells glow tells you
which particular virus you have in the
flask.
A civilian technician named Joan

Rhoderick cultured the unknown mon-
key virus from theliver ofMonkey O53.
She ground upa bit oftheliver with a
mortar andpestle, and dropped some of
the resultant mushinto flasks that con-
tained living strain ofcells from the
kidney of a green monkey. Joan
Rhoderick wore a surgical mask and
rubber gloves but not a space suit, and
she worked with the samples kept in a
safety cabinet that pulls air away from
the samples and througha filter.

John Rhoderick and Peter Jahrling
looked at slices of liver and spleen from
Monkey O53, and Jahrling gave a pre-
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sumptive diagnosis of simian hemor-
thagic fever to Dan Dalgard. At this
point, Dalgard felt that he had no choice
but to sacrifice all the monkeys in
Room in order to halt the spreading
disease. If those monkeys were infected
with S.H.F., they would die anyway,

andif they weren'tsacrificed the disease
could spread to other rooms, killing

more monkeys. Dalgard and an assis-
tant, wearing surgical masks and rubber
gloves, euthanized all the monkeys in
Room F on November16th—somesev-
enty monkeysin all. They gave the
monkeys injections of an anesthetic.
Dalgard opened ten ofthe corpses to see
what he could see, and sent everything
to an incinerator.

NX the beginning of Thanksgiving
week of 1989, when these events

were taking place at the Reston Primate
Quarantine Unit, Thomas Geisbert was
a twenty-seven-year-old civilian re-
searcher working at USAMRUD while he
studied for a Ph.D. in microbiology. His
specialty is the electron microscope.
Geisbert is something of a loner, a tall

man with blue eyes, brown hair, and

arrestingly large ears. He grew up an
only child in western Maryland, where
he spent a lot of time camping in the
woods alone or with his uncles, who
taught him how to hunt and fish.
Geisbert’s boss at USAMRIID was Peter
Jahrling. Tom Geisbert goes deer hunt-
ing in West Virginia every year around
Thanksgiving. He plannedto leave on
Monday morning of that week, but
something prompted him to stop by his
Jab at USAMRIID for a last look at the
flasks of monkey cells that were incubat-
ing thevirus from Reston. Atnine in the
morning, he put on a surgical mask and
gloves and entered the BL-3 suite.
There he met Joan Rhoderick, the tech-

nician whohad started the Reston cul-
ture. She was looking at a flask under a
microscope. Theflask containedcells in-
fected with virus from the Reston mon-
key O53. She said to Geisbert, “There's
somethingflaky going oninthis flask.”

The flask was small—four inches
long—and it was madeofplastic and
had a screw cap. Geisbert looked
through the eyepieces of the microscope
into the flask. Living cells ordinarily
cling to the bottom offlask in a carpet.
This carpet looked eaten by moths. It
was full of holes: dead and dying cells

had detached from theflask and drifted
into the fluid. Later, he described to me
whathe’d seen.“Cells that have been in-
fected with S.H.F. take on a spiderweb
look. These cells didn’t look like that.
‘Theywere rounded and had a granular,
pepperlike look. Some were dead. They
were‘off the plastic, as we say. It means
they had floated away.”

This didn’t look like simian hemor-
thagic fever. He went out and got Peter
Jahrling, his boss. Hesaid to Jahrling,
“There’s something very strange going
on in that flask, but I’m not sure what.”

Jahrling had worked at USAMRIID
long enough to have seen somestrange
things in flasks. “The cells were blown
away. They were crud,” Jahrling recalled
later. He thought that a wild strain of
bacteria had invaded the cell culture.
This is a commonand annoying occur-
rence in cell cultures, and it wipes out

the culture. Bacteria give off odors as
they multiply, and Peter Jahrling had
smelled enough bacterial contaminations
so that he knew howtodistinguish them
by nose. Viruses, on the other hand,kill
cells withoutreleasing an odor. Jahrling
guessed that the flask had been wiped
out by a commonsoil bacterium named
pseudomonas, which, hesays, “smells

like Welch’s grape juice.” He unscrewed
the cap and waved his hand over it, and
took a whiff, andsaid to Geisbert, “Have

you ever smelled pseudomonas?” Geis-
bert accepted the flask from Jahrling and
sniffed. He didn’t smell any Welch’s
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grape juice. There was no odor. Jahrling,
who hadn’t smelled anything, either,

took back the flask and whiffed it again.
Nothing. No smell. But the cells were
blown away.

Geisbert poured some milky fluid out
ofthe flask into a test tube and spunit in
a microcentrifuge. A small “button” of
material collected at the bottom of the
test tube—a pill of dead and dyingcells.
Geisbert removed the button with a
wooden stick and soakedit in plastic
resin. Then he went hunting in West
Virginia. He planned to look at the but-
ton in his microscope whenhereturned,
after Thanksgiving. When Ebola virus
infects a humanbeing, the incubation
period is from seven to fourteen days,
while the number of virus particles
gradually climbs in the bloodstream.
Then comesthe headache.

HE first known emergence of a
filovirus happened in August,

1967, in Marburg, Germany. A ship-
ment of green monkeys from Uganda
had arrived in Frankfurt. Green-monkey
kidneycells are useful for the production
of vaccines, and these monkeys were go-
ing to be killed for their kidneys. Most
of the monkeys were trucked from
Frankfurt to a factory in Marburg that
produced serum andvaccines, while a

few monkeys from the same shipment
stayed in Frankfurt, and a few others
went to Belgrade, Yugoslavia. Thefirst
person known to be infected with the vi-

   
  “You may go now, Howard. My new husbandis here.”
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rus—the index case—was a man known
as Klaus F., an animal-care technician at
the serum factory in Marburg. He broke
with fever and rash on August 8th, and
died two weeks later.

Solittle is known about the Marburg
agentthat only one book has been pub-
lished aboutit, “Marburg Virus Dis-
ease,” edited by G. A. Martini and R.
Siegert. In it we learn:

The monkey-keeper HEINRICH P. came
back from his holiday on August 13th 1967
and did his job of Killing monkeys from Au-
gust 14th-23rd. The first symptoms appeared
on August 21st.

‘Thelaboratory assistant RENATEL. broke
a test-tube that was to be sterilized, which
had contained infected material, on August
28th,andfell ill on September 4th 1967.

And so on. Thirty-one laboratory
workers acquired the disease; seven died.
In other words, the case-fatality rate of

Marburg virus in hospitalized patients
was twenty-twopercent. That was terri-
fying. Yellow fever, which is considered
a lethal virus, kills only five per cent of
theinfected once theyreach a hospital.

Marburgbegan witha splitting head-
ache, focussed behind the eyes and
temples. That was followed by a fever.
The characteristic diagnostic sign was a
red speckled rash over the body which
blistered into a sea of tiny white bubbles.
“Most of the patients showed a sullen,
slightly aggressive, or negativistic behav-
ior,” Martini wrote. “Two patients [had]
a feeling as if they were lying on
crumbs.” One became deranged and
psychotic. These mental signs were
caused by thevirus’s having damaged the
brain. The patient Hans O.-V. showed
no signs of mental change, but he

suffered a sudden, acute fall of blood
pressure and died. At autopsy, his brain

was foundto be laced with hemorrhages,
and there was a massive, fatal hemor-

thage at the center. In Frankfurt, an ani-
mal attendant known as B. developed a
high fever and eventually began bleeding
from his mouth, nose, and gastrointesti-
nal tract. He was given whole-blood
transfusions, but then he developed un-

controllable hemorrhages at thesites of
the IV. punctures. He died with blood
running from his mouth andhis nipples.
All the survivors lost their hair. During
convalescence, the skin peeled off their

faces, hands,feet, and genitals. It was a
small, frightening emergence.

Marburg virus looks like rope, or it

 

HITCHHIKER

Weweredriving through the darkness
ofsomesmall settlement,a store, a bar,

maybea silo or warehouse, and
there was a thump. Thedriver, a salesman

for Travelers Insurance heading for Topeka,
waited a momentandthensaid, “Whatwas that?”
I, still in my Navy uniform,useful
for hitchhiking, though the war was over
andI was back in college,said, “Uh,
I think youhit a man.” I knew he had,
Ihadseen the roundface, with lumpynose,
ofa man abouttheage ofmy father
openingin surpriseas the rightfront fender
bounced him toward me, as though he were
going to bash in the windshield, and
giving mea look as he sweptbyinto the darkness.
It felt like a hallucination but it was not.
“Whydidn’t you say something?” the salesman said,
putting on the brakes. “I thought you saw him,”
Isaid. In fact, I didn’t know why,but suddenly
I knew I would have been capableof sitting
nextto this man whohad just run over somebody
all the way to Topeka without mentioningit.
Heopenedthe door onhis side and looked back.
I did the same on my.side. Back there in the light
ofa streetlight we saw the bodybythe road,
with a man bendingoverit. For a moment
it was myselfbendingina time to come
over the body of myfather. The manstood up
and shouted,“Forgetit, he getshit all the time!”

Oh.A bum. Wewere happy to forget it.
Weclosed the car doors and drove away.
‘Therest of the way, into dawn in Kansas,
whenhe dropped meoffwithoutvisible regret,
wesaid not a word,except, as I got out,
Isaid, “Thanks,” and hesaid, “Don’t mention it.”

—GALWAYKINNELL

 

ip into the rings that resemble were the reservoir, Marburg wouldn’t
Cheerios. Virologists had never seen a
ring-shaped virus, and couldn’t figure
out howto classify it. They thought that
it might be a type ofrabies. The rabies
particle is shapedlike a bullet, and ifyou
stretch a bullet it becomesa rod, and the
rod can be bent into a doughnut:
Marburg. Theystarted calling Marburg.
“stretched rabies.” Butit is not related to
rabies.

The question was: Whatis the virus’s
natural history? In what animal orinsect
does Marburg hide? Marburg evidently
doesnotcirculate in monkeys. Monkeys
die quickly of the disease, and if they

wipe them out. The monkey's immune
system would havelearned to attack the
virus, and thevirusitselfwould have be-
comebetter adapted to living in mon-
keys withoutkilling them,sinceit is in

the virus’s best interest to let the host
survive. The Marburg monkeys had
beencollected in Ugandabynative trap-
pers—apparently in forested habitat
to the west ofMt. Elgon,anextinct vol-
canothatstraddles the border between
Uganda and Kenya. Teams ofepidemi-
ologists combed Uganda, and especially
the western slopes of Mt. Elgon, look-
ing for some animal orinsect that har-
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bored Marburg virus;they found nothing.
In 1980, a French engineer who was

employed by the Nzoia Sugar Company
at a factory in Kenya within sight ofMt.
Elgon developed Marburg anddied. He
was an amateur naturalist who spent
time camping and hiking around Mt.
Elgon, and he had recentlyvisited a cav-
ern on the Kenyan side of the mountain
which was known as Kitum Cave. It
wasn’t clear where the Frenchman had
picked up the virus, whether at the sugar
factory or outdoors. Then,in the late
summer of 1987, a Danish boy whose
namewill be given here as Peter Cardi-
nal visited the Kenyan side ofMt. Elgon
with his parents—the Cardinals were
tourists—and the boy broke with
Marburg anddied.

Epidemuologists at USAMRIID became
interested in the cases, and they traced

the movements of the French engineer
and the Danish boy in the days before
their illnesses and deaths. Theresult was
weird. The paths of the French engineer
and the Danish boy had crossed only
once—in Kitum Cave. Peter Cardinal
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had goneinside Kitum Cave. As for the
Ugandan trappers whohad collected the
original Marburg monkeys, they might
have poached them from the Kenyan.
side of Mt. Elgon. Those monkeys
might have lived near Kitum Cave, and

might even have occasionally visited the
cave.

Mt. Elgonis a huge,eroded volcanic
massif, fifty miles across—one ofthe

largest volcanoes in East Africa. Kitum
Cave is one of a number of caverns that
penetrate Mt. Elgonat an altitude of
around eight thousand feet and open
their mouths in a deep forest of podo
trees, African junipers, African olives,
and camphors. Kitum Cave descends
into tight passages and underground
pools that extend an unknown distance
back into Mt. Elgon. The volcanic rock
within Kitum Cave is permeated with
mineral salts. Elephants go inside the
cave to root out chunks of salty rock
with their tusks and chew on them. Wa-
ter buffalo also visit the cave to lick the
rocks, and they maybe followed into the
cave by leopards. Fruit bats and insect-

an actual emergency,

developments.
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eating bats roost in the cave,filling the
air with a sour smell. The animals drop
their dung in the cave—an enclosedair-
space—and they attract biting flies and
carry ticks and mites. The volcanic rock
contains petrified logs, the remains of
trees that were enveloped in lava, and

the logs are filled with sharp crystals.
Peter Cardinal may have handled crys-
tals inside the cave and scratched his
hands. Possiblythe crystals were tainted
with animal urine or the remains of an
insect. The Army keeps some of Peter
Cardinal’s tissues frozen in cryovials, and
the Cardinal strain is viciously hot. It
kills guinea pigs like flies. In February,
1988, a few monthsafter Peter Cardinal

died, the Armysent a team of epidemi-
ologists to Kitum Cave.

‘The team wore Racal suits inside the
cave. A Racal is a lightweight pressur-
ized suit witha filtered air supply, used
for hot operations in the field. Thereis
no vaccine for Marburg, and the Army

people had cometo believe that the virus
* could be spread through the air. Near

andinside the cave they set out, in cages,
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guinea pigs and primates—baboons,
green monkeys, and Sykes’ monkeys—
and they surroundedthe cages with elec-
ttified wire to discourage predators. The
guinea pigs and monkeys were sentinel
animals, like canaries in a coal mine:
they were placed there in the theory or
the hope that some of them would de-
velop Marburg. With the help of
Kenyan naturalists, the Army team
trapped as many different kinds of wild
mammals as they could find, including
rodents, rock hyraxes, and bats, and
drew blood from them. They collected
insects. Somelocal people, the il-Kony,
had lived in some of the caves. A
Kenyan doctor from the Kenya Medical
Research Institute, in Nairobi, drew

blood from these people and took their
medical histories. At the far end of
Kitum Cave, where it disappears in
pools of water, the Army team found a
population ofsand flies. They mashed
someflies and tested them for Marburg.

‘Theexpedition was a dry hole. The sen-
tinel animals remained healthy, and the
blood andtissue samples from the mam-
mals, insects, arthropods, and
local people showed no obvi-
ous signs of Marburg. To
this day, the natural reservoir
ofMarburg is unknown. Mar-
burg lives somewhere in the
shadow ofMt. Elgon.

N July 6, 1976, five
hundred miles north-

west of Mt. Elgon, in the

township ofNzara, Sudan,in

densely wooded country at the edge of
the African rain forest, a man referred to
as YuG died of a hemorrhagic fever. He
was a storekeeperin a cotton factory,

and he was the index case of a new strain
offilovirus, The clinical features of the
disease were indistinguishable from
those of Marburg—masklike facial ex-
pression, rash, bleeding, terminal shock.
Two of YuG’s co-workers also came
down with the disease and died. No one
knowshow thevirus gotinto the cotton
factory. One of the dead men, a man
known as PG, had a wide circle of
friends and contacts, and he also had
several mistresses. Most of the subse-
quentfatal cases ofwhatlater cameto be
knownas the Sudan subtype of Ebola
hemorrhagic fever can be traced back
through chains of infection to PG,
through as manyas six generationsof in-

 

fection. Thestrain burned through the
town of Nzara, and then reached east-
ward to the town ofMaridi, where there
was large hospital, andit hit the hospi-

tal like a bomb.It killed nurses and
aides, and it savaged patients and then

radiated outward from the hospital
through patients’ families. (A character-
istic of a lethal, highly transmissible, and

incurable virus is that it kills medical
people first. Frequently, as in this case,
the medical-care system actually intensi-
fies the outbreak, like a lens that focusses

sunlightiin a heapoftinder.) The Sudan
virus was more than twice as lethal as
Marburg—its case-fatality rate was fifty
per cent, the same as that of bubonic
plague before antibiotics. And the death
rate kept climbing, until by the third
month of the Sudan outbreak mortality
amongthe infected had hit seventy per
cent,as if perhapsthe virus were mutat-
ing, getting hotter as it passed from gen~
eration to generation in humans. Then,
for reasons that aren’t clear, the outbreak
subsided. The surviving staff of the
Maridi hospital had panicked and run

away, and that may have
helped break the chain of in-
fection. Or possibly the hu-
man hosts died too quickly to
be efficient transmitters of
the virus. Whatever the rea-
son, the organism vanished.

In early September, 1976,
two monthsafter the begin-
ning of the Sudan break, a
similar yet morelethal strain
emerged five hundred miles

to the west, in the Bumba Zone of

Zaire, an area of humid rain forest
drained by the Ebola River. The Ebola
Riverstrain seemed to comeout of no-
where, and popped up in the Yambuku
Mission Hospital, an upcountry clinic
run by Belgian nuns. The nunsandstaff
at Yambuku wereusing five needles a
day to give injections of antibiotics and
vitamins to hundreds of people in the
hospital’s outpatient and maternity clin-
ics. The staff sometimes rinsed the
needles in a pan ofwarm water between
injections. Thevirusenteredthe cycle of
dirty needles, and erupted in fifty-five
villages aroundthe hospital. It first killed
people whohad received injections, and
then killed family members—particu-
larly women, whoin Africa prepare the

dead for burial.
Thevirus also wiped out the Yam-
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buku hospital’s medical staff. (Medical
people go first.) By the end of Septem-
ber, two-thirds of the staff were dead or
dying, and the hospital closed down. A.
critically ill Belgian nun who was a nurse
at the hospital, Sister M.E., was flown
to Kinshasa, the capital of Zaire, with
another nun, Sister E.R., who nursed
her. Sister M.E. was admitted to the
Ngaliema Hospital, and she died there
shortly afterward. Sister E.R. then be-
cameill and died. Then a Zairian nurse
at Ngaliema Hospital, identified as M.N.,
developed fever and bleeding. She had
cared for Sister M.E.; she herself would

soon die. While M.N.wasincubating
the virus, she had had face-to-face con-
tact with several dozen peoplein thecity
of Kinshasa. The virus seemed about to
start an explosive chain oflethal trans-
mission in Kinshasa, a poor, crowded
city with a population of two million,
where the virus might go off like a
bonfire. This epidemiological possibility
triggered a panic in European capitals.
Kinshasa has direct air links to Europe,
and European governments contem-
plated blocking flights from Kinshasa.
The World Health Organization feared
that the nurse M.N.mightbe thevector
for a worldwide pandemic. The Zairian
governmentordered its army to seal off
the Bumba Zone with roadblocks, and
all radio contact with the province was
lost. Bumba had dropped off the earth,
into thesilent heart ofdarkness.

Out of Bumba came sometubes of
blood, and from Sudan came somevials
ofserum. A few ofthe samples ended up
in Atlanta, Georgia, at the Centers for

Disease Control, where a team headed
by Karl M.Johnsonisolated the Ebola
River virusfor thefirst time. Key members
of the team were Frederick A. Murphy,
whois an expert in the electron micro-
scope, and Patricia A. Webb,a virolo-

gist. (She was married to Karl Johnson
at the time.) The team started to grow
thevirusin cultures ofmonkey cells, and
Murphybegan looking at the cells in his
microscope. On October 13th, Webb
telephoned her husband, Johnson, and

said to him, “Karl, you’d better come

quick to the lab. Fred has harvested
somecells, and they've got worms.” The
virus looked like Marburg, but Johnson
foundthatit didn’t react to Marburg an-
tibodies. Therefore it was a newvirus.

* Karl Johnson and his team had per-
formed whatis known as thefirst isola-
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tion and characterization of the
agent—theyhad gotit to repli-
cate, and they had proved it was

something new. (Teams at the
Microbiological Research Estab-
lishment in Porton Down, En-

gland, andat the Institute for
‘Tropical Medicine in Antwerp,
Belgium, had isolated the virus,

too, but they didn’t know whatit
was.) Johnson’s team had earned
the right to name the organism.
They namedit Ebola.

I learned that Johnson could
be reached at a fax number in
Big Sky, Montana,so I sent him
a fax, in whichI said that Ebola
virus fascinated me. My fax ma-
chine emitted this reply:

Mr.PRESTON:
Unless you include the feeling

generated by gazing into the eyes
of a waving confrontational cobra,
“fascination” is not whatI feel about
Ebola. How aboutshit scared?

HE richest trout river in America
may be the Bighorn, a green,

muscular river in Montanathat flows
out of the Bighorn Mountains into
grassland, andis lined with cotton-

woods. One recent day in October, the
brown trout were spawningin the Big-
horn, and the cottonwoods had turned
yellow and rattled in a south wind.
Standing waist-deep in a mutable
slick of the river, wearing sunglasses,
with a cigarette hanging from the
corner of his mouth anda fly rod in his
hand, Karl Johnson ripped his line off
the water and laid a cast upstream.
Johnsonis a great figure in the history
ofvirology; he trained an entire genera~
tion of field virologists at a tropical labo~
ratory called MARU, which he ran in
Panama. “I’m so glad nature is not
benign,” he said. He studied the water,
took a step downstream, and whipped
another cast. “But on a daylike today,
we can pretend nature is benign—
all monsters and beasts have their be-
nign moments.” Johnson was a member
of a World Health Organization team
that went to Kinshasa to try to contain
the Ebola virus. “When we got to
Kinshasa, the place was an absolute
madhouse. There was no news coming
out of Bumba province, no radio
contact. We knew it was bad in there,
and we knew we were dealing with
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‘I'm not a Democrat, but I am a catperson.”

something new. Wedidn’t know if the
virus could be spread by droplets in the
air, somewhatlike influenza. IfEbola
had easily spread throughthe air, the
world would be a very different place
today.”

“Howso?”
“There would be lotfewer ofus. It

would have been exceedingly difficult to
contain thatvirus if it had had any major
respiratory component.”

“Were you afraid you wouldn’t come
out alive?”

“Yeah. But I'd been there before. In
1963, I led the investigation of the
Machupooutbreak, named for a river
thatruns bya little town in theplains of
eastern Bolivia. Same kind of thing.
People bleeding and dying.”

Karl Johnsonperformed thefirst iso-
lation of the Machupovirus, a deadly
emerger that belongs to a family known
as the arenaviruses, because the virus
particles are speckled with dots that look
like sand. (drena is Latin for “sand.”)
Johnson came down with Machupo in
Bolivia—he went into borderline shock
in a hospital in the Canal Zone, after
he'd been flown outof Bolivia, and he

nearly died. Johnsonalso collaborated on
thefirst isolation of the Hantaan virus, a
lethal east-Asian organism (classified as
a BL-3 agent), which happens to be an-
other important emerger. A Hantaan

relative now infects the rats of Baltimore
and Philadelphia; no obvious human

epidemic has yet occurred in the United
States. Johnson has therefore been cred-
ited with work that led to the discovery
andclassification of three major groups
of emerging human hemorrhagic-fever
viruses—thefiloviruses, the arenaviruses,
and the hantaviruses (named after
Hantaan).

“Tve seen young physicians run from
these hemorrhagic viruses, literally,” he
said. “In the Zaire thing, we had a young
doctor from the C.D.C. who just
couldn’t get on the plane with me to
Kinshasa. He admitted he was too
afraid. We sent him home.I did figure
that if Ebola was the Andromeda
strain—incredibly lethal and spread by
droplet infection—then there wasn’t go-
ingto be anysafe place in the world any-
way. It was better to be working at the
epicenter than to get the infection at the
Londonopera.”
The W.H.O. team in Zaire wore

fabric helmets with full-face respirators,
and disposable gowns, gloves, and over-
shoes. Theyset up two containment pa-
vilions at Ngaliema Hospital. Into one
pavilion they shut thirty-seven people
who had had face-to-face contact with
MLN., the Zairian nurse who was then

-dying, and into the other pavilion they
shutall medical staff who had had con-
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tact with the nuns whohadalready died.
Doctors and nurses entered the contain-
mentareas through a double-doored
antechamber, a gray zone. They
wrapped the cadavers of the nuns and
the nurse (when she died) in sheets
soaked in a phenolic disinfectant, then

double-bagged these mummiesin plas-
tic, put them in coffins that had screw-
downlids, and issued instructions to the
families of the deceased to bury the
coffins immediately, with no wake. The
rooms where the nunshad suffered their
agonals were notpleasant to behold.
The floors, furniture, and walls were

stained with blood. The aspect of those
rooms may haveraised in some minds
‘oneor two questions about the nature of
the Supreme Being; or, for persons not
inclined to theology, the blood on the
walls may have served as a reminder of
the nature of Nature. The team washed

‘ing with bleach and smoked the
victims’ rooms with formaldehyde vapor.
Noonein the containmentpavilions or
in thecity fell ill with the virus. Some-
what to the team’s surprise, andto its
great relief, the Ebola agent seemed not
to be contagiousin face-to-face contacts.

“Wegot an advanceparty into the
bush with a couple of Land Rovers,”
Johnson said. “They wore respirators
and paper gowns and rubbergloves. It

 

   
turned outthat the epidemic was already
in decline when the teams got there.
Thevillage elders had had the wisdom
to institute procedures for dealing with
smallpox, which has been a problem for
centuries in Africa. An infected person
was put in a hut by himself, and food
and water were pushed through the
doorway. If the person was able to care
for himself, he’d eventually come out of
the hut. Otherwise, they'd burn the hut
down.Itreally worked with Ebola. But
think whatthat doestoa traditional cul-
ture. In order to stop an epidemic that
way, you have to suspendall the normal
cultural relations that surround death.
Youhave to puta parentor a child into
that hut and burn it down afterward.
The African technique would work in
the United States, but I don’t think we'd
doit.”

LURING Thanksgiving week of 1989,
Nancy Jaax’s father was dying of

cancer in Wichita, Kansas, and she and

Jerry drove home. Nancy had grown up
on a farm in Wichita. Her father had
owned a small chain of hamburger res-
taurants called Dunn’s Grills. They lived
ona farm outside town, where they grew
truck crops, such as tomatoes, canta-

loupes, peppers, watermelons, and corn,
for the restaurants. Nancy would get up
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at five in the morning to work in the
fields with her father. Later, in high

school, she moved in with her grand-
mother in Wichita, and in the evenings
she would help run another restaurant
owned byher father called the Planta-
tion (her father had sold Dunn’s Grills).
Thanksgiving of 1989 was the most
painful family reunion ofherlife. She
said herfarewell to her father. She didn’t
know whether she would see him again.
Tom Geisbert shot a buck in West

Virginia, and returned home to spend
Thanksgiving with his family. Dan
Dalgard spent an uneasy Thanksgiving
with his wife. He had not stopped the
apparent course of simian hemorrhagic
fever in his monkeys by sacrificing the
monkeys in Room F. Dead monkeys ap-
peared in Room H,two doors down the
hall from Room F. After the holiday
weekend, Dalgard performed necropsies
onfour monkeys,takingslices of spleen,
liver, and kidney. He wrote in hisdiary,
“Gutfeeling after looking at the animals
and tissues is that weare notseeing le-
sions compatible with S.H.F.” He had
noidea whatwaskilling his monkeys.

AN seven-thirty on Monday morning,
November 27th, Tom Geisbert

reported to work at his laboratory at
USAMRIID. He wanted to get an early
start with his electron microscope, look-
ing at the button of dead cells he had
harvested the previous Monday. Re-
cently, I met with Geisbert in his office.
The walls were plastered with photo-
graphs of the Ebola virus. Someofthe
viruses were ten inches long and re-
sembled ballpark frankfurters. I asked
him how he takes a photograph ofa vi-
rus. He unlockeda filing cabinet and re-
moved from it a metal object the size of
a pocket pencil sharpener. “This is a dia~
mondknife,” hesaid. “These things cost
about four grand apiece. See the dia-
mond?” Hesitantly, he slid his treasure

across his desk toward me,andI picked
it up. A prism gleamed. “Please don’t
touch the edge,” he said. “You'll com-
pletely trash it. You'll dull it, and your
fingeroils will stick to the edge. Four
thousanddollars.”
He showed me a button ofcells. It

wasa dotthesize of a toast crumb, em-
bedded in a wedgeofclear plastic. The
cells—from a monkey's liver—were al-

* most rotten with Ebola virus, but he’d

sterilized the button with chemicals. He
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took the button into another room,

where he mounted the button and the
diamondknife in a machine and threw a
switch. The machine workedlike a deli
slicer. It drew the diamondknife across
the button,peeling off slice,justlike a
slice of luncheon meat. Theslice was
thissize:

It contained as many as ten thousand
cells. Geisbert picked uptheslice with a
tiny copper mesh, and carried the
sample into a darkened room containing
a metal towertaller than a person. That
was his microscope. He put the sample
in a chamber in the microscope, and

pushed a button. A complicated image
appeared on a viewing screen, showing a
tiny corner of one cell—a cellscape of
oxbow rivers and lakes that reminded
meof an aerial view ofjungle.

“T don't see any Ebola here,” Geisbert
declared, turning a knob, while thecell-
scape drifted across thefield ofview. We
huddled over the viewing screen, and

lakes and paths and specks wentbyal-
most without end, until I felt as ifwe were

inside a starship, making a low-orbit
pass over a huge, unexplored planet near
‘Tau Ceti. “Sometimestheviruses are ev-
erywhere, or sometimes I have to look
for six hours before I find a particle,”
Geisbert said. He was immutably pa-
tient, his eyes scanning the terrain. He
could pick out patterns ofsickness in a
cell, subtle anomalies which,like foot-

prints, would lead him to the horrible

brood. In the case ofEbola,it is a brood.
When Ebolareplicates, the virus grows
in blocks inside a cell, which are like
nests. These are the inclusion bodies, or
bricks. The bricks migrate toward the
surface of the cell. As a brick reaches the
cell wall, it disintegrates into hundreds
of individual viruses, and the brood-

lings bud through the cell membrane
and float away in the universe of the
host. No one knows how the Ebola
bricks are propelled toward the surface
ofthecell.

“That was quite a day,” Geisbert said,
sitting at the microscopein the darkened
room. His face glowedin the light of the
screen.“It’s in the morning, around ten
o'clock. The sample is cell culture from
Monkey 053. I put the sample in the
scope. I switch it on. I've lookedatit for
maybefifteen seconds, and then—Oh,
shit. The tissue was a mess, and it was

wall-to-wall with filovirus.” Some areas
were so thick with virus that they looked
like buckets ofrope.“I almostlost it,” he
said. “The only filovirus I'd ever seen in
the microscope was Marburg. I had
worked with the Cardinal strain ofMar-
burg—the strain from the Danish boy
who got Marburg at Kitum Cave in Mt.
Elgon—and J knew whatthat looked
like. So I thought, Marburg. I knew that
Pete Jahrling and I had sniffed those
flasks. I thought, Oh, man, Pete and I
have been handling this stuff in BL-3
conditions, and this is a BL-4 agent.”

He developed a few photographs of
the virus particles and hurried into the
office ofPeter Jahrling,his boss. Jahrling
reacted calmly. It seemed to be a
filovirus—Jahrling could see wormlike
shapes. Jahrling and Geisbert could have
breathed it into their lungs. They began
counting days back to the time oftheir
exposure. Seven days had passed since
they inhaled from the flask. Well, they
didn’t have headachesyet.

Jahrling wentto get his boss, Colonel
Clarence James Peters—he goes by the
name C,J.—whowas thenthe chief of
the disease-assessment division at
USAMRUD. Colonel Peters came into
Jahrling’s office and looked at Geisbert’s
photographs. Peters feared that any pub-
lic announcement of a Marburg-virus
outbreak might cause a panic in Reston,
once people hadlearned the history of
Marburg. He wanted to get a definite
positive identification of the strain be-
fore the Army made any announcement.
Tom Geisbert stayed up mostofthat

night. He wentinto the BL-3 laboratory
and found plastic jug that contained
sterilized pieces of liver from Monkey
053. He fished someliver out of the
jug, clippedbits off it, and fixed the bits
in plastic, preparatory to slicing them for
viewing in his electron microscope. He
left the plastic to cure and went home
for a couple of hours to try to sleep. He
returned to Fort Detrick while it was
still dark, at five in the morning, and be-

fore the sun rose he had developed pho-
tographsoffilovirus particles budding
directlyoutofcells in the monkey’sliver.
It was a definite confirmation that the
Reston monkeys were infected with a
filovirus. But whatstrain was it? Every-
one assumed thatit was Marburg, which
kills about one in four people it infects.
All that day, in his laboratory, Peter
Jahrling used fluorescencetest to try to
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nail down thestrain. Atfive o'clock in
theevening, he put some samples under an
ultravioletlight and, to his shock, found

that the stuff that glowed wasn’t Mar-
burg: it was Ebola, the slate-wiper, which
kills almostnine outof ten people.

‘The news that Ebola virus had bro-
ken out near Washington, D.C., was

not received casually at Fort Detrick.
Shortly after five o’clock, minutesafter
Jahrling typed thestrain, Colonel Peters
notified the chain of command.First,
Peters and Jahrling went to Colonel
David Huxsoll, the head of USAMRID.
Picking up Huxsoll and then Nancy
Jaax, the-group then went to Major
General Philip Russell, the commander

of the Army Medical Research & De-
velopment Command at Fort Detrick.
General Russell was himself a virologist,
and when he saw Geisbert’s glossy pho-
tographs he knew whathe was looking
at. The meeting became tumultuous.
With people talking loudly in the back-
ground, General Russell picked up the
telephone and called the Centers for
Disease Control, and got Frederick

Murphyon the line. Murphyis an ex-
pert on the Ebola virus—he had per-
formed thefirst isolation of the virus
with Karl Johnson, during the 1976
Zaire outbreak—and now,perhaps un-
derstandably, Murphy was skeptical
when General Russell told him that the
Armyhad isolated Ebola near Washing-
ton. Murphyis reported to have said to
General Russell, “You can’t fool me.
You have crud in yourscope.” Still,
Murphytookitseriously. He said that a
team from the C.D.C. would fly to
USAMRIDearly the next morningto re-
view the data. He advised Russell to no-
tify Hazleton Research Products, so that

the company’s employees could be pro-
tected, and also to notify the Virginia
State DepartmentofHealth.

Russell and Huxsoll put CJ. Peters in
charge of any Army units that would be
needed to deal with the Ebola outbreak.
Next, Peters set up a conferencecall
with Dan Dalgard,at his home. He told
Dalgard that his monkeys had Ebola vi-
rus, probably in a mixed infection with
simian hemorrhagic fever. Dalgard had
heard of Marburgbutnever of Ebola.

'HE next morning—Wednesday,
November 29th—seven dead

monkeys turned up in Room atthe
Reston Primate Quarantine Unit. It
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seemed that Room H had now become
the hotspot.

Then Dalgard got anotherdisturbing
piece of news. An animal caretaker at
the Reston monkey unit, who will here
be called Jarvis Purdy, had suffered a
heart attack and had been taken to Lou-
doun Hospital, near Reston. Dalgard

wondered if Purdy’s heart attack had
been triggered by an Ebola infection.
Had Purdy thrown an Ebola clot?
Dalgard called the hospital and, without
mentioning the word “Ebola,” left in-

structions for Purdy’s doctor that if he
saw any unusual signs in Purdy he
should immediatelynotify Colonel C. J.
Peters, of the United States Army.
Dalgard also issued an order to the
monkey caretakers at the Reston unit,
As herecordedin his journal,

Alll operations other than feeding, obser-
vation and cleaning were to be suspended.
Anyoneentering the roomswasto have full
protection—Tyvek suit, respirator, and
gloves. Dead animals were to be double-
bagged and placed in a refrigerator.

That morning, Colonel Peters and
Lieutenant Colonel Nancy Jaax drove
down to Hazleton Washington’s head-
quarters, in Vienna, where Dalgard has

his office and the companyhas a labora-

&

 

tory. Peters, in commandof the Army
groups that would respondto the Reston
emergence in whatever way might be
needed, sensed that the Army might
haveto actdecisively to deal with the vi-
rus. As he drove to Vienna, he turned
overin his mind the question ofwhether
the Army would havetosterilize the
Reston Primate Quarantine Unit, using

military biohazard teams. There is a
slang term in the Armyfor this type of
action: the term is “nuke.” In the world
of biocontainment, nuke has nothing to

do with nuclear weapons. It has to do
with neutralizing hot organisms: to nuke
a place meanstosterilize it. You go into
the place in space suits and you isolate
any infected hosts. If the hosts are ani-
mals, you kill them, bag them, and in-
cinerate them. If the hosts are human,
you put them in bubble stretchers and
take them to the biocontainmenthospi-
tal at USAMRID—the Slammer. Then
yousterilize the hot zone with biocides
and formaldehydegas.

CJ. Peters is not a hardboiled mili-
tary type. Heis a medical doctor and a
field virologist of the old school, a jungle
hand who got his training with Karl
Johnson in Panama and worked with
him during the Machupo outbreak in

 
 

 
 
 

‘T think I can get you offwith a lighter sentence, butit
might screw up your movie deal.”
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Bolivia. Peters has recently left the Army
to become the chief of the Special
Pathogens Branch of the Centers for
Disease Control—a job that he landed
at least partly because of the way he
handled the Reston emergence. Peters is
a chunky,affable man in hisfifties, with

a mustache, a round face, and what I

think ofas stingingly alert eyes.
Notwantingto attract attention, Pe-

ters and Lieutenant Colonel Jaax drove
in separate civilian cars to the corporate
office of Hazleton Washington. They
were in uniform. At Hazleton, they
talked with Dalgard and lookedatslides
of monkeytissue. They wanted to get
samples, and perhaps somecadavers,
and they wanted to see the monkeys at
the monkeyhouseface-to-face. Dalgard,

pethaps fearful of losing control of the
situation, would notallow them to visit
the Reston Primate Quarantine Unit.
Instead, the two Armyofficers drove
four miles down the Leesburg Pike into
Reston and parked in a cul-de-sac beside
an Amocostation, near some pay tele-
phones, waiting for someone from the
Reston monkey houseto bring them
samples of monkey tissue. It was early
afternoon. “We watched guys buying
Cokes to drink, and housewivescalling
their boyfriends,” Peters said to me.

Eventually a windowless Hazleton van
pulled up and parked beside the colo-
nels, and a Hazleton employee swung
heavily out of the driver’s seat. “I've got
em right back here,” he said. He threw
open the doorofthe van, and the colo-
nels saw seven garbage bags.

“T said to myself, “Whatis this?’” Pe-
ters recalled. The garbage bags held
seven dead monkeys, and they were as
hot as hell. Presumably lethal. They
were the seven crab-eating macaques
that had turned up dead that morning in
Room H.

Jaax was getting that cogh feeling in
the pit of her stomach. She turned to
Peters. “I’m not putting that shit in the
trunk ofthiscar,” she said. “As a veteri-
narian, I have certain responsibilities
with regard to transportation of dead
animals, sir. 1 can’t just knowingly ship a
dead animal with an infectious disease
across state lines. You're a doc. You can
get away with this.” She nodded at his
shoulder bars and said, “This is why you

put on thosebigeagles,sir.”
Nancy Jaax wanted to dissect the

monkeys as soon as possible, since she



SPACE-SUITED IN THE HOT ZONE

had noticed how Ebola-infected cadav-
ers degenerate. (“If the animal has been
dead for more than twenty-four hours,
you have a bag ofsoupto lookat.”) Pe-
ters inspected the bags—it wasa relief to
see that the monkeys weretriple-bagged,
anyway—and he decided to take them
to Fort Detrick and worry about health
laws afterward. “If the guy drove them
back to Reston, I felt there would be a

certain added risk to the population just
from his driving them aroundin the van,
and there wouldalso be a delayin diag-
nosing them,” he said to me. “We felt

that ifwe could quickly get a definite di-
agnosis of Ebola it would be in
everyone's favor.” They loaded the bags
into the trunk of Peters’ car, a red

Toyota. The monkeys depressed the rear
endofhis car. Peters didn’t see anything
dripping. Nancy Jaax followed him to
Fort Detrick.

‘Whenshearrived, she immediately
suited up. First, she went into a locker
room and put on a long-sleeved scrub
suit and tucked her hair into a surgical
cap. She put on a pair of white socks.
Then she walked across the floor in her
socks and waved a magnetic swipe-card
across an entry sensor. A central com-
puter at USAMRIID noted that Jaax,

Nancy, was attempting entry into Con-
tainment Suite AA-5. Finding that she
was cleared to enter the area, the com-

puter beeped and unlocked the door.
She wentthrough the door into a nega-
tive-pressure Biosafety Level 3 staging
area, the route into BL-4, the hot zone.

There were twoother pathologists in the
staging area, and they and Nancy Jaax
would work as buddies in the hot zone.
She put on her inner surgical gloves and
sealed them to the sleeves of her scrub
suit with bandsofsticky tape. Now she
had oneintact barrier between her and
Nature. Her space suit was hanging on a
peg, underultraviolet lights. It was bright
blue and was madeofplastic. It had a
soft plastic helmet with a clear faceplate.
Thesuit had soft feet, like the feet in a
bunnysuit, and, attached at the wrists,

rubber gloves. She stepped into thesuit,
fitted her handsinto the gloves, and
pulled the helmet over her head. She
closed a steel zipper, followed by a
Ziploc-type zipper. Her breath clouded
the faceplate. Peering through conden-
sation, she openeda supplyair lock. Sit-
ting in the air lock were the seven
bagged monkeys. She picked up a couple

of the bags and a box of necropsy tools,
opened a door marked with a red toad-
shade, and stepped into the gray-zone
air lock leading to Biosafety Level 4. In
this air lock was a chemical shower. She
opened the far door and walked into
Biosafety Level 4, the hot zone. As she
closed theair lock behind her, she pulled
a chain, and the air lock began a decon

cycle: an Envirochem showerran in the
chamber. That was to stop any backflow
of organisms from the hot zone through
the air lock.

From the ceiling of the hot room
dangled an array ofyellow air hoses. Jaax
plugged a hose into her suit, and dry air
cleared her faceplate. It
made a loud rushingnoise.
People in BL-4 can hardly
hear each other shout, and

they often communicate by
handsignals, like scuba

divers. When you were in
BL-4, even with a buddy,

you were essentially alone.
Jaax thought that it was
like going into outer space.

She openeda stainless-steel-lined
closet which was flooded with ultraviolet
light, and removeda pair ofrubber boots
and pulled them on. Shecollected her
necropsy tools and specimen containers
and laid them beside a stainless-steel
table. She untied a bag, andlaid a crab-
eating macaque onthe table. Unclouded
brown eyes stared at her. Some animal
behaviorists think that monkeys are an
alien consciousness unto themselves,

where human rules don’t necessarily ap-
ply, and others think that monkeys’
minds and emotions work muchlike
ours, since we are all primates. Sheslit

the monkey’s abdomen with a scalpel,
and then disposed of the scalpel in a
sharps container. From this point on,
she would use scissors. Scalpels are
deadly instruments in a BL-4 hotsuite.
If you were to cut yourself with a hot
scalpel, your boss would befilling out
accidentreports while you sat in the
Slammerfor the rest ofyour life—which
mightnotbe long.
The spleen was enlarged, but there

were no obviouslesionsinside this mon-
key. Then, at the base of the stomach,
she found a ring of hemorrhages on the
junction between the stomach and the
small intestine—a lesion that is associ-
ated with simian hemorrhagic fever. She
clipped samples oftissue and pressed 
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them onglass slides. The slides were the
only glass objects allowed in the hot
zone. All laboratory beakers were plastic.
A sliver of glass might pierce the suit
and you, bringing into your bloodstream
thereplicative other. She worked slowly,
rinsing her gloves often in Clorox. She
wasalonein a cocoon with the sound of
herair.

\ K "ULE Nancy Jaax was in the hot
room,a big meeting occurred in

a conference room at USAMRIID. The
meeting turned into a powerstruggle,
between the Centers for Disease Con-
trol and the Army, over which institu-

tion would manage the Res-
ton outbreak. Representing
the C.D.C. were Dr. Joseph
McCormick, who was then

the chief of the Special
Pathogens Branch at the
C.D.C., and Dr. Frederick
Murphy, whohadfirst iso-
lated Ebola. McCormick
spoke for the C.D.C., and,

according to the impression
the USAMRIID people got, he said to
them,in effect: Thanks for alerting us.

Thebig boys are here now. You can turn
this over to us. Afterall, the C.D.C. has
a mandate for protecting the American
population from infectiousdisease.

Colonel Peters resisted a takeover by
the C.D.C. He and McCormick per-
sonally disliked each other, and the clash

of personalities rapidly became institu-
tional head-butting between the C.D.C.
and the Army. Atits heart, the argument
concerned turf between doctors. Peters
said to McCormick that the Army had
appropriate containmentsuites for han-
dling the organism and goodtests that
would reveal its presence in tissue.
McCormick claimed that the C.D.C.
had better, newer techniquefortesting
for Ebola. Petersreplied that an ongoing
epidemicis notthe timeto try to field-
test a new technique. Peters added that
USAMRIID wascloser to the outbreak
than the C.D.C.Peters hardly needed to
add that those seven dead monkeys, even
as he spoke, were being dissected in a hot
suite: possession is nine-tenths ofthe law,

and the Army had the meat. The par-
ticipants agreed,finally, that the C.D.C.
would manage the human-health aspects
of the Ebola outbreak, while the Army
would deal with the monkeys in Reston.

The next day, Peters walked into the
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office of ColonelJerry Jaax, Nancy Jaax’s
husband, and put him in charge of the
group that would go to Reston. Jerry
Jaax, in turn, called a meeting of military
people andcivilians at USAMRIID, and
asked for volunteers to terminate the
monkeys in Room H,take clinical
samples, and sterilize the room. It was

going to be a limited operation. They
would leave the rest of the monkey
house alone.

NX five-thirty in the morning on Fri-
day, December 1st, an Armybio-

hazard group—all volunteers, mixed ci-
vilians and soldiers (including both
officers and enlisted people), led by Jerry
Jaax—assembledin a parking lot next to
USAMRIID. Everyone wore civilian
clothes, and they drove their own cars, to

avoid attracting attention. They had
filled three unmarked vans with equip-
ment. The vans contained, among other
things, Racal suits—the same type of
lightweightsuit that the Armyteam had
used inside Kitum Cave. The group
moved out, soon got stuck in rush-hour
traffic, and didn’t arrive at the business
park where the monkey house wassitu-
ated until eight-thirty. They drove across
a lawn and assembled in a secluded spot
behind the monkey house,along fringe

of woods. The back side of the building
presented a brick face, some narrow

windows, and a glass door. The door
was theinsertion point.

It was a freezing, overcast day. From
where they stood, they could see
through the trees a day-care center with
a playground,andthey could hear shouts
of children in the air. The operation
would becarried out near children.Jerry
Jaax had named Major Mark Haines, a

veterinarian, the operational leader of

the space-suited teams working inside
the building. Haines, a Green Beret, had
trained in the Green Berets’ scuba-
diving school. Haines’ experience in un-
derwater operations would provehelpful.
A battery pack attached to each suit
powered a blower that kept the suit
pressurized with filtered air. The batter-
ies had a life span of six hours, and
people would have to be extracted from
the hot area and decontaminated before
their batteries failed, or they would be in
trouble. Major Haines told the group
that he wanted everyone to use the
buddy system. Stick with your buddy
and watch your buddy’s suit for rips or
holes, he told them. Two of the group
members were dating each other: they
worked separately, following Army
policy. Almost none of the teams’ mem-
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bers, including Haines and Jerry Jaax,
had ever worn a Racal suit.

Nancy Jaax knew something about
space suits, and she spoke to someof the
team members. “Your suits are under
pressure,” she said. “If you get a rip in
your suit, you haveto tape it shut right
away, or you'll lose your pressure, an
contaminated air could flow inside the
suit.” She held up roll of brown sticky
tape. “I wrap extra tape around my
ankle, like this’°—she demonstrated—

“and then you can tear off a length of
tape and useit to patch a hole in your
suit. Be exquisitely careful. Know where
your hands andbodyare atall times. If
you get blood on yoursuit, stop and
clean it off. Keep your gloves clean.
With bloodygloves, you can’t see a hole
in the glove.”

Suiting up proved to be difficult and
embarrassing. You had to removeall
your clothes, including your underwear,
and then put ona surgical scrub suit.
The teamsrigged up a changing room
inside one of the vans, screening it with

sheets ofplastic, but the womenfelt ex-

posed. It was also bitterly cold. After you
had put on yourscrub suit, you wentin

through theinsertion-point door to a
staging area, and a support team there
helped you puton your Racal suit.

Thestaging area led into a hallway
deeper in the monkey house. They used
this hallway as a makeshift air lock, or

gray zone. It had doors at either end.
Onedoorled outto thestaging area; the
other door led into the monkey rooms.
At no time were both doors to be
opened simultaneously. The first two
peopleto put on their suits and enter the
air lock were Colonel Jerry Jaax and Ma-
jor Mark Haines. They stood in theair
lock for a moment, and then opened the

door and entered the monkeyarea.
Something had gone wrong with the
heating system, and the temperature had
soared above ninety in there. Jaax and
Haines began to pour sweat—the Racal
suits weren't insulated—andtheir plastic
head bubbles fogged up. The monkeys
were subdued and hungry. Jaax and
Haines walked up and downthehall-
‘ways, going into each monkey room and
checking the cages for dead orsick mon-
keys. They fed the monkeys their mon-
key biscuits. The monkeys hooted with
excitementevery time Jaax got near a

“biscuit bin. They found somechairs in a
lounge andcarried them into a hallway,
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wherethe volunteers could sit
andrest while they sorted tubes
of blood and loaded syringes
with drugs. Jaax wanted to be
sure that no one would reach
inside a cage with a hypoder-
mic syringe and get bitten by a
monkeyinfected with Ebola.
Hehad devised a mop handle
with a U-shaped attachment on
the end that would pin a mon-
key down in its cage. Then
someonecould stick the mon-
key with a syringe on the end of
a pole.

Eachinsertion of a pair of
buddies took twenty minutes.
Asthe pairs were comingin,
Jaax and Haines loaded some
syringes with double doses of
ketamine, an anesthetic. Then
they went into Room H, the

focus of the outbreak, and ran

the mop handle into one cage
after another, sticking each ner-
vous animal with the pole sy-
ringe, and reloaded the pole

witha full syringe after each in-
jection. The monkeys began to
collapse in their cages. When a
monkey was down, Jaax in-
jected the animal with a sedative,

Rompun,whichputit in a deepsleep.
Thebleed teamsset up bleed tables

in a hallway, outside the view of any
monkeys. (Monkeys get upset when they
see euthanasia going on.) Haines would
put an unconscious monkey on a bleed
table, stick a needle in its thigh, and
draw samples of blood. He would pass
the monkey to Major Nathaniel Pow-
ell, Jr., a veterinarian, at a euthanasia
table. Powell would lay the monkey out
andgiveit an injection of T-61, a eutha-
nasia agent, which killed the monkey.
Whenthe monkey’s breathing and heart
had stopped, Powell would hand the
monkey to Major Stephen Denny. He
would open the monkey with scissors,
snip outbits of spleen andliver, and put

the samples in tubes. The other soldiers
and the civilians put the monkeys in
plastic biohazard bags, adding paper
towels or kitty litter to soak up blood.
They triple-bagged each monkey, wash-
ing the outside of each bag with Clorox,
and then they loaded the bags into
drumscalled hatboxes, which look like
ice-cream containers but are blazed with
biohazard symbols.
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‘I wonder what that cost him?”

People grew tired and overheated in
their suits, and some neededto go to the

bathroom. As the day wore on, they be-
gan comingoutin pairs through the air
lock. A gray team, also wearing Racal
suits, stood in the air lock between the

two worlds and sprayed each person’s
suit with Clorox. Then the person went
into the staging area, where the support
team peeled off the suit, and the person

climbed into the van andstrippedto the
skin, a shivering tropical primate. The
men and women put ontheir clothes
and stood around on the grass, looking
pale, weak, and thoughtful. By nightfall,
all the monkeys in Room H had been
putto death.

HAT weekend, Dan Dalgard caught
up on his diary. “Retirement as a

clock repairman looks better each day,”
he wrote. He worried that television
crews would show up on Monday morn-
ing, and heordered the Hazleton animal
caretakers, who werestill entering the
Reston monkey unit to feed the surviv-
ing monkeys but were now wearing res-
pirators and overalls, not to go outside

the building with their protective equip-

ment on. He did not want images of
Hazleton monkey workers wearing what
looked like gas masks to appear on the
evening news.

Hearrived at the monkey unit early
on Monday morning, and was parking
his car when he saw a Hazleton animal
caretaker, who will here be called Francis

Milton, standing out on the lawn by the
main entrance wearinghis respirator and
suit. Dalgard was furious. He jumped
out ofhis car. Suddenly, Milton pulled
off his respirator, knelt in the grass, and

vomited. Dalgard was “scared shitless,”
he told melater. Milton developed the
dry heaves. Dalgard helped him to his
feet, took him indoors, and had him lie
down on a couch. They couldn’t find a
thermometer. Someoneran to a drug-
store and bought one. Milton had a fe-
ver of a hundred and one. He was shaky
and felt faint. He appeared to be break-
ing with Ebola. He did not seem afraid;
he told people that he had been previ-
ously saved, and had puthislife in the
hands of Our Lord. Theycalled an am-
bulance. Just as it showed up, so did
“television crews. The ambulance, chased.

by television vans, took Milton to
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Fairfax Hospital, where he was putinto
an isolation ward.

Dalgard now had two employees in
the hospital—Purdy with a heart attack
and Milton with a fever—andeither of
them could be breaking with Ebola. He
decided that he must order the destruc-
tion ofall the monkeys. The time had
come to evacuate the building and turn
it over to the Army. Hecalled Colonel
Peters at Fort Detrick. Peters asked
Dalgard to send him letter ceding con-
trol of the building to the Army.
Dalgard sent it immediately by fax. Pe-
ters showed it to General Russell. Peters
saw a need for clarity and speed. “You
reach a point where you need to make a
decision,” Peters explained to me. Dal-
gard,in his letter, had asked the Army to
assume responsibility for any liability
that would arise after the Army took
over. Peters refused to assumeliability.
Dalgard backed down; they signed the
letter, Dalgard evacuated and locked the
building; a Hazleton courier drove the
keys to Fort Detrick; and the building

fell under the control of the Army.
The next day—Tuesday—the bio-

hazard teams returned, with their un-

marked vans, and deployed in the grassy
area behind the building. The teams be-
gan to suit up. Before they wentinside,
Major Haines, the Green Beret, gave
them talk. By his later account, his
words went this way: “You are going to
euthanize a whole building full of ani-
mals. This is not a fun operation. You
mustconsider these animals as beings of
a kind. Don’t go in and play with the
monkeys. I don’t wantto hear laughing
and joking around the animals. I can be
hard. Remember the veterinarian’s
creed: You havea responsibility to ani-
mals and you havea responsibility to sci-
ence. These animals gavetheir lives to
science. They were caught up in this
thing; it’s nottheir fault, they had noth-
ing to do with it. Go in by twos. Never
hand a used needle to anotherperson. If
a needle comes outofits cap, it goes

straight into an animal, and then don’t
recapit, because you could stick yourself.
Put the used syringe straight into a dis-
posal container. Ifyou gettired,tell your
supervisor, and we'll decon youout.”

It took three days tokill all the mon-
keys, and the teams did it room by
room. The most dangerousjob fell to
Jerty Jaax. That was to inject conscious
monkeys with the first anesthetic, and

notgetbitten. A sergeant named Thom-
as Amenstayed at Jaax’s side during
most of the operation. He and Jaax took
turns pinning the monkeys with the
mophandle and giving them injections
with the pole syringe. The lowest banks
of cages were at floor level and were of-
ten dark. Jaax, whois a tall man, had to
get down onhis knees to peer inside
them. He could hardly see anything
through his head bubble. He would pick
out the shape of a monkeyin the back of
a cage, pin it down, and then Sergeant
Amen would ease the pole syringe into
the cage, aiming for the thigh. There
would be screeches and a wild commo-
tion, the monkey shrieking “Kra, ra!”

Jaax’s knees hurt and he could hardly
stand up after a day ofinjecting mon-
keys. He was oneof thelast to be
deconned out at the end of each day,
and Mark Haines remarked later that
whenJerryJaax took offhis Racal suit he
lookedten years older.

At Fort Detrick, NancyJaax stayed
up late every night, dissecting monkeys
and preserving their tissues. Nancy and
Jerry didn’t speak much aboutthe job to
their children—a son and a daughter,
who were both in middle school. The
children hardly saw their parents during
the emergency. On December 7th,
Nancy’s father died, in Wichita. Jerry
urged her to go homefor the funeral.
Sheflew homealone,reflecting that she
had not been there to hold her father’s
hand,

Inside the Reston monkey facility,
the bleed team set upa table in an empty
monkey room, where there was a water

faucet and a floor drain. The constant
sampling of monkey blood andtissues
generated much blood; they washed it

down the drain with Clorox. As the
nuking wenton, by the second and third
days you could see exhausted soldiers
andcivilians in suits, men and women,
their head bubbles clouded with conden-
sation,sitting in the chairs in the main
hallway, loading syringes with T-61 and
sorting boxesfull of blood tubes. Some
talked loudly, to be heard over the whine
oftheir blowers, and others just stared at

the walls.

\ K THEN the monkeys were dead, the
teamscleared out, and locked

the building. They had collected a total
ofthirty-five hundred clinical samples,
but nobody had stuck himself with a
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needle or received a bite. Then the
decon team arrived. The roomsandhalls
were bloodstained and strewn with
medical packaging, monkeybiscuits, and
monkeyfeces. Every object and surface
had to be presumed lethally hot. The
decon team wore Racal suits and worked
slowly. They washed the walls with
Clorox bleach. They bagged the medical
debris, and washed feces out of corners
with bleach and shoveled it into bags.
The bagged monkeys were delivered to
Dalgard’s people, to be burned at a
Hazleton incinerator. Usingsilver duct
tape, the decon teamstapedall the doors
and windows shut and taped sheets of
plastic over vent openings,first inside

the building and then outside, until they
had madethebuildingairtight.

Finally, on December 18th, the de-

con team set out patches of paper satu-
rated with spores of a harmless bacte-
rium known as Bacillus subtilis niger,

scattering them all around the monkey
house. These spores are hard tokill. It is
believed that a decon job that kills niger
will kill anything. The team had brought
thirty-nine Sunbeam electric frying
pans. Sunbeam frying pans are the
Armny’s tool of choice for a decon job.
They plugged the frying pans into
heavy-duty electrical outlets all around
the monkey building, which were wired
to a master switch. Into each Sunbeam
they dropped a handful of paraformalde-
hydecrystals. Theydialled the pans to
“high.” At18:00 hours on December 18th,
someone threw the master switch, and

the Sunbeamsbegan to cook,releasing
formaldehyde gas. The building's doors,
windows, and vents, having been taped,

prevented the gas from escaping. Three
days later, the decon team, again wear-

ing Racal suits, went back inside the
building andcollected the spore samples.
The Sunbeam treatmenthad killed the
niger. Total, unequivocal sterilization of
a roomis difficult to achieve and nearly
impossible to verify, but a Sunbeam
cookout that exterminates niger implies
success. The building had been nuked.
For a short while, the Reston Primate
Quarantine Unit was probably the only
building in the world where nothing
lived, nothingat all.

(OM GEISBERT and Peter Jahrling,
who had breathed Ebola Reston

virus from flask, worked around the
clock for weeks, testing monkey blood
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“My wish is simple—to give something back to the community.”
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and tissues. As the days
wentby and they did not
develop headaches,their

worry subsided. They
were encouraged by the
fact that Dan Dalgard
had not developed Ebola-
virus infection. He had
been dissecting hot mon-
keys weeks before the
Army found Ebola in
them, and hewas fine. In
the end, neither Geisbert
nor Jahrling came down
with Ebola, and neither
showed immunological
signs of having been ex-
posed to the virus. As for
Francis Milton, the Hazle-
ton animal caretaker who
had vomited on the lawn,

he recovered quickly. It
seemed that Milton had
had influenza—or, possi-

bly, an extremely mild

case of Ebola Reston.
Later, Milton developed
antibodies to Ebola Res-
ton. That means he had
becomeinfected with the
strain. Thevirus had mul-
tiplied inside him, but he

YOU PRUNE YOUR LIST IN SUMMER

Where I am thesky has been trying
to clear all morning.
Atnoonthesea is sparking
green,a giantcoinflipped and

falling, andthere are warnings:

a plane towing anad forcigarettes
(pleasures are dangerous),
the sun’s fuzzy mouth sucking the day back

in throughthe haze.
Iam in search ofthe perfect stone
for you—as if it would help!
Whatgood are stones to you

now,roseorblack,
pointed, smooth;
why remindyou, why be
heavy in your hand.

Where you are—
thetruth is I don’t know
whereyouare.
Maybethecity:

lunch date with a noisy woman,
rainstorm,the umbrella forgotten.
And more phone messages!
All afternoon you pruneyourlist,

andI can see you crossing us off,
peeling back layers, working
down to the ribbed, worn
pit ofyour self, then

setting out, tons lighter,

like the prow ofa boat without
its boat behind,andladyless
in front: no more breasts to the wind,

no more long, carved hair.
Don't worry. Already(it’s weeks)
I lie in bed mourning yourloss,
already I rememberthis summer

like a summer gone, and myself
like a woman whorented here years ago—
her radio and sunscreen,her stack
ofpaperbacks.It was she

paddling the warm waveofgetting away,
sheslender, on a diet from love,
who was free. Free!
Bestself, lostsister, I start

to forget her, wondering
if atthe edge ofyour day
mycolors don’t still go up,
a small disturbance, tat offlag

nicking the morningat the edge ofyour view.

had not developed clinical
disease, except, perhaps,
nausea and fever—if, in-

 —DEBORAH GARRISON

 

deed, hisillness came from

Ebola rather than flu. Milton did not
give Ebola to anyoneelse. As for Purdy,
the animal caretaker who had had a
heart attack, he recovered normally.

After the decon team left, Hazleton
Research Products took the building
back. In January, 1990, the company re-

stocked the building with monkeys,
which it had bought from the same
Philippine exporter that supplied the
earlier batches of sick monkeys. A few
weeks after the restocking, Ebola Reston
virus mixed with simian hemorrhagicfe-
ver again broke outin the monkeybuild-
ing. It seemed that the Ebola Reston virus
had been circulating at the Philippine
exporter’s compound in Mindanao.

This time, Dan Dalgard did not tum
the Reston monkey house over to the
Army, but he did let the Army take
samples back to USAMRUD.Since no hu-
man illness had resulted from thefirst
outbreak, Dalgard decided to try to con-
tain the disease room by room. When

disease broke out in a room,hesacrificed
all the monkeys in that room. But the
virus began appearing in room after
room,accompanied by respiratory signs,
such as coughing, bloody sputum, and
hemorrhagic pneumonia, and by March
mostof the monkeys were dead. Hazle-
ton was renting the building from a
commercial landlord. Not surprisingly,
relations between Hazleton and the
landlord did not improve during the
Army nuking and the second outbreak
of Ebola, Hazleton vacated the building
after the second outbreak, and to this
dayit stands empty.

ERHAPS the most surprising fact
about the Reston emergenceis that

it has notresulted in any obvious human
illness or death. There was, however, a
subtle and perhapssinister effect. Six
Hazleton employees had close contact
with the sick monkeys, including Dan’

Dalgard. Of those six men, four—all but

Dalgard and a supervisor—developed
antibodies to the virus in their blood-
stream. That meansthatthevirus repli-
cated successfully in the four men’stis-
sues. Oneof the four, a man who will
herebe calledJohn Coleus,cuthis finger
with a scalpel while performing a
necropsy on a monkey that had died of
Ebola Reston. It happened during the
second outbreak, in February, 1990.
“We werefrankly fearful that he had
bought the farm,” Peter Jahrling said to
me. But John Coleus didn’t even get
sick. Why John Coleus didn’t die of
Ebolais oneof the great mysteries of the
Reston outbreak. He was certainly in-
fected with Ebola—the virus had multi-
plied in him—yet he showed noill
effects. As for the three other men who
caught Ebola Reston,it seems that they
must have picked up the virus through
the air. They were using water hoses to
clean the cages, and they may have
breathed droplets of monkey waste or
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monkey mucusinto their lungs. To date,

none of the four men have shown any
clinical symptomsofillness. Ebola Res-
ton virus infects human beings but ap-
parently doesn’t make them sick—or
possibly it gives them a flu-likeillness.
Yetit appears to be absolutely deadly to
monkeys.

Ebola Reston virus is an extremely
close relative of Ebola Zaire, the hot

strain. It may be that Ebola Reston is a
variant of Ebola Zaire, perhaps a muta-
tion rendered it harmless to human be-
ings. It may be that Ebola Reston is a
Southeast Asian cousin of Ebola Zaire.
Epidemiologists visited the Philippine
monkey-export facility in Mindanao and
found that none of the employees there
hadsuffered a serious unknownillness in
the year preceding the Reston emer-
gence. Ebola Reston and Ebola Zaire
look the samein an electron microscope.
A molecular biologist at the C.D.C.
named Anthony Sanchez has begun to
analyze the Ebola virus’s genetic se-
quences. He has found that Ebola
Reston is, genetically, very close to
Ebola Zaire. “I term them kissing cous-
ins,” he said to me. “ButI can’t put my
finger on why Reston is apparently
apathogenic in human beings and
doesn’t makeussick.”

In March, 1990,right after the sec-
ond Reston outbreak, the C.D.C.
slapped a heavy set of restrictions on
monkey importers, tightening the test-
ing and quarantine procedures. The
C.D.C.also temporarily revoked the li-
censes of three companies—Hazleton
Research Products, the Charles River

Primates Corporation, and Worldwide
Primates—charging those companies
with violating quarantine rules. The
C.D.C.’s actionseffectively stopped the
importation of monkeys into the United
States for several months. Thetotal loss
to Hazleton ran into the millions of dol-
lars. Monkeys are worth money. Crab-
eating macaques fetched around five
hundreddollars apiece before the Reston
outbreak; since then, government regu-

lations and a monkey shortage have
driven the price to fifteen hundred dol-
lars. Despite the C.D.C.’s action against
Hazleton, scientists at USAMRUD, and

even someat the C.D.C., give Dalgard
and his companyhigh praise for making
the decision to hand the monkey facility
over to the Army, which cost the company
millions but seemedessential for the

safety of the American population. “It
was hard for Hazleton, but they did the
right thing,” Peter Jahrling said to me.

Jahrling, an inhaler of Ebola who
lived to tell aboutit, is now the acting
chiefofvirology at USAMRUD.Heis also
credited, along with Tom Geisbert, with
having performedthefirst laboratory
isolation and characterization of the
Ebola Reston strain. This recognition
gives Jahrling the right to nameit; he
hasn’t decided on a name. Oneday, in
his office, he showed me a photograph of
some Ebola virus particles. They looked
as if they had been cooked al dente and
would make a tempting first course at a
trattoria in Rome. “Lookat this honker.
Lookat this long sucker here,” Jahrling
said, his finger tracing a spaghetto. “It’s
Res— Oh, I was about to say it’s

Reston,butit isn’t. It’s Zaire. The point
is, you can’teasily tell the difference be-
tween them by looking. It brings you
back to a philosophical question: Why is
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the Zaire stuff hot? Whyisn’t Reston
hot, when they're so close to each other?
The Ebola Reston virus is almost cer-
tainly transmitted by someairborneroute.
Those Hazleton workers who developed
antibodies to the virus—I’m pretty sure
they gotthevirus throughtheair.”

“Did we dodge a bullet?” I asked.
“T don’t think we did,” hesaid. “The

bullet hit us. We werejust luckythat the
bullet we took wasa rubberbullet from a
-22 rather than a dumdum bullet from a
.45. Myconcern is that people are say-
ing, ‘Whew, we dodged bullet.’ And
the next time they see Ebola in a micro-
scope they'll say, ‘Aw,it’s just Reston,’

and they'll take it outside a containment
facility. And we'll get whacked in the
forehead whenthestuff turns out not to
be Reston butits big brother.”

Ke JOHNSON, the leader of the
team that isolated and named the

Ebola virus, is sitting in a swale of dry

COACHING THE LITTLE GIANT

 “O.K. Now,ifhe comes at you with ‘A house divided againstitself
cannotstand,’ what's your reply?”
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grass on the bank of the Bighorn River.
Something screams on the opposite
bank. “Hear that pheasant? That’s what
I like about the Bighorn,” he says. He
peers across the water, whereinsects are
hatching from theriver's surface. “Huh!
We've got two different emergences go-
ing on here.”
Took carefully and see two swarmsof

insects coming off the water. One type
of insect is flying upstream, into the
wind; the other type is being blown
downstream. The cloudsare passing
through each other, two interpenetrative

rivers of insects flowing above theriver
of water. “The ones that are flying up-
stream are little tiny mayflies called
tricos,” Johnson says. “The others are
the baetises. They have really longtails.
These insects spend a year or more at
the bottom oftheriver as nymphs. Then
they pupate andrapidly emerge from the
water and fly away as adults. The adults
molt into spinners, which is the egg-
laying form, and the spinners lay their
eggs on the surface of the river and die.
Theprocess from emergence to dying
can happen fast—the whole thing might
take a couple of hours. These hatchers
are like emerging viruses. The viruses
have been onthe earth a long, longtime.

Invisible. In the river, you might say.”
Johnsontells me that the word “emerge”
comesfrom the Latin word emergere. In
Webster’s unabridged dictionary,its first

meaningis: “To rise from ... an envel-
opingfluid.” Hesays, “It means to come
through another medium. Mostof the
emerging viruses are being
transmitted to man from ani-
mals. Coming through another
medium. There’s been this in-
credible damned surge of
people onour planet. There’s
been a human population ex-
plosion and a human invasion
oftropical habitats. There are
just too many people entering
too many ecosystems and violating
them. People stumble into something
andgetsick.”

Johnson stands up and knots to his
line a tinyfly thatlooks like a dead spin-
ner, a canapé for a trout. Bufflehead
ducks are diving at the head ofthe pool,
and a troutrises and flops, transmitting
rings into the water that spread anddie,
absorbedin thefiliationsof the Bighorn.

“Doyoufindviruses beautiful?”
“Oh, yeah,” he says softly. “Looking

 

at Ebola under an electron microscopeis
like looking at a gorgeously wroughtice
castle. The thing is so cold. So totally
pure. In Bolivia, we found out that the

reservoir of the Machupovirus is a wild
mouse. Machupois fundamentally a
sexually transmitted infection in a
mouse. These Bolivian mice live in
demes, which are like villages. They
copulate frequently. When the mouse
population expands to the point where
there is contact among the demes, you

have a sexually transmitted plague of
Machupoin the mice, and the popula-
tion crashes. The Machupovirus is a
force that keeps the mouse population
from going outof control and using up
its food supply. Machupo benefits the
mouseas a species, because when the
demes touch, the population gets
thinned out. This is Nature. And I hap-
pentothinkit is one ofthe loveliest bio-
logical structuresI’ve ever seen.”

“Tt soundslike aps,” I say.

“You're damned right. AIDS is that
wayfor us. Asa biologist, from a deeply
philosophical viewpoint, I don’t think
there’s anydifference. As a physician, of
course, I can’t turn my back on another
humanbeing.”

'HIS past week in Washington, the
Institute of Medicine, which is

chartered by the National Academy of
Sciences, called a news conference and

released a frightening report entitled
“Emerging Infections.” The report was
two years in the making. Under the

heading “Trouble Ahead,” the
report described the Reston
emergence as a classic example
of “the potential of foreign dis-
ease agents to enter the United
States.” The Reston emergence
scareda lotofepidemiologists.
The Institute of Medicine

report essentially warns us to
stay tuned. It says that not only

emergingviruses but also mutantbacte-
ria, such as the strains that cause multi-
drug-resistant tuberculosis, and protozo-

ans, such as mutant strains of malaria,

have become major and growing threats
to the American population. The re-
port says, “Wecan also be confident that
new diseases will emerge, althoughitis
impossible to predict their individual
emergencein time and place.” The In-
stitute of Medicinefinds that there has
been a general breakdown in the public
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health system in the United States. We
lack the forces to deal with a monster, at

thevery time when a monster could ap-
pear—especially given the emergence
of H.LV.

In its two years of deliberation, the

committee came up with some recom-
mendations: Weneed to have a national
and worldwidesurveillance system to
identify emergences as they happen. (If
we had had such a system in place fif-
teen years ago, we might have seen AIDS
hatchingoff theriver,as it were, perhaps
in Central Africa, and we might have

beenableto save thousands ofAmerican
lives.) We need a modernized and
strengthened vaccine program, which
would includea “surge” capacity for vac-
cine development, to respond to an
emergency. We need better preventive
medicine,to keep people from spreading
emergent infectious diseases. And we
need to train more field epidemiologists,
since they are the detectives who help us
find and know our enemies.

Oneofthe authors ofthe Institute of
Medicine report is a virologist named
Stephen Morse. In the course of writing
this account,I droppedin on him several
times at Rockefeller University, in Man-
hattan. Morse is a voluble, bearded

figure, who inhabits a paper-jammed lair
on a hallway that reeks of urine from
rabbits and mice. (Viruses need to grow
in cells.) One day an unpleasant thought
crossed my mind, and I asked Morse if
an emerging virus could wipe out our
species.

“Isn't H.LV. enough?” he asked. He
said that H.IV. mightactually do the
job. There has been some debate, re-
cently, about whether H.LV. could mu-
tate into an airborne disease, like

influenza. Then AIDS would suddenly
become AIDs-flu. It would circle the
globe in a flash. The case mortality in
AIDS seems to beclose to a hundred per
cent. “The H.LV.particle does get into
the lung,” Morse explained to me.
“There is no reason in principle why
HLLV.couldn’t spread by therespiratory
route. Manyviruses that are closely re-
lated to H.1.V., such as the Visnavirus,
whichis a fatal immune-deficiency virus
of sheep, do spread through a cough.
The sheep cough, and the virus is
aerosolized. Indeed, primary H.LV. in-
fection—when you first get infected—
has been associated with a flu-likeill-
ness, with upper respiratory system
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“This afternoon, we'll be turning our attention to Guessjeans.”

involvement: coughing, wheezing, and
so forth.” He added that if H-LV. did
mutate into AIDS-flu, the question was

whether it would remain fatal. Would it
Kill its human hosts or would it evolve
toward something morebenign, some-
thing like a nasty but survivable cold?
“The human population is genetically
diverse, and I have a hard time imagin-
ing everyone getting wiped out by a vi-
tus,” he said. “But if one in three people
on earth were killed—somethinglike the
Black Death in the late Middle Ages—
the breakdownofsocial organization
could be just as deadly, almosta species-
threatening event.”

I DROVE to Reston onedayin autumn
to see the former Primate Quaran-

tine Unit, and stopped mycar in front of
the building. A sycamore tree on the
lawn dropped an occasional leaf. The
place was as quiet as a tomb. “For Lease”

signs sat in front of manyofthe offices
around the parking lot. I sensed the
presence not ofa virus butoffinancial
illness—signsof convalescence from the
eighties,like your skin peelingoff after a
bad fever. I parked beside a school and
walked across the grassy area behind the
former monkey house until I reached the
glass door that had been theinsertion
point. It was locked. Shredsofsilver
duct tape dangled from the door’s edges.
T looked inside and saw a floor mottled
with reddish-brown stains. A sign on an
inner wall said “CLEAN UP YOUR OWN
MEss.” I discerned the air-lock corri-
dor—the gray zone through which the
teams had passed into the hot zone.It
had unpainted cinder-block walls: the
ideal gray zone.

Myfeet rustled through shreds of
plastic in the grass. I heard a ball bounce,
and saw a boy dribbling a basketball in
the school playground. Theball cast

rubbery echoes off the buildings. I
walked along the back wall of the former
monkey houseuntil I came to a window.
Inside the building, climbing vines had

rioted, and had pressed themselves
against the inside ofthe glass. The vine
was Tartarian honeysuckle, a weed that

grows in waste places and abandoned
ground.I couldn’t see through theleaves
into the former hot zone. I walked
around to the side of the building, and
found another glass door, beribboned
with tape. I pressed my noseagainst the
glass and cupped my hands around my
eyes, and saw a bucket smeared with a
dry brown crust. It looked like monkey
excrement. I guessed that it had been
stirred with Clorox. A spider had strung
a web between a wall and the bucket of
shit, and had dropped husks offlies and
_yellow jackets on the floor. Ebola had
risen in these rooms, flashed its colors,
replicated, and subsided into theforest.
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Perot’s bewildering, up-and-down,
in-and-out-and-in-again foray into

Presidential politics has become almost
too much to bear. Noplace in America
cares more aboutits image, but for the
past thirty years the perceptions that
most Americans have about Dallas have
been formed by the Kennedyassassina-
tion; by J. R. Ewing,thevillainous hero
ofthe television show “Dallas”, by the
savings-and-loan scandals; and now by
the stumbling campaign of Ross Perot.
It’s as if Dallas had been damned to
somekindof public-relations hell with-
outever really knowing whatits original
sin was. In other parts of the country,

people who have watched the Perot
campaign take off, then blow to pieces,

then struggle back to some kind ofzom-
bielike existence may wonder whatis
wrongwith Perot. In Dallas, the neurotic
responseis “Whatis wrong with us?”

Theidentification between Dallas
and its most famouscitizen is profound
and long-standing,like a marriage in
which the partners grow to resemble each
other. Like Perot, Dallas presents itself
as brash and cocksure, infectiously opti-
mistic and full of answers, but anyone
who has cometo know thecity well will
recognize a paranoid side, which is also
mirrored in Perot: thin-skinned, sus-

picious, intolerant, easily offended, yet

perpetually hungry for approval. “Dallas
hasthis sense that other people are always
making judgments aboutit, that some
committee meets in New York or Wash-
ington to decide how Dallas has done
this year,” Jim Schutze, a writer and
longtime Dallas observer, says. “There’s
not such a committee—is there?”

AsPerot’s political fortunes have
risen andfallen, so have the expectations

of Dallas. In the period that people here
call Perot One—the spring andearly
summer, before his abrupt withdrawal,
on July 16th—thecity was electrified by
his talk-show candidacy. Suddenly, the

Zwhole country awakened to a man
2 stronglyassociated in the public mind
Zwith Dallas's well-advertised values of

I this deeply insecure city, H. Ross
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superpatriotism and individualism,its
can-do spirit, its impatience with gov-
ernment. Surely, no one could articulate
those values better than Ross Perot. “He
‘was goingto vindicate us,” Lee Cullum,
a columnist for the Dallas Morning
News, says. The disappointment, heart-
break, and anger—and,especially, the

embarrassment—thatonefinds in Dal-
Jas now area reflection of how betrayed
the city feels by the promise of Perot
Oneandthe farce ofPerot Two.

Perot's reéntry into the race has once
again forced conservative Dallasites to
make an awkward choice between their
native son and the (hybrid) Texan al-
ready in the White House. “Perot is
much more one of us than Bush,”

Cullum notes, but the election may well

turn on whether Bush can carry his
adopted homestate. On the morning of
the first debate, a Texas Poll had both

Bush and Clinton atthirty-five per cent
and Ross Perot at seventeen per cent.
Eventheslightest tilt toward Perot
could capsize Bush’s chances—or
Clinton’s, for that matter—but in Re-
publican Dallas the concern is that both
the Party and thestate will lose. It is
gallingto realize that Bush's defeat could
be engineered by a man they thought
was one oftheir own. “I’ve considered
Ross Perota friend forthirty-five years,”

the Dallas attorney William McKenzie
says. “But I can’t go along with him on
this trip. He’s a quitter and spoiler.”

T Dallas, there has always been a
throne reserved for the richest man

in town. “It’s almostlike the way the
British look at royalty,” Bob Ray San-
ders, a public-television and talk-radio

host, says. “That's how Dallas looks at
its millionaires. There is a reverence
there.” For nearly fortyyears, the throne
was occupied by H. L. Hunt,a figure of
obsessive interest in Dallas, and one
whose extreme conservative politics
came to represent the city in waysit
couldn’t always control. Huntcreated
the familiar folksy style of the Dallas bil-
lionaire. Many peoplerecall seeing him
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sitting onhis front porch playing check-
ers with his family. Like Perot, Hunt
surrounded himself with powerful patri-
otic images: he livedin a nearly exact re-
production of Mount Vernon (Hunt's

version was somewhatlarger), and every
morning he himself raised the American
flag in his front yard before driving to
work in his modest Oldsmobile with his
sack lunchat his side.

In part because of Hunt, Dallas
gained a reputation in thefifties and six-
ties as a city of super-rich superpatriots,
of wheeler-dealers, more interested in

high risk than in hard work. (Hunt pur-
portedly had gained his own fortune, in
oil leases, in a Dallas poker game.) Al-
though Huntwasthe wealthiest man in
the world, he gave practically nothing to
the city helived in. He was very much a
stranger on the Dallas social scene,

which revolves aroundcharitable causes;

moreover, many Dallasites were embar-

rassed byhis bigotry andhis zany politi-
cal ideas, such as pegging the weightof a
person’s vote to the amountoftaxes he
pays. The fact that Hunt wasalso a
bigamist and what Perot might call a
“world class” philanderer was a stake in
theheart ofsanctimoniousDallas society.

By the time Huntdied, in 1974, at
the age ofeighty-five, Dallas had lively
young successor to place on the throne:
in 1968, Ross Perot had been named by

Fortune “the fastest richest Texan ever.”
Asit happens, Perot and Hunt met on

one occasion, when Perot was still work-
ingfor I.B.M. Hewas seeking contribu-
tions to the United Way. “Everybody
said it would be very difficult to get Mr.
Huntto give any money,” Perotrecalled
recently. “Well, he gave me a very nice
contribution.” That scene between the
tightfisted reprobate and the persuasive,
civic-minded computer salesman says
much aboutthe changes in thecity’s
sources of wealth and the expectations
Dallas formed of Hunt's successor. Perot
was neveras rich as Hunt, but he prom-

ised to be a far better standard-bearerfor
thecity’s image. Hunt wasa crank and a
laughingstock, wholeft no real mark on
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Dallas, and whose for-
tune was largely squan-
dered in the second gener-
ation. By contrast, Perot

wassensible, enterpris-

ing, and scrupulously
moral, with a wife who
interested herself in so-
cial affairs, and gleaming
children who might be
trusted stewards of the
Perot fortunefar into the
future.

Perot becamea busi-
ness-class hero in Dallas
in a way that Huntnever
did. One can imagine the
effect Perot created as he
leapt from one adventure
to another: making his
flamboyant, highly publi-
cized 1969 Christmas
trip to Southeast Asia to
focus world attention on
American P.O.W.s in
Vietnam; trying to save
Wall Street; warring with
General Motors; reform-

ing Texas drug laws and
bringing the state’s edu-
cation establishment to
its knees; rescuing his

employees in Iran. He
certainly wasn’t sitting
aroundplaying checkers
on the porch. He redeemed the Dallas
super-rich stereotype by subtracting the
bigotry and adding a more moderate po-
litical coloration. If Perot tended to play
by his own rules and hold himself apart
from local politics, he nevertheless em-
bodied the individualistic values that the
culture holds close to its heart. “Every-
one loves a maverick, Texans in particu-
lar,” the Dallas publisher and rancher
AnneDickson says. “Herevitalized all
the myths. He was a reinforcement of
the kind of characters that are produced
in this part of the country. Plus, the
money was in keeping with the Texas
tradition—people building huge for-
tunes from nothing andusing the money
asleverage to get their points across.”

‘© onein Dallas could claim to have
an inside track on Perot’s think-

ing; his closest advisers, even his family,
were caughtshort by his impetuous de-
cision, in February, to offer himself as a

candidate. His wife, Margot, found out, 

“HaveIgot a girlforyou!”

like everyoneelse, by watching “Larry
King Live.” His son, Ross, Jr., who had
been a Bush supporter up to that point,
had the same experience, but two days
later. He was in Manila, talking to the
Philippine governmentaboutprivatizing
the Subic Bay naval base. He came back
to his hotel room to watch a delayed
broadcast of the show. No one had
called to tell him that his father had
been running for Presidentfor the past
forty-eight hours.

The emotional investment Dallas had
in Perot was evidentin its immediate re-
sponse to his announcementthat he
would be a candidate if people were to
put him ontheballotin all fifty states.
The Perot Petitioh Committee sprang
to life in Dallas. Within a few weeks,
there were three thousand volunteers
passing out bumperstickers at traffic
lights, sweltering at card tables in un-
shaded parkinglots, canvassing in shop-
ping malls. It was a political earthquake, ©
and Dallas was its epicenter. “No cam-
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paign in mylifetime has
ever had such manpower,”
Lee Jackson, a county
judge whois a co-chair-
man of the Bush campaign
in Dallas, says. “Perot’s
presence was palpable and
astounding, because it was

fast and spontaneous and
its troops were fresh. It
looked unlike anything
we'd ever seen in politics
before.”

Dallas is usually the
mostreliably Republican
city in thestate, if not in
the country, but the pros-
pect of Perot’s candidacy
drove a wedgeinto the Re-
publican ranks. “The Party
establishment was lock-
solid for the President,”
RobAllyn, a young adver-
tising executive who works
for a number of Republi-
can candidates in Texas,
says. “But once you got
outside the volunteers to
the voter base ofthe Party,
those people were uni-
formly for Ross Perot—ev-
eryone from bankers and
management consultants
down to the person who
cuts my hair and the guy at

thegasstation. All lock, stock, and bar-
relfor Perot.”

In the euphoria expressed by so many
Dallasites, a perhaps more telling reac-

tion was overlooked. That was the in-
creasing reticence and mixed feelings of
people who moved in the samebusiness
or social circles as Perot. “I don’t think
Dallas was ever totally sold on this man,”
says Sheldon Zimmerman,the rabbi of

Temple Emanu-E], the most prominent
Jewish congregation in thecity. “A lot of
ordinary people were supporting him,
buttheleadership never backed him.”

“It bothered methat so many people
were talking about Perot as if he were
another Davy Crockett,” Jim Schutze
says. “The person they were describing
didn’t remotely resemble the person I'd
seen on the move in Dallas for years.”

There wereplenty of divided loyalties
in Dallas even before Perot put himself
into the race. Former Mayor Annette
Strauss,for instance, is a lifelong Demo-

crat, butshealso knows the Bush family.



ANOTHER DAVY CROCKETT

Sheindicated her support for the Presi-
dent early on (differing in that respect
from her brother-in-law, Robert Strauss,
who is Bush’s Ambassador in Moscow
butis a Clinton backer). She has known
the Perots well for many years, and
Perot was one of her strongest boosters
during her tenure as mayor.“It’s really
hard for me to talk about this,” she

says. Roger Horchow, the mail-order-
catalogue king and now a Broadway
producer, has known the Perots for
twenty years. He and Margot Perot
serve on boards together; she invested in
Horchow’s tremendously successful mu-
sical comedy “Crazy for You,” against
her husband’s pointed advice. (“I just
wrote her another check,” Horchow said
cheerfully the other day.) Like the
Strausses and many other Dallas fami-
lies, the Horchowsare also friendly
with the Bushes. “Perot’s announce-
menton the Larry King show caused a
hugefrenzy ofactivity,” Horchow says.
“Tt wassort oflike civil war: friends and
families were separated. The city was di-
vided among those who took a very fast,
firm, strong stand for Perot, those who

thought he was crazy, and those who

kept quiet, because they didn’t want
to angereither group.” Horchowrefuses
to declare himself, because
he serves on the nonparti-
san White House Endow-
ment Fund committee,
which was organized by
Barbara Bush; meanwhile,

his wife and son-in-law
have worked for the Perot
campaign.

People who knew Perot
were astonished by the
amount of moneyit was
said that his Presidential
bid might cost—more
than a hundred million
dollars. “Perot simply
doesn’t spend that kind of
money,” one acquaintance

observed. Although Perot
was widely known for his
philanthropy, especially in
personal cases, such as

providing for wounded
soldiers or for the medical
needs of his employees, his
reputation for giving was
mixed, to say the least.
“He’s been very generous,
but he’s no patsy,” Stanley

Marcus, the former head of Neiman-
Marcusandthecity’s elder statesman,

says. “You have to be sure when you do
accept his philanthropy that you fulfill
your part ofthe bargain.” In 1986, Perot
wrote out a check to the Dallas Arbore-
tum for two million dollars, with a
promise of six million more, then de-
manded his money back with interest
when hedecided that it wasn’t suffi-
ciently “world class” (part of what he
wanted was an observation tower that
the arboretum’s neighbors vetoed). He

finally relented and gave up the two mil-
lion after being jeered at in the press.
After the arboretum incident, Perot
made pointoftelling people that he
had turned against Dallas. “I have in-
vested an awful lot of money in the
paths of manycities, but not in Dallas,”

hetolda reporter.
Hovering in the background was

Dallas's fear that Ross Perot would tum,
out to be another H. L. Huntafterall.
Thealienation that existed between
Perot and Dallas could mean that once
again a great fortune would be madein
the city and Dallas would have little to
showfor it—or, worse, Perot would turn
his resources against the city, as some

nowbelieve he was doing in the late
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nineteen-eighties by creating Alliance
Airport, in Fort Worth, to compete with

Dallas-Fort Worth Airport. Alliance
Airport is actually run by Ross, Jr.—a

bidfor his own identity. Before the cam-
paign,it was nationally praised as an ex-
ample of government andprivate enter-
prise working together to create an
immense, multipurpose development
that could generate as many as forty
thousand jobs in North Texas. Early in
the campaign, however, Alliance became
the subject of manyinvestigative stories
suggesting thatit was little more than a
clever rip-off of taxpayers’ money. “The
image ofthat project has been completely
ruined,” says a friend of Ross,Jr.,’s, who

describes him as being philosophical
about his father’s campaign. “Basically,
he’s had to put his own life on hold.
He's under noillusion that his father’s
goingto beliving in the White House.”

'HE intense media scrutiny that fol-
lowed Perot’s skyrocketing popu-

larity worried many people in Dallas, in
part because the negative publicity di-
rected attheir native sonreflected on the
city’s values and stirred up old resent-
ments about the cruel things said in
other parts of the country after the

 “Then again, we are what weeat.”
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Kennedy assassination. The city views
itself as being friendly to a fault, perhaps
little clumsy socially, but well-meaning
and good-natured and fundamentally
lovable, so it is always shockedto see it~
self characterized as cold andvicious.
Muchas the television show “Dallas”
caused the city to become a byword for
the grasping, heartless, paranoid behav-
ior ofJ. R. Ewing, the press attacks on
Perot assumed a cultural importance in
Dallas. The stories of Perot’s secretive-
ness, his sometimes petty and mean-
spirited attacks on colleagues, his fre-
quentuse ofprivate investigators to dig
up dirt on his opponents all found a
resonantchordin a city that had heardit
before. “There is a jarring J.R.-ishness
about Ross Perot,” Allyn says. “He ful-
fills those old mythsjust about when we
had everyone convinced that that was
only a stereotype.”

Still, bad publicity was to be expected
in a Presidential contest, and few people
in Dallas were really surprised to read
that Perot was a tough, autocratic,self

interested businessman whoshot from
the hip andliked to do things his way or
notat all. “All that talk about Perot be-
ing little Hitler with a proclivity for
hiring private detectives bothered people
here not a whit,” Lonnie Kliever, a pro-
fessor ofreligious studies at Dallas’s
Southern Methodist University, says.

“Whatbothered them was his coward-
ice—that he turned tail and ran when
the media turned up the heat. It made
him lookchildish, and it was one more
nail in the coffin of the self-image of
Dallas as a city that can do anything. He
exposedourpolitical naiveré.”
When Perot abruptly withdrew from

therace in July, saying he had concluded
that he could not win and that his con-
tinued presence in the campaign would
only be a disruptionofthe political pro-
cess, the city was stunned. Beyond the
misery of phone-bank volunteers who
felt betrayed, and of stranded supporters

whohad actually quit their jobs to join
whatthey believed was a historic popu-
list uprising, there was a more salient re-

 ‘T wantyou to promise you'll take some ofyour Nobel Prize
money and buy yourselfsomething nice.”
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action—shame. This just wasn’t Texan.
‘This wasn’t the pioneer spirit.

“When he announced he was quit-
ting, whatI did not hear was ‘Oh,I’m so
disappointed, he would have been so
goodfor the country,’ ”Jim Schutze says.
“WhatI did hear was ‘Oh,this makes us
look really stupid.’”

Outside Perot’s family, the people
who wereclosest to him had never been
enthusiastic about his entering the race,
and now they were having to endure the
humiliating withdrawal of the candidacy
they had never encouraged. Both Mor-
ton Meyerson, Perot’s most important
business adviser, and Tom Luce,his le-
gal counsel for nearly twenty years, had
reportedly told him that running for
President was an awful idea. (Luce, at
least, knew someoftheperils ofpolitical
candidacy: He hadrunin thelast guber-
natorial primary as a pro-choice, estab-
lishment Republican, and lost to Clay-
ton Williams, a tough-talking business-

man cowpoke in the can-do, Ross Perot
mold. Luce had then watched Williams
destroy his own campaign with several
ill-considered wisecracks.)

Meyerson and Luce were deeply obli-
gated to Perot. He had made them
wealthy men, and he gave ten million
dollars to the Dallas Symphony so that a
new hall would be named in honor of
Meyerson. (Thehall, designed by I. M.
Pei, is affectionately known as the Mort.)
Perot had selected Luce as a young, in-

experienced attorney to handle his intri-
cate legal affairs, and Luce had built a
prestigious law firm, largely based on
thatassociation. When heran for gover-
nor, his campaign slogan was “Get Tom
Luce”—supposedly Perot’s first words
when helearned that his employees had
been imprisoned in Iran. After Luce
lost, Perot wrote a check that wiped
clean his campaign debt.

Andso, after Perot decided he was
running, Luce and Meyerson signed on
as his chief advisers. It was Luce who
began assembling the team that would
tun the campaign, andoften it was Luce
whobore the bruntofPerot’s short tem-
per. “Either this is a unique momentin
American political history or it’s not,” he
would say equitably when reporters
asked if he thought Perot had any
chance ofwinning. When Perotquit the
race, it was Luce—notthe candidate—

*~ who cameto the petition-committee
headquarters to confront the volunteers.
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Suddenly, the effort of the past four
months, the tension, the sleepless-

ness all gave way, and Luce broke
down and wept. For manyofthe
volunteers,it was the only consoling
momentofthat awful morning; they
would compare it with Perot’s snap-
pish remarks to them twodays later,
when heboasted offiring people he
considered disloyal.

For many in Dallas, Luce and, to

a lesser extent, Meyerson are the
most conspicuousvictims of Perot’s
whimsical campaign. Their standing
in the community was tied to their
long-term benefactor, and Luce’s

political future in Texas was demol-
ished by his support of Perot. “A.
moral question arises about these
men,” a friend of both mensays.

“Whenis their debt to Ross going to
be paid? When are they going to be
set free?” Meyerson hascrept back
onto the fringes of the campaign—
he was presentat thefirst debate, in
St. Louis—but Luce has said pri-
vately that he is done with it. Soon
after Perot’s withdrawal, Bush sum-

moned Luce to the White House to
seek his support. Luce went, appar-
ently feeling that he didn’t need to
consult Perot. When Perot heard
aboutit, he was furious. After all that
Luce had been through for Perot, this
single act ofwhat Perot construedas dis-
loyalty was too much to accept. The two
menhavescarcely spoken since.

September 28th, Bush came to

Dallas to take credit for an anti-
crimeeffort in thecity and to raise money
for his stalled campaign. His support
may be moretepid in Dallas than in
Houston, but he is quite well known

here. (His son George,Jr., lives in Dallas
andis a part owner of the Texas Rangers
baseball team.) That evening, Bush at-
tended two fund-raisers in Highland
Park, the center ofwhatpasses in Dallas
for Old Money—a back-yard reception
for six hundred people at the home of
the developer Harlan Crow and a
sitdown dinnerat the homeofthe inves-
tor Charles Wylie. Highland Park,
rooted in the fortunes that were made in
real estate, cotton, and oil in the early

years of the century and, later, in insur-

ance and the garmentindustry, has al-
ways been a reliable Republican cash
cow, and that night the oak-tree-lined 
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“Ethnic cleansing. It’s got a nice ring toit.
Let’sfind out who’s doing their P.R.”

streets were choked with solid, under-

stated Mercedeses and Town Cars. The
President was serene. He spoke with an
air of resignation about America’s eco-
nomicdifficulties, saying that they were
a result of a worldwiderecession. Many
people at the crowded Crow reception
never caught so much as a glimpse of
him.Finally, Bush said goodbye over the
microphonein his limo.“It was like the
voice ofGod,” onepartygoer recalls.

The two affairs raised more than
three-quarters of a million dollars, an in-

dication that the old, moneyed Dallas
families had circled their ns around
George Bush. In the eyes of the tradi-
tional Republicans of Highland Park,
Perot had committed an act oftreason by
ever offering himself to the voters in the
first place. Texas already had a President.

Privately, many of the Highland Park
crowd hadbeenrelieved by Perot’s with-
drawal and were mortified by his pos-
sible reéntry. That very day, Perot dem-
onstrated once again his astonishing
clout, by getting both political parties to
send high-level delegations to Dallas to
offer a humiliating private viewing of

their platforms to Perot’s supporters. It
‘was apparent to everyone in Dallas that
Perot was merely orchestrating his re-
turn to the race. Included in the delega-
tions were both Texas senators, the Re-
publican Phil Gramm and the Democrat
Lloyd Bentsen. The fact that such pow-
erful men would come and kneel at
Perot’s feet was evidence that his three
billion dollars and the public discontent
he had tapped into would continue to
influence the country and thestate.
There was a new mooninthe political
universe, and it exerted its own force of
gravity.

For that reason, Old Dallas spoke
cautiously about Perot. “Westill have to
live in the same town with him,” one
man observed. Moreover, no matter

what people thought about Perot pri-
vately, there was a reluctance to be can-
did, out of fear that the criticism would

reflect badly on thecity. “If there’s any
Perot-bashing going on,you'll find Dal-
las closing ranks behind him,” one

prominentsocialite said. “Like it or not,
“he’s one ofus.”

True—although anyone in Dallas



88

could tell you that Ross Perot was not a
part of Highland Park. Henever con-
formed to the country-club Republican-
ism that made George Bushsuch an easy
fit. Indeed, Perot’s politics were always
hard for Dallas to fathom. Hespread
money on bothparties, but he rarely
backed a candidate in public. Perot’s
hostility to Bush, however, had been
a part of the lore for years. Some of
their mutual friends could recall an
occasion four years before at a party at
the Mansion, an elegant hotel
on Turtle Creek, owned by

Caroline Hunt.It was the pri-
mary season, and many of the
guests were wearing Bushbut-
tons ontheir lapels. Perot took
the opportunity to deride Bush
loudly in such personal terms
that some guests were genu-
inely offended. When someonefinally
asked Perot whom hedid intend to sup-
port, if not Bush,he astonished everyone
by saying he was backingJesse Jackson.

EROT TWO began on October Ist,
as network vans,with their satellite

dishes, crowdedinto the parking lot be-
hind the Doubletree Inn, in North Dal-
las. This section of town, which starts a
few blocks above Highland Park and
stretches through miles ofprivately pa-
trolled suburbs, is Perot country. The

money represented here has been made
comparatively recently, mainly in the
thriving high-tech companies such as
Recognition Equipment, E-Systems,
Texas Instruments, Optical Data Sys-
tems, and, ofcourse, the mammoth Elec-
tronic Data Systems, the empire that Perot
created. North Dallas is politically less
stable and lessfirmly rooted in tradition
than Highland Park; the people wholive
here tend to be newcomers to town. They
drive snazzier cars, and a lot of them

don’t know orcare what happened at the
Alamo;for that matter, many of them

weren't born when Kennedy was mur-
dered, and the powerofthat traumain
thecity's emotional life is a little myste-
tious to them. North Dallas doesn’t ex-
actly tur its back on the oldcity, butit
is safe to say that the area leans more to-
ward the industrial parks of Plano than
toward the skyscrapers of downtown.It
is also true that many ofthe people in
Highland Park who had attended
Bush’s fund-raisers would get com-
pletely lost in this part of town without 
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a map to tell them where they were.
Main Street in North Dallas is the

L.BJ. Freeway, which runslike a busy

river past hotels and gargantuan shop-
ping malls and the marble-and-glass
office towers of the new economy: a
modern, surprisingly tasteful, scrupu-
lously clean, business-oriented vision of

utopia, adorned with fountains,artificial
lakes, and, everywhere, American flags.
Perotlives in this neighborhood,inside

a walled compound onStrait Lane.
His investment company, the
Perot Group, is on the top

floor of one of the shiny office
buildings that look out on
White Rock Creek. Although
his campaign headquarters is
just a few blocks away from
his office, he sometimes pops

over by helicopter, leaving his
famous Oldsmobile in the parking lot.

Inside the Doubletree Inn, in the
Lincoln Ballroom, Ross Perot formally

announcedfor President once more, to a

crowd of openly scoffing reporters.
Standing on the dais with him were
Orson Swindle, an adviser; Perot’s Vice-

Presidential choice, Admiral James
Stockdale (Ret.); Stockdale’s wife, Sybil;
Perot’s sister, Bette, and three ofhis five
children; and Margot Perot, wearing a
suit in the bright yellow that is her
trademark in Dallas society. Unlike her
husband, Mrs. Perotis still very much
admired in this city, because of her many
charitable efforts. On this occasion, she

stood beside her husband looking grim-
faced and stricken, never smiling once.
Herstoic expression could have been the
face ofDallas itself.

“Thank God he’s back in the race,”
Al Lipscomb,a black city councilman,
says. Lipscomb, whois sometimes re-

ferred to as Dallas’s Al Sharpton, has
emerged as the city’s most prominent
and vocal Perot supporter.

In Perot’s circles, however, there was a

noticeable absence of comment. “I think
people noware really worried and embar-
rassed for him,” Jim Schutze says. “They
understandthis is all abouthis pride, that

he's tryingto reclaim his good name.”
Perot’s spunky performancein the

debates demonstrated once again the
charismathathadraised his standing in
the three-man race to thirty-nine per
centin June, and left many people won-
dering whathis chances ofvictory would *
have been in Novemberif he had not

pulled the plug in July. Callers to KLIF,
Bob Ray Sanders’ radiostation,said they
were impressed with Perot but doubted
that they would vote for him. Many in
Dallas think that Perot never really had
solutions—just a genius for complaint.
“Over all, no minds were really
changed,” Sanders says. Admiral Stock-
dale’s poignant depiction of an earnest
citizen wandering dizzily onto the
battlefield of public issues provided a
strong argument for why we needpoliti-
ciansin thefirst place.

The odd dilemma Dallas and Perot
find themselves in nowis that the fur-
ther Perot goes toward salvaging his
name and reputation in the campaign,
the more damage he does to the candi-
date whom most Dallasites wouldlike to
see elected, and the angrier they will be

at his kamikaze candidacy. Thepolitical
fallout is likely to linger for a long time
in Dallas, especially if Perot’s reéntry
does cause Bush to lose Texas. Perot,
however, has done more than just
woundan already limping incumbent.
Hehas exposed divisions in the parties,
in the country, and even in people them-
selves which hadn’t been seen before. In
this respect, the anger against Perot that
manyDallasites haveis simply, in a con-
centrated form, a feeling that people
around the country share. What compli-
cates the situation for Dallas is the lin-
gering associations between the city and
the candidate, and what those associa-

tions say aboutthe culture that gaverise
to him. “Tothe extent that anybodyre-
ally does have a notion of Dallas, I guess

there is a danger that Perot contributes
to its image of being a crackpot place,
which has a long history of producing
political weirdos,” Schutze says. “I guess
the reason this bothers meis that I think
it’s true.”

“T think in the beginning people in
Dallas saw Perotas a positive image—
suddenly, the whole world was paying
attention to Dallas,” Sanders says. “Now
there’s a lot of crying on theinside, be-
cause Dallasites sense the laughter at
Perot.”

“Perot was not a unifying element—
he was very divisive in this city,” Rabbi
Zimmermansays. “Today, people feel
that he’s making a mockery ofit. He’s
not only making a fool of himself, he’s
making Dallas look bad.”

Thatis one sin Dallas will never
forgive. +
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FICTION

THE CHINESE LOBSTER

HEproprietors of the Orient Lo-
tus alternate frenetic embellish-
ment with periods oflassitude

andletting go. Dr. Himmelblau knows
this because she has been coming here
for quick lunches, usually solitary, for the
last seven years or so. She chose it be-
cause it was convenient—itis near all
herregular stopping places: the National
Gallery, the Royal Academy, the British

Museum—andbecause it seemed un-
pretentious and quietly comfortable. She
likes its padded seats, even though the
mock leatheris split in places. She can
stack her heavy book bags beside her and
rest her bones.

The windowonto thestreet has been
framedin struggling cheese plants for as
long as she can remember. They grow
denser, dustier, andlivelier as the years

go by. They press their cutout leaves
against the glass, the old ones holly-
dark, the new onesyellow and shining.
Theglass distorts and folds them, but
they press on. Sometimes
there is a tank ofcolored fish
in the window and some-
times not. At the moment
there is not. You can see
bottles of soy sauce, and
glass containers that dis-
pense toothpicks, one by
one, and chrome-plated
boxes full of paper napkins,
also frugally dispensed one
by one.

Inside the door, for the
last year or so, there has been a low,
square shrine, madeofbright jade-green
pottery, inside which sits a little brass
god, or sage, in the lotus position, his

comfortable belly on his comfortable
knees. Small lampsandsticks of incense
burn before him in bright-scarlet glass
pots, and from timeto timehe is deco-
rated with scarlet-and-gold shiny paper
trappings. Dr. Himmelblau likes the
color mixture, the bright blue-green and
the saturated scarlet, so nearly the same
weight. But sheis little afraid of the
god, because she does not know who

he is, and because he is obviously

 

byA. 8. Byatt

really worshipped, notjust a decoration.
Today there is a new object, farther

inside the door,butstill before the tables
or the coat hangers. It is a display case,
in black lacquered wood, standing about
as high as Dr. Himmelblau’s waist—she
is a woman of medium height—shining
with newness and sparkling with polish.
It is on fourlegs, andits lid and walls,
about nine inches deep, are made of

glass. It resembles cases in museums, in
which you mightsee miniatures, or jew-
els, or small ceramic objects.

Dr. Himmelblau looks idly in. The
display is brightly lit, and is arranged
on a carpet of that fierce emerald-
green artificial grass used by greengro-
cers and undertakers. Aroundthe edges,
on openedshells, is a border of raw
scallops, the pearly flesh dulling, the
repeating half-moons of the orange-
pink roe playing against thefierce green.

In the middle,in the very middle, is a
live lobster,flanked by twolive crabs. All

three, in parts of their bodies,
are in feeble perpetual mo-
tion. The lobster, slowly in

this unbreathable element,
movesherlongfeelers and the
little claws on the ends of her
legs, which cannot go forward
or back. She is black, and
holds out her heavy great pin-
cers in front ofher, shifting

them slightly; they are too
heavy to lift up. The great
muscles ofhertail crimp and

contort and collapse. One ofthe crabs,
the smaller, is able to rock itself from
side to side, which it does. The crabs’
mouths can be seen moving from side to
side, like scissors; all three crustaceans

survey the world with mobile eyesstill
lively onlittle stalks. From their mouths
comea silent hissing and bubbling, a
breath, a cry. The colors of the crabs are
matte: brick, cream, a grape-dark sheen
onthe claw ends,a dingy, earthy encrus-

tation on the hairy legs. The lobster was,
is, and will not be blue-black andglossy.
For a moment, in her bones, Dr. Him-

melblaufeels their painfullife in the thin

air. They stare but do not, she supposes,
see her. She tus on her heel and walks
quickly into the body of the Orient Lotus.
It occursto herthatthescallops, too, are

still in somesense, probably,alive.

The middle-aged Chinese man—she
knows them all well, but knows none of
their names—meets her with a smile
and takes her coat. Dr. Himmelblau
tells him she wants a table for two. He
shows her to her usual table and brings
bowls, china spoons, and chopsticks.

The Muzakstarts up. Dr. Himmelblau
listens with comfort and pleasure. The
first time she heard the Muzak she was
dismayed; she put her handto her breast
in alarm at the burst of sound; she told
herself that this was not, after all, the

peaceful retreat she had supposed. Her
noodlestasted less succulent against the
tin noise. And then, the second or the

third time, she began to notice the
tunes, which were happy, banal, West-

ern tunes, but jazzed up and sungin
what she took to be Cantonese. “Oh,
what a beautiful mornin’, Oh, what a
beautiful day. I got a beautiful feelin’,
Everything’s goin’ my way.” But in in-
comprehensible nasal syllables, against a

zithery plink and plunk, a kind of gong,
a sort ofbell. It was not a song she had
ever liked. But she has cometo find it
the epitomeof restfulness and cheerful-
ness. Twang, tinkle, plink, plink. A
cross-cultural object, an Occidental Ori-
ent, an Oriental Western. She associates
it now with the promise ofdelicate sa~
vors, of warmth, of satisfaction. The

middle-aged Chinese man brings her
green tea, in the pot shelikes with the
little transparentrice-grain flowers in the
blue-and-white porcelain, delicate and
elegant.

Sheis early. She is nervous aboutthe
forthcoming conversation. She has never
met her guest personally, though she
has,of course, seen him,in the flesh and

on the television screen; she has heard
him lecture, on Bellini, on Titian, on
Mantegna, on Picasso, on Matisse. His
style is orotund andidiosyncratic. Dr.
Himmelblau’s younger colleagues find



him rambling and embarrassing. Dr.
Himmelblau, personally, is not of this

opinion. In her view, Perry Dissis al-
ways talking about something, not about
nothing, and in her view, which she

knows to be the possibly crabbed view of
a solitary intellectual nearing retirement,
this is increasingly rare. Manyofhercol-
leagues, Gerda Himmelblaubelieves, do
not /ike paintings. Perry Diss does. He
loves them, like sound apples to bite
into,like fair flesh,like sunlight. Sheis
thinking in his style. This is a profes-
sional hazard, of her own generation.

She has never had muchstyle of her
own, Gerda Himmelblau—only an acer-

bic accuracy, which is an easy style for a
veryclever woman wholooks as though
she oughtto be dry. Notarid, she would
notgo so far, but dry. Used as a word of
moderate approbation. She has long,
fine brown hair, caughtintoa serviceable

knotat the nape of her neck. She wears
suits in soft, dark, not quite usual col-

ors—damsons, soots, black tulips, dark
mosses—with clean-cut cotton shirts,
not masculine, but with no floppy bows
or pretty ribbons, and in clear colors:
palest lemon, deepest cream, periwinkle,
faded flame. The suits are cut soft but
the body inside them is, she knows,
sharp and angular, as is her Roman nose
and herjudiciously tightened mouth.

'HE takes the document out of her
handbag.Itis not the original but a

photocopy, which does notreproduce all
the idiosyncrasies ofthe original: here, a
grease stain, maybe butter; there what

looks like a bloodstain, watered down at
the edges; somewhere else, a kind of
Rorschach stag beetle made by folding
an ink blot. There are also minute draw-
ings,in the margins andin thetextitself:
The whole is contained in a border of
whatappears to be high-arched wish-
bones, executed with a fine brush, in

India ink. It is addressed in large
majuscules:

‘TO THE DEAN OF WOMEN STUDENTS,

DR. GERDA HIMMELBLAU

and continues in minute minuscules,

from peggi nollett,
woman andstudent.

It goes on:

I wish to lay a formal complaint against
the DISTINGUISHED VISITING PROFES-
SORthe Departmenthas seenfit to appoint

oO

 

 

“Fred, this is Congressman Morlen. The Congressman
has been demonized by his opponent.”

as the superviser of my disertation on “The
Female Body and Matisse.”

In my view, which I have already made
plain to anyone whocared tolisten, and
specificly to Doug Marks, Tracey Avison,
nie Manson, and also to you, Dr. Gerda

Himmelblau, this person should never have
been assigned to direct this work, as he is
completley outofsympathy with its feminist
project. He is a so-called EXPERTonthe so-
called MASTER of MODERNISM,but what
does he know about Womanor the internal
conduct of the Female Body, which has al-
ways until now been MUTE and had no
mouth to speak?

Herefollows a series of tiny pencil
drawings, which, in the original, Dr.

Himmelblau can make out to be lips—
lips ambiguously oral or vaginal, she
put it to herself precisely—sometimes
parted, sometimes screwed shut, some-

times spattered with what might be
hairs.

His criticisms ofwhat I have wnitten so far
have always been null and extremely agressive

and disstructive. He does not understand that
myproject is a-historical and need not involve
any description of the so-called development
of Matisse’s so-called style or approach, since
whatI wish to state is esentially critical, and is
presented from a theoretical viewpoint with
insights provided from contemporary critical
methods to which the cronology of Matisse’s
life or the order in which he comitted his
“paintings” is totaly irelevant.

However although I thoughtI should be-
gin by stating my theoretical position yet
again I wish at the present time to lay a
specific complaintof sexual harassment against
 D.V.P. can andwill go into much more

detail believe me Dr. Himmelblau but I will
set out the gist of it so you can see there is
something here you must take up.

1am writing whilestill under theeffect of
the shock I have had so please excuse any in-
coherance.

Tt began with my usual dispirting CRIT
with the D.V.P. He asked me why I had not
writen moreofthe dissertation than I had and
I said I had not been very well and also
preocupied with getting on with my art-work,
as you know, in the Joint Honors Course, the
creative work and the Art History get equal
marks and I had reached a very difficult stage
with the Work. But I had writen somenotes
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on Matisse’s distortions of the Female Body
with respect especially to the specificly Fe~
inale Organs, the Bresets the Cut the Labia
ete. ete, and ‘also to his ways of acumulating
Flesh oncertain Parts of the Body which ap=
peal to Men and tendto imobilise Women
such as protesly swollen Thighs or protrud-
ing Stomachs. mean to connect this in time
to the wholetradition ofthe depiction of Fe~
male Slaves and Odalisques but have notyet
donethe research I would need to write on
this.

Also his Womentendto have no features
on their faces, they are Blanks, like Dolls, I
find this sinnister.

Anyway told the D.V.P. what my line
on this was going. to be even if I had not yet
written very much andhe argued with me and
wentso far as to say I washostile and full of
hatred to Matisse. said this was nota rel-
evant criticism of my work and that Matisse
was hostile and full of hatred towards women.
Hesaid Matisse was full oflove and desire to-
wards women(!!!!!) and I said “exactly” but he
did not take the point and was really quite
cutting and undermining and dismissive and
unhelpful even if no worse had happened. He
even said that in his view T ought to fail my
degree which is no way for a supervisorto be~
have as you will agree. I was so tense and up-
set bybes athinide thee I bean to cry and be
patted me on myshoulders andtried to be a
it nicer. So I explained how busy I was with
my art-work and how myart-work, which is a
series of mixed-media pieces called Erasures
and Undistortions, was a part of my criticism
of Matisse. So he graciously said he wouldlike
to see my art-work as it might help him to
give me a better gradeif it contributed to
myideas on Matisse. Hesaid art students of-
ten haddifficulty expressing themselves ver-
bally although he himself found language “as
sensuous as paint.” (It is not myplace to say
anything about his prose style but I could.
[This sentence is hevily crossed out but
still legible.]

Anyway he came—kindly—to my studio
to see my Work. I could see imediately he did
notlike it, indeed wasrepelled by it which T
suppose was nota surprise. It does nottry to
be agreeble or seductive. He tried to put a
good face onit and admired oneortwo minor
pieces and went so far as to say there was a
great power offeeling in the room.I tried
to explain myproject of revising or reviewing
or rearranging Matisse. 1 have a three~
dimensionspiece in wire and plaster-of-Paris
andplasticine called “The Resistance of Ma-
dame Matisse” which shows her and her
daughter being fortured as they were by the
Gestapo in the War whilst 4esits by Tike a
Buddha cutting up prety paper with scison.
‘They wouldn’t tell him they were being tor-
tured in case it disturbed his worg. I felt sick
when I found out that. The torturers have got
identical scissors.

Thenthe D.V.P.got personal. He put his
arm about me and hugged meand said I Aad
got too many clothes on. He said they were a de-
pressing color and he thought I oughtto take
them all off and Jet the air get to me. He said
he would like to see me in bright colors and
that I was really a very prettygirl if I wouldlet
myself go. I said myclothes were a statement
about myself, and he said they were a sad
statement and then he grabbed me and began
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kissing me and fondeling meandstroking in-
timate parts of me—it was disgusting—I will
notwrite it down, butI can describe it clearly,
believe me Dr. Himmelblau,if it becomes
necesary, I can give chapter and verse of every
detail, I am still shaking with shock. The
more I struggled the more heinsisted and
pushed at me with his body until I said 1
would get the police the momenthelet go of
me, and then he came to his senses and said
that in the good old days painters and models
felt a bit of Aumman warmth andsensuality to-
wards each otherin the studio, and said, not
in my studio, and hesaid, clearly not, and
wentoff, saying it seemed to him quite likely
that I should fail both parts ofmy Degree.

Gerda Himmelblau folds the photo-
copy again and puts it back in her hand-
bag. She then rereads the personal letter
that came with it.

Dear Dr. Himmelblau,
I am sending you a complaint about a

horible experience I have had. Please take it
seriously and please help me. I am so un-
happy, have solittle confidence in myself, I
spenddays and days just lying in bed wonder-
ing what is the point ofgetting up. I try to
live for my work but I am very easily discour-
aged and sometimes everything seems so
black and pointless it is almost Hypenely
funny to think of twisting up bits of wire or
modelling plasticine. WhybotherI say to
myself and realy there isn’t any answer.I realy
think I might be better off dead and after
such an experience as I have just had I do slip
back towards that way of thinking of thinking
of putting an endtoitall. The doctor at the
Health Center said just try to snap out ofit
what does he know? He oughttolisten to
people hecan’t realy know whatindividual
people might doif they did snap as he putsit
out ofit, anyway out of what does he mean,
snap out of what? Thedead are snapped into
black plastic sacks I have seen it on the televi-
sion body bags they are called. I realy think a
lot about being a bodyin a black bag that is
what I am good for. Please help me Dr.
Himmelblau I frighten myself and the con-
tempt ofothers is the last straw snap snap
snap snap.

ours sort ofhopefully,
peggi nollett

D* HIMMELBLAUsees Peregrine
Diss walk past the window with

the cheese plants. Heis very tall and
very erect—columnar, thinks Gerda
Himmelblau—andhas a great deal of
well-brushed white hair remaining. He
is wearing an olive-green cashmere coat
with a black velvet collar. Hecarries a
black lacquered walking stick, with a sil-
ver knob, whichhe does not lean on but
swings. Onceinside the door, observed
by but not observing Dr. Himmelblau,

he studies the little god in his green
shade, and thenstands and looks gravely
down onthelobster, the crabs, and the

scallops. When hehastaken them in, he

nods to them,in a kind ofrespectful ac-
knowledgment, and proceeds into the
body of the restaurant, where the
younger Chinese woman takes his coat
andstick and bears them away. He looks
round andsees his hostess. They are the
onlypeople in therestaurant; it is early.

“Dr. Himmelblau.”
“Professor Diss. Please sit down. I

should have asked whetheryoulike Chi-
nese food—Ijust thought this place
mightbe convenientfor both ofus.”

“Chinese food—well cooked, of

course—is one of the great triumphs of
the humanspecies,” says Diss. “Such
delicacy, such intricacy, such simplicity,
and so peacefulin the aging stomach.”

“T like the food here. It has certain
subtleties one discovers as one goes on. I
have noticed that the restaurantis fre~
quented by large numbers of real Chi-
nese people, families, which is always a
good sign. Andthe fish and vegetables
are always very fresh, which is another.”

“I shall ask you to be my guide
through the plethora of the menu. I do
not think I can face Fried Crispy Bow-
els, however much,in principle, I believe
in venturing into the unknown. Are you
partial to steamedoysters with ginger
andspring onions? So intense, so light a
flavor.”

“T have never had them,” says Gerda
Himmelblau.

“Please try. They bear norelation to
cold oysters, whatever you think of
those. Which of the duck dishes do you
think is the most succulent?”

They chat agreeably, composing a
meal with elegant variations—a little hot
flame of chili here, a ghostly fragrant
sweetnessoflitchi there, the slatey tang
of black beans, the elemental, earthy
crispness of bean sprouts. Gerda Him-
melblau looks at her companion, willy-

nilly imagining him engaging in the as-
sault described by Peggi Nollett. His
skin is tanned and does not hang in
pouchesorfolds, althoughit is engraved
with crisscrossing lines of very fine
wrinkles absolutely all over—brows,

cheeks, neck, the armature of the mouth,

the eye corners, the nostrils, the lips

themselves. His eyes are a bright corn-
flower blue, and must, Dr. Himmelblau
thinks, have been quite extraordinarily
beautiful when he was a young man, in
the nineteen-thirties. Theyare still sur-
prising, though veiled now with jelly
andliquid, though bloodshotin the cor-  
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ners. He wears a bright cornflower-blue
tie, in rough silk, to go with them, as
they must have beenbutalso as they still
are. He wears a corduroy suit, the color
of dark slate. He wears a large signet
ting, lapis lazuli, and his hands,like his
face, are mapped with wrinkles butstill
handsome. He looks both fastidious and
marked by ancient indulgence and dissi-
pation, Gerda Himmelblau thinks

fancifully, knowing something ofhis
history, the bare gossip, what everyone
knows.

She produces the document during
the first course, which is glistening vi-
ridian seaweed, and prawns, and sesame
toasts. She says, “I have had this rather
unpleasant letter, which I must talk to
you about.It seemed to me important to
discuss it informally and in an unofficial
context, so to speak. I don’t knowif it

will comeas a surprise to you.”
Perry Diss reads quickly, and empties

his glass of Tiger beer, which is quickly
replaced with another by the middle-
aged Chinese man.

“Poorlittle bitch,” says Perry Diss.

“Whata horrible state of mindto be in.
Whoever gave her the idea that she had
any artistic talent oughtto be shot.”

Don’t say “bitch,” Gerda Himmel-

blautells him in her head, wincing.
“Do you remember the occasion she

complainsof?” she asks carefully.
“Well, in a way I do, in a way. Her

accountisn’t very recognizable. We did
meetlast week to discuss her complete
lack of progress on herdissertation. She
appears indeedto have regressed since she
put in her proposal, which I
am glad to say I was not re-
sponsible for accepting. She
has forgotten several of the
meagre facts she once knew,

or appeared to know, about

Matisse. I do not see how
she can possibly be given a degree—sheis
ignorant and lazy and pigheadedly mis-
directed—andI felt it myduty totell her
so. In my experience, Dr. Himmelblau,
a lot of harm has been done bymis-
guided kindness to lazy and ignorant
students who have been cosseted and
nurtured and never told they are not up
to scratch.”

“That may well be the case. But she
makes specific allegations. ... You went
to herstudio. . . .”

“Oh,yes. I went. 1 am notas brutal as
I appear.I didtry to give her the benefit

 

of the doubt. That part of her account
bears some resemblance to the truth—
that is, to what I remember of these
very disagreeable events. I did say
something about the inarticulacy of
painters, and so on—you can’t have
worked in art schools as long as I have
without knowing that some can use
words and some can only use materials.
It’s interesting how you can’t always pre-
dict which.

“Anyway, I went and looked at her

so-called work.” He smiled. “The
phraseology is catching—‘so-called’ ... a
pantechnicon contemporary term of
abuse.”

“And?”
“The work is horrible, Dr. Himmel-

blau. It disgusts. It desecrates. Her
studio—in which the poorcreature
also eats and sleeps—is papered with
posters of Matisse’s work. ‘Le Réve.’
“Le Nu Rose.’ ‘Le Nu Bleu.’ ‘Grande
Robe Bleue.’ ‘La Musique.’ ‘L’Artiste et
Son Modéle.’ ‘Zorah sur la Terrase.’
And they have all been smeared and
defaced. With whatlooks like organic
matter—blood, Dr. Himmelblau, beef
stew orfeces. I incline towardsthelast,
since I cannot imagine good daube
finding its way into that miserable tene-
ment. Someofthe daubings are deliber-
ate reworkings of bodies or faces—
changes of outlines. Some are like
thrown tomatoes—probably are thrown
tomatoes—and eggs, yes, and some are

great swastikas ofshit. It is appalling.It is
pathetic.”

“Tt is no doubt meantto disgust and
desecrate,” states Dr. Him-
melblau, neutrally.

“And what does that
matter? How can that excuse
if?” roars Perry Diss, star-
tling the young Chinese
woman,whois lighting the

wax lamps under the plate warmer, so
that shejumps back.

“Modern art,” says Dr. Himmelblau,
“has tradition ofprotest.”

“Traditional protest, hmph!” shouts
Perry Diss, his neck reddening. “Nobody
mindsprotest,I’ve protested in mytime,
we all have, you aren’t the real thing if
you don’t have a go at being shocking,
protestis de rigueur, J Anow. But what I

object to hereis the shoddiness,the lazi-

ness. It seems to me— Forgive me, Dr.
Himmelblau, but this... this caca
offends something I do hold sacred, a  
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THE CHINESE LOBSTER

word that would make thatlittle bitch
snigger, no doubt, but sacred, yes—it
seems to me that if she could have
produced worked copies of those, those

masterpieces, those shining—never

mind ... if she could have done some
work, understood the blues, and the
pinks, and the whites, and the oranges,

yes, and the blacks, too, and if she could

still have brought herself to feel she
must, must savage them, then I would
havehadto feel somerespect.”

“You have to be careful about the
word‘masterpieces,’ ” murmurs Dr. Him-
melblau.

“Oh,I knowall that stuff, I know it
well. But you have gotto listen to me.
Whatshe’s done can have taken at the
maximum Aalfan hour—and there's no
evidence anywhere inthesilly girl's work
that she’s ever spent more than that ac-
tually Jooking at a Matisse! She has no
accurate memory ofa single one when
we talk, zone—she amalgamates them

all in her mind into one monstrousfe-
male corpse bursting with male aggres-
sion. She can’t see, can’t you see? And for
half an hour’s shit-spreading we must
give her a degree?”

“Matisse,” says Gerda Himmelblau,

“would sometimes make a mark, and
consider, and put the canvas away for

weeks or months until he knew where to
putthe next mark.”

“I know.”
“Well, the, the shit-spreading may

have required the same consideration. As
to location of daubs.”

“Don'tbe silly. I ca7 see paintings, you
know.I did look to seeif there was any
wit in where all this detritus was applied.
Any visual wit, you know. I knowit’s
meantto be funny. There wasn’t. It was
just slapped on.It washorrible.”

“It was meantto disturb you. It dis-
turbed you.”

“Look, Dr. Himmelblau, whose side

are you on? I’ve read your Mantegna mon-
ograph. Mes compliments, it is a chef-
oeuvre. Have youseen this stuff? Have
youfor that matter seen Peggi Nollett?”

“I am not on anyone’s side, Professor
Diss. I am the Dean of Women Stu-
dents, and I have received a formal com-

plaint against you, about which I have to

take formal action. Andthatcould be,in
the presentclimate, very disturbing for
me,for the Department, for the Univer-
sity, and for you. I may be exceeding my
strict duty in letting you knowofit in   
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“Talk about heaven—eightfrancs to the buck and
old Binky still a chiselled blonde.”

this informal way. I am very anxious to
knowwhat you have to say in answer to
herspecific charge.

“Andyes, I have seen Peggi Nollett.
Frequently. And her work, on one occa-

sion.”
“Well, then. Ifyou have seen her, you

will know that I can have made no such,
no such advances as she describes. Her
skinis like a potato, andher bodyis like a
decayingpotato, in all that great bundle of
smocks andvests and knitwear and peni-
tential hangings. Have you seen herlegs
and arms, Dr. Himmelblau? They are
bandaged like mummies, they are all
swollen with strapping and strings, and

then they are contained in nasty black
greaves and gauntlets of plastic with
buckles. You expect some awful yellow
ooze to seep out between the layers,
ready to be smeared on ‘La Joie de
Vivre. And her hair. I do not think her
hair can have been washed for some
years. It is like a carefully preserved old
frying pan, grease undisturbed bywater.
You cannot believe | could have brought
myself to touch her, Dr. Himmelblau?”

“Tt is difficult, certainly.”
“Tt is impossible. I may have told her

that she would bebetter offif she wore
fewerlayers. I may even, imprudently—

thinking, you understand, of potatoes—

havesaid something aboutletting theair
getto her. But I assure you that was as far
as it went. I was trying against my in-
stincts to converse with her as a human
being. Therest is her horrible fantasy. I
hope youwill believe me, Dr. Him-
melblau. You yourself are about the only
almost-witnessI can call in mydefense.”

“I dobelieve you,” says Gerda Him-
melblau with a little sigh.

“Thenlet that be the end of the mat-
ter,” says Perry Diss. “Let us enjoy these
delicious morsels and talk about some-
thing more agreeable than Peggi Nollett.
These prawnsare as good as I have ever
had.”

“Tt isn’t so simple, unfortunately. If
she does not withdraw her complaint
you will both be required to put your
cases to the Senate of the University.
Andthe University will be required—by
a rule madein the days when university
senates had authority and power and
money—o retain counsel to represent both
of you, should you so wish. And in the
present climate I am very muchafraid
that, whatever the truth of the matter,

you will lose your job, and whether you
do or don’t loseit there will be disagree-
able protests and demonstrations against

THE NEW YORKER, OCTOBER26,1992

you, your work, your continued presence
in the University. And the Vice~Chan-
cellor will fear the effect of the publicity
on the funding of the College, and the

course—whichis the only joint honors
courseofits kind in London—may have
to close. It is not seen by our profit-
oriented masters as an essential part of
our new... ‘thrust,’ I think theycall

it—our students do not contribute to
the export drive.”

“I don’t see why not. Theycan’t all be
Peggi Nolletts. I was about to say—have
another spoonful ofbamboo shoots and
bean sprouts—I was aboutto say, Very

well, ['ll resign on the spot and save you
any further bother. But I don’t think I
can do that. Because I won't give in to
lies and blackmail. And because that
woman isn’t an artist, and doesn’t work,

and can’t see, and should not have a de-

gree. And because ofMatisse.”
“Thank you,” says Gerda Himmel-

blau, accepting the vegetables. And “Oh
dear, yes,” in responseto the declaration

ofintent.
Theyeatin silence for a moment or

two. The Cantonesevoiceasserts that it
is a beautiful morning.

Dr. Himmelblau says, “Peggi Nollett
is not well. Sheis neither physically nor
mentally well. Those clothes are de-
signed to obscure the fact that she has
starved herself, apparently, almost to a
skeleton.”

“I see. Not potato. A fork. A pin. A
coat hanger.”

“Andsheis in a very depressed state.
There have been at least two suicide
bids, to my knowledge.”

“Serious bids?”
“How do youdefine‘serious’? Bids

that would perhaps have beeneffectiveif
they had not been well enough signalled,
for rescue ...”

‘I see.” Pause. “You do knowthatthis
does not alter the fact that she has no
talent and doesn’t work, and can’t see.”

“She might, if she were well.”
“Doyouthink so?”
“No. Onthe evidence I have,no.”

Perry Diss helps himself to a final,
small bowlful of rice. He says, “When I
was in China, I learned to end a meal

with purerice, quite plain, and to taste
every grain.It is one of the most beauti-
ful tastes in the world,freshlyboiledrice.
I don’t knowif it would beif it were
all you had everyday, if you were starv-
ing. It would be differently delicious,
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differently haunting, don’t you think?
Youcan’t describethis taste.”

Gerda Himmelblau helpsherself,
maneuversdelicately with her chop-
sticks, contemplatespure rice, says, “I see.”

“Why Matisse?” Perry Diss bursts out
again, leaning forward.“I can see sheis
ill, poor thing. You can smell it on her,
that she is ill. That alone makes it un-
thinkable that anyone—that I—should
touch her... .”

“As Dean ofWomen Students,” says

Gerda Himmelblau thoughtfully, “one
comesto learn a great deal about this
condition. It appears to stem from self-
hatred andinordinate self-absorption.
Especially with the body, and with that
image of our own body weall carry
around with us. One of my colleagues
whois a psychiatrist collaborated with
one of your colleagues in Fine Art to
produce a series of drawings—clinical
drawings, in a sense—which I have
found mostinstructive. They show an
anorexic person before a mirror: we see
herstaring ribs, hanging skin, and she
sees grotesque bulges, huge buttocks,

puffed cheeks. I have found these draw-
ings most helpful.”

“Ah. We see coat hangers and forks,
and she sees potatoes and pumpkins.
‘There is a painting in that. You could
make an interesting painting out of
that.”

“Please—the experienceis terrible to
her.”

“Don’t think I don’t know. I am not
being flippant, Dr. Himmelblau. I am,
or was, a serious painter. It is not

flippant to see a painting in a predica-
ment. Especially a predicament which is
strongly visual, as this is.”

“Tm sorry. I am trying to think what
to do. The poorchild wishes to annihi-
late herself. Not to be.”

“So I understand. But why Matisse? If
she is so obsessed with bodily horrors
why does she not obtain employmentas
an emptier of bedpans or in a maternity
ward or a hospice? Andif she must take
on Art, why does she not rework
Giacometti into Maillol, or vice versa, or
take on that old goat Picasso, who did
things to women’s bodies out of genuine
malice. Why Matisse?”

“Precisely for that reason, as you must
know. Because hepaintssilent bliss.
Luxe, calme et volupté. Howcan Peggi
Nollett bear /uxe, calmeet volupté?”

“When I was a young man,” says

Perry Diss, “going through my own
Sturm und Drang, I was a bit bored by
all that. I remembertelling someone, my
wife,it all was easy andflat. Whata fool.
And then one day I saw it. I saw how
hardit is to see, and how full of pure

power, once seen. Not consolation, Dr.
Himmelblau, /ife andpower.” He leans
back, stares into space, and quotes:

Mon enfant, ma soeur,
Songe & la dowceur
Daaller la-bas vivre ensemble!
Aimer és loisir,
Aimer et mourir
Aupays qui te resemble!

La, tout n'est quordre et beauté
Luce, calme et volupte.

Dr. Himmelblau, whose own life

has contained only a modicum of/uxe,

calmeet volupté, is half moved,half exas-
perated by the vatic enthusiasm with
which Perry Diss intones these words.
Shesaysdryly, “There has always been a
resistance to these qualities in Matisse,

of course. Feminist critics and artists
don’t like him because of the way he
expands male eroticism into whole
placid panoramas of well-being. Marx-
ists don’t like him because he him-
self said he wanted to paint to please
businessmen.”

“Businessmen and intellectuals,” says

Perry Diss.
“‘Tntellectuals’ doesn’t make it any

more acceptable to Marxists.”
“Look,” says Perry Diss. “Your Miss

Nollett wants to shock. She shocks with
simple daubings. Matisse was cunning
and complex and violent and controlled
and he knew he had to know exactly what
he was doing. He knew the most shock-
ing thing hecouldtell people about the
purpose of his art was that it was de-
signed fo please and to be comfortable.
Thatsentence ofhis about the armchair
is one of the most wickedly provocative
things that has ever been said about
painting. ‘WhatI dream ofis an art of
balance, of purity, of quietness, without
anydisturbing subjects, without worry,
which may be, for everyone who works
with the mind, for the businessman as
muchas forthe literary artist, something
soothing, something to calm the brain,
something analogous to a good armchair
which relaxes him from his bodily weari-
ness.’ You know, you can daub the
whole of the Centre Pompidou with
manure from top to bottom and youwill
never shock as many people as Matisse   
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did by saying art was like an armchair.
People remember that with horror who
know nothingabout the context—”

“Tt would be perfectly honorable to
argue that that was a very limited view,”
says Gerda Himmelblau.

“Honorable but impercipient. Whois
it that understands pleasure, Dr. Him-

melblau? Old men like me, who can
onlyjust remembertheir bones not hurt-
ing, who remember walking upa hill
with a springin their steplike the red of
the ‘Red Studio.’ Blind men who have
had their sight restored and get giddy
with the colors of trees and plastic mugs
and the serrible blue of the sky. Pleasure
is Zife, Dr. Himmelblau, and most of us
don’t have it, or not much, or messit

up ... and when weseeit in those blues,
those roses, those oranges, that vermil-

lion, we should fall down and worship—

for it is the thing itself. Who knows a
good armchair? A man whohas bone
cancer, or a man whohas beentortured,
he can recognize a good armchair.”

“And poor Peggi Nollett,” says Dr.
Himmelblau. “Howcan she see that,
whenshe mostly wantsto die?”

“Someoneintent on bringing an ac-
tion for rape, or whatever shecallsit,

can’t be all that keen on death. She'll
wantto savor her triumph over her dod-
dering male victim.”

“Sheis confused, Professor Diss. She

puts out messages ofall kinds, cries for

help,threats. ...”
“Disgusting art works ...”
“It is truly not beyond her capacities

to—to take an overdose andleavea let-
ter accusing you, or me, of horrors, of
insensitivity, ofpersecution. . ..”

“Vengefulness can be seen for whatit
is. Spite and malice can be seen for what
theyare.”

“You have a robust confidencein hu-
man nature, to think a committee will
see. And you simplify. The despair is as
real as the spite. They are part of each
other.”

“They are failures of imagination.”
“Ofcourse,” says Gerda Himmelblau.

“Ofcourse they are. Anyone who could
imagine theterror, the pain, of those
who survive a suicide—against whom a
suicide is committed—could notcarry it
through.”

Hervoice has changed. She knowsit
has. Perry Diss does not speak butlooks
at her, frowningslightly. Gerda Him-
melblau, driven by some pact she made



THE CHINESE LOBSTER,

long ago with accuracy, with truthful-
ness, says, “Of course, when oneis at
that point, imagining others becomes
unimaginable. Everything seemsclear,
andsimple, and single; there is only one
possible thing to be done.”

Perry Diss says, slowly, “Thatis true.
You look around you and everything is
bleached, and clear, as you say. You are

in a white box, a white room, with no

doors or windows. You are looking
through clear water with no move-
ment—perhapsit is more like being in-
sideice, inside the white room. Thereis
only one thingpossible.It is all perfectly
clear and simple andplain. As yousay.”

They look at each other. The flood of
red has subsided under Perry Diss’s skin.
Heis thinking. Heis quiet.

NY two people maybetalking to
each other, at any moment, in a

civilized way about somethingtrivial, or
even something complex and delicate.
Andinside each of the two there runs a
kind of dark river of unconnected
thought, of secret fear, or violence, or

bliss—hoped-for or lost—which keeps
pace with the flowoftalk and is mostly
neither seen nor heard. And then at
times one or both of the two will catch
sight or sound of this movement, in
himself, or herself, or, morerarely, in the

other. Andit is like the quick slip of a
waterfall into a pool, like a drop into
darkness. The pace changes, the weight
of the air, though the talk may run
smoothly onward without a ripple or
quiver.

Gerda Himmelblau is back in the
knot of quiet terror which has grownin
herprivate self like a cancer over the last
few years. She remembers—which she
would rather not do, but cannot now
control—herfriend Kay,sitting in a
heavy leatherette hospital armchair,

wearing a long white hospital gown,fas-
tened at the back, anda striped dressing
gown. Kayis not looking at Gerda. Her
mouth is set, her eyes are sleepy with
drugs. On the white gown are scarlet
spots offresh blood, where needles have
injected calm into Kay. Gerda says, “Do
you remember, weare going to the con-
cert on Thursday?” and Kaysays, in a
voice full of stumbling, thick ill will,
“No, I don’t, what concert?” Her eyes
flicker, she looks at Gerda and away,
there is something malign and furtive in
her look. Gerda hasloved only one per-

son in herlife, her school friend Kay.

Gerda has not married, but Kay has—

Gerda was bridesmaid—and Kayhas
brought up three children. Kay was
peaceful and kindly, and interested in

plants, books, cakes, her husband, her
children, Gerda. She was Gerda’s anchor
of sanity in a harsh world. As a young
woman, Gerda had usually been de-
scribed as “nervous” andalsoas “lucky to
have Kay Leverett to keep her steady.”
Then one day Kay’s eldest daughter was
found hanging in her father’s shed. A
note had been left, accusing her

schoolfellows of bullying. This death
‘was not immediately the death of Kay;
these things are crueller and slower. But
over the years Kay’s daughter’s pain be-
came Kay’s, and killed Kay. She said to
Gerda once, who did not hear, whore-
membered onlylater, “I turned on the

gas andlayin frontof the hearthall af-
ternoon, but nothing happened.” She
“fell” from a window,watering a window

box. She was struck a glancing blow by a
busin thestreet. “T just step out now and
close my eyes,” she told Gerda, who
said, “Don’t besilly, don’t be unfair to
busdrivers.” Then there was the codeine
overdose. Thenthesleepingpills, hoard-

ed with careful secrecy. And, a week af-
ter Gerda saw her in the hospital chair,

the success—that is to say, the real death.

The old Chinese woman clears the
meal, the plates veiled with syrupy

black-bean sauce, the unwantedcoldrice

grains, the uneaten pea pods.
Gerda remembers Kaysaying,earlier,

when her pain seemed worse and more
natural, and must have been so much

less, must have been bearable in a way, “I
never understood how anyone could.
And nowit seems so clear, almost the
only possible thing to do, do you know?”

“No,I don’t,” Gerda hadsaid, robust.
“You can't do that to other people. You
havenoright.”

“T suppose not,” Kay hadsaid,“butit

doesn’tfeel like that.”
“I shan’t listen to you,” Gerda

had said. “Suicide can’t be handed on.”

CURerea
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Butit can. Gerda knows now,Sheis
next in line. She has flirted with lumber-
inglorries, a neat, dark figure launching

herself blindly into the road. Once, she
took a handful ofpills, and waited to see
if she would wake up, which she did, so

on that day she continued, drowsily nau-
seated, to work as usual. Shebelieves the

impulse is wrong,to beresisted. But at
the time it is white, and clear, and

simple. The color goes from the world,
so that the only stain on it is her own
watching mind. Which would be easy to
wipe away.

Shelooks at Perry Diss, whois look-
ing at her. His eyes are half closed, his
expression is canny and watchful. He has
used her secret image, the white room,

accurately; they have sharedit. He knows
that she knows, and, what is more, she

knows that he knows. How he knows,
or whenhediscovered, does not matter.

He has had longlife. His young wife
waskilled in an air raid. He caused scan-
dals, in his painting days, with his rela-
tions with models, with young, respect-
able girls who had notpreviously been
models. He was the corespondent in a
divorce case full of dirt and hatred and
anguish. He was almost an important
painter, but probably not quite. At the
momenthis work is out of fashion. He
is hardly treated seriously. Like Gerda
Himmelblau, he carries in himself some
chamberofice inside which sits his
figure of pain, his version of kind Kay

thick-spoken and malevolentin a hospi-
tal hospitality chair.
The middle-aged Chinese man

brings a plate of orange segments. They
are bright, theyare glistening with juice,

they are packed with little teardrop sacs
full of sweetness. When Perry Diss
offers her the oranges, she sees the old
scars, well-made,efficient scars, on his
wrists.

Hesays, “Orangesare thereal fruit of
paradise,I always think. Matisse was the

first to understand orange, don’t you
agree? Orange in light, orange in shade,
orange on blue, orange on green, orange
on black ...

“I went to see him once, you know,
after the war, when he was living in that
apartment in Nice. I was full of hope in
those days.I loved him and was enraged
by him and meantto outdo him, some
time soon, once I had just learned this
and that—which I never did. I never
did. He wasill then, he had come
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Special rates from the USA

Contact British Museum Tours
46 Bloomsbury Street, London WC1B 3QQ

‘Tel: (71) 323 8895 Fax: (71) 4367315,

BIKE THE BAHAMAS!
Cycle theisland of Eleuthera, Meals &
lodgingon catamaran. Water sports and
bike rentalincludedin tour price. Great
scenery - notraffic! Free brochure.

Heartland Bicycle Tours * 1 Orchard Circle
Washington, IA 52353 * (319) 653-2277
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through histerrible operation, the nuns
who looked after him called him ‘/e
ressuscité.

“The roomsin that apartment were
shrouded in darkness. The shutters were
closed, the curtains were drawn. I was
terribly shocked—I thought he /ived in
the light, you know, that was the idea I
had of him. I blurtedit out, the shock, I
said, ‘Oh, how can you bear to shut out
the light? Andhesaid, quite mildly,
quite courteously, that there
had been some question ofhis
going blind. He thought he
had better acquaint himself
with the dark. And then he
added, ‘And anyway, you
know, black is the color of
light.’ Do you know thepaint-
ing ‘La Porte Noire’? It has a
young womanin an armchair
quite at ease in a peignoir ll
striped in lemon and cadmium
over a white dress—herchair is
yellow-ochre and scarlet—andat the
side is the window andthecoloredlight
and behind,above,is the black door. Al-
most no one could paint the color black
as he could. Almostno one.”

Gerda Himmelblaubites into her or-
ange andtastes its sweetness. Shesays,
“He wrote, ‘I believe in God when I
work.’”

“T think healso said, I am God when
I work,’” says Perry Diss. “Perhaps he
is... not my God,exactly, butthe place
where I find that. Do you know, I was
broughtup in the hopethat I would be a
priest. Only, I could notbear religion
that hada tortured human body hanging
from the handsoverits altars. No. I
would rather have ‘The Dance.’”

Gerda Himmelblau is gathering her
things together. He continues, “Thatis
why I meant what I said when I said
that that young woman’s ... muck-
spreading ... offended whatI called sa-
cred, What are we to do? I don’t want
her to—to punish us byself-slaughter,
nor do I wish to condonetheviolence,
the absence ofwork.”

Gerda Himmelblau sees, in her
mind’s eye, the face of Peggi Nollett,
potato-pale, peering out of a white
box with cunning, angry eyes in the
slits between puffed eyelids. She sees
golden oranges, rosy limbs, a volup-
tuously curved dark-blueviolin case in a
black room. Oneor the other must be
betrayed. But, whatever she does, the

 

     
"Seti

bright forms will go on shining in the
dark.

She says, “Thereis a simple solution.
Whatshe wants, what she has always
wanted, what the Departmenthasre-
sisted, is a sympathetic supervisor—
Tracey Avison, for instance—who
shares her way of looking at things,
whose beliefs ... who cares aboutpoliti-
cal ideologies ofthat kind, who will—”

“Whowill give her a degree and let
her go on in the way she is go-
ing. It is a defeat.”

“Oh,yes. It is a question of
how much it matters. To you.
To me. To the Department. To
Peggi Nollett, too.”

“Tt matters very much and
notat all,” says Perry Diss. “She
mayseethe light. Who knows?”

= Theyleavethe restaurant to-
Te gether. Perry Diss thanks Dr.

Himmelblau for his food and
for her company. She is

troubled. Something has happened to
her white space, to her inner ice, which

she does not quite understand. Perry
Diss stops at the glass box containing
the lobster, the crabs, the scallops—

these last now decidedly dead, filmed

with aniridescent haze of imminent pu-
trescence. The lobster and the crabs are
all still alive, all—more slowly—hissing
their difficult air, bubbling, moving feet

and feelers, with glazing eyes. Inside
Gerda Himmelblau’s ribs and cranium
she experiences, in a way, the pain of
alien fish-flesh contracting inside an
exoskeleton. Shelooks at the lobster and
the crabs, taking accurate, distant note
of the loss of gloss, the attenuation of
color.

“I find that absolutely appalling, you
know,” says Perry Diss. “And at the
same time, at exactly the same time, I

don’t give a damn. D’you know?”
“I know,” says Gerda Himmel-

blau. She does know. Cruelly, imper-
fectly, voluptuously, clearly. The Muzak
begins again. “Oh, what a beautiful
mornin’, Ob, what a beautiful day.” She
reaches up, in a completely uncharacter-
istic gesture, and kisses Perry Diss’s soft
cheek.

“Thank you,” she says. “For every-
thing.”

“Look after yourself,” says Perry
Diss,

“Oh,” says Gerda Himmelblau. “I
will. I will.” +
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BREAKING GROUND

by Tony Hiss

most—and mostdesperately poor—
part of the South Bronx, a number

of people have the idea that by planting
a garden designed by schoolchildren
they can dislodge a major street-corner
drug-selling operation within the next
year or so and in the process reclaim
a small piece of the neighborhoodas a
safe haven for children. The garden will
embraceall the open space in a double-
sized city block running between St. Ann's
Avenue and Brook Avenue, and be-
tween 139th Street and 141st Street
(140th never having been extended
through this one block). A good deal
could be at stake here, for the city

as much as for Mott Haven. A similar,
somewhat smaller undertaking, Success
Garden, which opened a year ago across
from an elementary school in central
Harlem,in what had been an overgrown
lot roamed by crackheads and wild
dogs, has already brilliantly lived up to
its name. Students from an entire city
public-school district hold outdoor
environmental-science classes next to its
new herb bedsandinits new gazebo and
its small orchard and its young
birchwoods. Thecity has installed a new
sidewalk in front of the garden, and this
fall students will plant a line of new
street trees. Success Gardenitself is
growing, spreading into vacantlots all
aroundthe block.

Private money paid for the garden,
but thestaff is paid for by a non-profit
public-school fund, and its programsare
paid for by the Board of Education; two
other city departments, Parks and Sani-
tation, have quietly and repeatedly sent
in crews and supplies to help out. A
numberofcity-owned andprivate apart-
ment houses and tenements up and
downthe block are getting new roofs
and new boilers and new windows, and

for thefirst time one building owner has
been offered a homeowner's-insurance
policy. Local children see that their own
efforts can help change whata neighbor-
hoodlooks like and whatit addsup to.

Karneal Thomas, the city landscape

T Mott Haven, in the southern- architect who volunteered to train the
children who designed Success Garden,

calls it “the shape of urban parks of the
future.” Albert F. Appleton, thecity’s
Commissioner of the Department of
Environmental Protection,says, “IfNew

York has a future, this is it.” Provided

that the Mott Haven garden works,
there are groups ready to push ahead
with plans for ten more such gardens—
in the Bronx, in Queens, in Harlem, and
in East New York and other severely
troubled Brooklyn neighborhoods.

Cue gardening seemsto be one
ofthose ideas from the nineteen-

sixties or seventies, like recycling and
health-food stores, that have reémerged
in the nineties and are taking makeup
tests. Early New York community gar-
dens, planted back in the Flower Power,
Greening-of-America days, brought
beauty and bountiful harvests and re-
newed hope to abandonedlotsall over
the city, and theystill do, there are per-
haps eight hundred community gar-
dens in New York—so many that
they've been collectively called an alter-
native park system. But they've always

 

seemeda fragile venture—an annual, not
a perennial. Usually, they've been the
work of somelocal genius;andif the ge-
nius moved, or died, or found other
projects, the garden would wither. It
took Joseph Pupello, a thirty-year-old
parks activist, who is the director of a

green-neighborhoods program for a lo-
cal non-profit organization called the
Parks Council, to think of anchoring

community gardensto institutions that
endure, such as schools or churches. But
that’s only Step 1. Pupello wants com-
munity gardens to have two new sources
of strength—stability and a permanent
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upwelling of enthusiasm. So Pupello
reaches out, through children, to a

would-be community spirit within
people—onethat in frightened neigh-
borhoods too often has nooutlet. He
calls what he does “switching people
over from the hiding mode to the heal-
ing mode.”

Another insight of Pupello’s into
community dynamics comes from his
background:he began life in show busi-
ness, as a dancer and choreographer with
a strong interest in staging spectaculars
andin celebrating every aspectoflife.
Ten years ago, Pupello, who is half
Ukrainian and half Italian, founded the
Manhattan Performing Ensemble, the

first dance companyto welcome dancers
in wheelchairs into its ranks. Three years
ago, he brought the same make-room-

for-everybodysensibilities to the Parks
Council. “Open space is the only way
you can give a neighborhood a focus
that’s always visible from thestreet,” he
says. “A garden or a park brings all the
strengths of a community out into the
open.”

Success Garden, one of Pupello’s
projects, showed eighties-hardened New
Yorkers that Bambi could take on
Godzilla and win. But the Mott Haven
garden, another project that Pupello is
right in the thick of, is far more ambi-

tious, and this time both sides seem to
have called in reinforcements. From the
start, the new garden site has embraced

the whole of the big block. The open

 

space here includes a twenty-foot-tall
craggy gray rock outcroppingatits north
end, which has never beenbuilt on; a

green churchyard sloping southward be-
low it; a flat, weedy vacant lot down at
the foot of the churchyard; and, to the

east of that lot, on the corner ofSt.
Ann’s and 139th, a lot that was set up

someyears ago as a kind of homemade
neighborhood park, whose main features
are a few trees and a small, dilapidated

open-air shed, which nowserves as a

marketstall for drug dealers.
Not only are both hope and fear

deeply embedded in this gardensite; to
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some extent they have intertwined. The
public school on the block, P.S. 30, on
141st, just west of the gray rock, hums
with discipline and striving; the hall
floors gleam with fresh wax; the class-
roomsaresilent with steady attention. It
opensearly, stays open late, and has

adult-education programs, job counsel-
ling for parents, nutrition workshops,
and clothing giveaways. Just below the
crest ofthe rockhill sits St. Ann’s Epis-
copal Church, a small mid-

nineteenth-century country
chapel built of rough stone;
on its white steeple is
a large picture of Jesus,
laughing. St. Ann’s is the
resting place of Brigadier
General Lewis Morris, a
signer of the Declaration of
Independence, andin its churchyard,
which is sheltered by a giant elm and a
spreading willow,is the vault of his half

brother Gouverneur Morris, the man
who drafted the United States Con-
stitution, framed the religious-free-
dom clause in New York State’s Consti-
tution, was the father of decimal coin-
age in this country, and is even said to
have invented the words “dollar” and
“cent.”
The school and the church are co-

sponsors of the new garden, which was
designed last spring by nine P.S.30fifth
and sixth graders working with Karneal
‘Thomas. ‘T'wo years from now, accord-
ing to the plans, it will have a rock gar-
den, a meditation garden, a vegetable
garden, a science shed, a basketball
court, a pond, and a fountain. An aviary
is to replace the shed the drug dealers
have beenusing.

For a numberofyears, the drug deal-
ing out ofthis shed has been on a scale
far bigger than that of any supermarket;
it has been more like a drug-outlet mall,

specializing in half-price heroin, al-

though cocaine is available for free-
basing. The shed has been heavily pa-
tronized in the early evening, like any
other mall, by the stop-’n’-shop crowd—
cars heading home to New Jersey, Con-
necticut, and Long Island. The Mayor’s
Office of Drug Abuse Policy has cited
this part of the garden as oneofthe
worst drug-selling corners in the city,
both in sales volume and in the number
of dealers murdered. Another worst cor-
ner is also on this block, at 139th and
Brook Avenue.  

Ifyou only lookedatthestatistics, the
neighborhood might seem to be close to
flickering out ofexistence: the AIDSrate
is frightening (at a nearby hospital,
twenty-three per cent of the blood
samples taken in the emergency room
one night were H.1.V.-positive), and un-
employmentis at sixty per cent. At least
a third of what economic activity does
takeplace is drug-related; one druglord,
whowas assassinatedlast spring, was re-

ferred to in the neighbor-
hoodas “our I.B.M.plant,”
because he had almost two
hundred people on his pay-
roll. Small-time drug dealers
stay sharp bytest-firing ma-
chine gunson the roofs of
local tenements, shooting
into the sky. “Death is all

around us,” Aida Rosa, the principal of
P.S. 30,says.

Atthe same time, Mott Havenis the

first home in the United States for some
of New York’s most recent arrivals—
Mexicans, Hondurans, Salvadorans. “I
think ofit as a place where the Ameri-
can Revolution is happening every day,”
Father Luis Barrios, the priest in charge
of St. Ann’s, says. A daytime walk
through these blocks uncovers a com-
plicated and, to an outsider, often puz-
dling neighborhood. There are signs of
health and of ordinariness here—some
new housing, several tenements being
rehabbed. Every shop on 138th Street,
the local commercial strip, is open
for business andis full of people. Yet
someofthis ordinariness seems strange-
ly out ofplace; for instance, there is a
large and busy supermarket between
138th and 139th on St. Ann’s, cater-
corner from the drug dealers. And the
same kind of strangeness surrounds
people’s thinking about George Cal-
deron, the murdered drug lord:heis re-
membered positively by quite a few for
hiring women,for giving his workers
paid vacations and taking care of their
hospital bills, for allowing a needle-

exchange program to operate on his
corner, and for refusing to sell crack,
because, he said, crack destroyed neigh-
borhoods.

'HERE are moments in any area
whenan entire community seems

to hold its breath, waiting to see what
will happen next, or whatit’s still ca=
pable of. Such a moment was the

groundbreaking the other day for the
new Mott Haven garden, held at noon
outdoors on what had been drug dealers’
turf—andwasagain later that afternoon,
immediately after the ceremony ended.
A chorusofthirteen children from P.S.
30, in blue dresses or blue shirts and
pants, lined up in front of two hundred

people and sang “Imagine.” In the main
speech, their principal, Mrs. Rosa, said,
“We'reall just seeds. Can we grow?”
Drugdealers, the best-dressed people on
hand, prowled the back of the crowd,
occasionally uttering hostile remarks:
“You're just making us a prettier place
we can sell in,” and “Whatever you
build, we'll tear down.”

Behind the crowd at the ground-
breaking stood twosteel poles. A year
and a half ago, a community group, act-
ing onits own, hadtried to fence off the
site. Drug dealers beat up the members
of the fence crew, and the crew aban-
donedthejob after putting in thosefirst
two poles. And now, above the crowd,

hanging from the boughsofa few scrag-
gly trees, were more than a dozen dirty
Teddy bears and broken dolls. They
wereoriginally put there by a local sculp-
tor in remembranceofa friend who had
died from drugs. But the sculptor moved
on, and the Teddy bears now serve
as memorials to murdered drugsellers,

and are guarded by the survivors.
They've also become a kind of business
trademark, like a pawnbroker’s gold

balls. Sometimes the police cut them
down,butthey're always replaced within
aday.

Next month, the new gardeners will
havea police escort when they put up a
ten-foot-high steel fence around the
garden site. According to Ralph Mosca,
a Police Department community-service
officer who patrols the neighborhood,
there are at least some positive feelings
about the new garden among the drug
dealers: two young dealers who grew up
on the block volunteered to help him
sweep the sidewalk before the ground-
breaking. Those twodealers told melast
week that they thought neighborhood
kids deserved to have a placeall their
own. Mosca thinks that if enough ex-
plaining and advance work is done in
the community this month the garden
will have no opposition. But maybe next
month’s new fence-raising will be an
occasion when the whole city feels it-
selfholding its breath. ¢
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Clockwise from above: Scotland's

Isle ofMull; a craftsman at work in

the National Gallery; Yeoman

Warders standguard at the Tower

ofLondon; a balloon fiesta at

Leeds Castle
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and its cultural and literary excel-
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place of distinction for

American travellers.
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a land wherecivility

and elegancestill reign will discover a fasci-

nating legacy in Shakespeare’s scepteredisle.

Stately homes and gardensgrace the British

landscape as reminders ofits privileged past.

Just as compelling as country estates, though,

are the silk weavers’ cottages of Suffolk and

the china andcrystal factories of Staffordshire

— testaments to Britain’s bright spirit of inge-

nuity andefficiency which propelled the coun-

try to its status as the world’s first industrial-

 

ized nation. Britain’s spirit of industry also

dwells in the present, with state-of-the-art

technologyin fields ranging from aerospace to

computers and biomedical research. 
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he best of Britain includes

products of the highest quality.

It also includes distinctive traditions —

from Ascot to afternoon tea — that have

survived throughout this sturdy capital of
the English-speaking world Most of all,
the best of Britain provides an inspiring

glimpse at the past — andthefuture.

Londonand its Environs

Vibrant Londonsteps to abrisk mod-
em pace. whilestill holding on to ancient

traditions. Pomp and pageantry — from

the Changing of the Guard to the bright
costumes of Yeoman Warders — are cher-

ished trademarks of daily life. But this

metropolis 1s also a world financial center
dwelling at the vanguardof technological
innovation, design, andentertainment

 

‘The oldand the new respectfully salute
each other in London, with traditional and
contemporary architecture embracing the
vast skyline. St. Paul's Cathedral, the sev-

enteenth-century architectural showpiece

 
The Lloyd's ofLondon headquarters is a striking
example ofcontemporaryarchitecture.

of Sir Christopher Wren. and the futuristic
Lloyd's of Londonbuilding both rise above
the City. A bus ride along the Thames al-
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tained through political coéperation and through the defence al-

liance embodied in NATO. But there are also thousands of other
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couragement: we enjoy a commonculture. Stephen Hawking and

John Fowles are at the top ofyour best-seller lists; Stephen King and

JohnIrving are atthetop of

This year’s special supple

ue Commur

  



 

Although there are many theortes about the monument, it is still unclear why Stonehenge was built.

lows a startling view of the burgeoning wa-
terfront developments

\ sophisticated young spirit prevails
over Covent Garden's shops andgalleries,
all adjacent to the Royal Opera House
while celectie Soho andthe West End en-
compass theelegant shops of BondStreet
andthe gaudy sights of Piccadilly Circus.
Here, London's theatre life, indisputably
the world’s best. still reigns supreme

Guardian of the city’s heritage. the
Towerof Loudon holds the Coronation

 

Crown, robes. andthe unperial mantles of
past sovereigns. Matters of state are debat-
ed in the imposing Houses of Parhament.
while the tombs of kings — and poets —
occupy nearby Westminster Abbey
Adjacent to St. James's Park is
BuckmghamPalace, over which the Royal

Standardflies when The Queen is home,
Poglimpsethe art treasures of the pub-

he domain. head for the National Gallery

The Museum of the Moving Image on the

South Bank offers entertaining hands-on

displays of film and television-making pro
cesses. and the venerable British Museum

houses antiquities from the Rosetta Stone

to the Elgin Marbles. Treasuresof a differ:

ent kindareseen at Madame Tussaud’s on

Marylebone Road

The Docklands area of the East End

has been exuberantly restoredinto a pros-
perous business andresidential neighbor-
hood Don't overlook the Design Museum

 

at Butler's Wharf. orthehistorie ship col-
lectionat St. Katharme Dock.

London’s environs are equally fascinat-
ing, Wanderin the horticultural mazeat

Hampton Court Palace or the Royal

Botanic Gardens at Kew, See the splendid
clipper ship Cutty Sark un Greenwich or

the enchanting Queen Mary's Doll's House
at Windsor Castle

The West Country

tretching languidly from
Salisbury Plain to Penzance. the
west is steeped in history and
legend. ‘The region en-

compasses nearly 650 miles of
coastline, from the rugged cliffs
of Cornwall to the palm-fringed
avs of the Devon éoasr

‘The remote Cornvvall peninsu-
la is an ancient Celtic homeland
where King Arthur and his
knights are believed to hayelived
ia cliffiopcastle at Tintagel
Thegamit shell stll stands in this
distant coastal village Today
Cornwall's rocky counling ig dot-
ted with popular domestic resorts
suich ais Newquay aud St. Ives

Devonakso has a mystical quality, with
a'wild and-vatied landscape. Visit its two
national parks: haunting Dartmoorwith1
granite tors and sweeping moorland, and
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Exmoor withits soft, undulating beauty

Legacies of the past are seen in the erty of
Exeter. with its cleventh-century Norman

cathedral towers andSaxon guildhall.
 Inlandis rural Wiltshire. wrth Britain’s

 

most celebratedprehistoric monument —
four-thousand-year-old Stonehenge.
Wilishire’s stately homes also merit a visit
Acre-upon-acre of landscaped gardens sur-
round Stourhead House. while a safari
park accents the grand Longleat House.
The magnificent Double and Single Cube
Rooms of Wilton House are treasures of in-
terior design

Bath, the oldest and most famous spa
town, is a jewel of a city. Founded two
thousandyears ago by the Romans, it till
hias the natural hot springs and remains of
the Roman baths. The citv’s Georgian ar-

 

chitecture is at ity best in the Assembly

Rooms andthe Royal Crescent.

TheSouth

Withstylish resorts andgracious manor
homes. the literary towns of the Weald
and medieval mns along Pilgrim's Wav.
the south is a regionof splendid diver

 

ty
Its rich. green landscape andpicturesque
hamlets were favored by writers suchas
Henry James andVirginia Woolf,

Kentis the gardenof England. a glori-
ous countryside of orchards. vineyards
and hops fields, with the gently rolling
downs, Wmston Churchill established his

 

Today, Covent Garden, with its elegant shopping arcade, is
oneofLondon's most appealing areas.

country retreat at Chartwell Manor, while

the ill-fated Anne Boleyn dwelled m the

 

idyllic. moated Hever Castle near Royal

‘Tunbridge Wells
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LIFE IS SHORT:
Andfour other reasonsto cross the Atlantic on the QE2.

YOU ONLYLIVE ONCE.Between April and December, the QE2 will make
26 voyages between NewYork and Europe. Forfive days and nights, sail in old
world elegance that recalls how the jet set traveled before there werejets. It’s the

ultimate luxury that everyone should experienceatleast once in lifetime.

VARIETYIS THE SPICE OF LIFE.Enjoy world class cuisine, then dance
the night away. Take a chancein our casino. Shop at the only Harrods afloat. Swim

in one ofour four swimmingpools. Orjust treat yourself to a relaxing massage in the
QEZ2Spa at Sea. The choice ofactivities is endless aboard the only 24-hourcity to

cross the Atlantic.

WHERE THERE’S A WILL, THERE’S A WAY.Sail to or from Europe for

$2,170 to $10,930, including a free return trip via British Airways World Travellers
service. For 1993, Grill passengers fly free on specially reserved British Airways’

Supersonic Concorde ($199 to $799 extra in other cabin categories). Take advantage of

our lowstandby fares from $1,295 to $1,695. Combine your crossing with a QE2
Europeancruise and save 35%. Or cruise round trip to Europe and save up to 50%. And
if that’s not enough, Cunardalso offers land, sea andair vacations throughout Europe.

THERE’S NO TIME LIKE THE PRESENT.Treatyourself to a transatlantic
voyage on the QE2. For more information, see your Travel Agent. Fora free
brochure or $8.95 videotape portrayinglife aboard the QE2call 1-800-221-8200.

Rates are per person, double occupancy, subject to availability and dependent on departure date,Full details
and restrictions in brochure. 1993 port and handling charges of$155 per personare extra. Registries
QE2-GreatBritain; Sagafjord, Vistafjord-Bahamas; Sea Goddess I & II-Norway. © 1992 Cunard.
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in the world is in London.
“Tin still amazed by London. Thepeople, theatres, buildings,
everything ~ it’s 2,000 years ofhistory.” — Roger Moore

oger Mooreisn’t the only one amazedbythe drama of
R London. Each year, more than 7million visitors thrill

to its many theatres, symphonyorchestras, museums

and galleries. Undoubtedly, you will too.

 

You can see the ceremonyof the Changing of the Guard at Buckingham

  

  

  

  

          

  

 

  

Palace. Or observe a stirring debate in Parliament whenit’s in session. You can

even have an animated debate ofyour own, bargainingfor treasuresin the

market at Portobello Road.
Ifyou really love to shop, you'll be astonished bythe sheer numberof

famousstores along Regent Street, Bond Street and in Knightsbridge.

Andifyou loveto eat, you'll be delighted by the variety of
sophisticated restaurants. As well as the friendly neighborhood

pubsthatliberally dot the landscape.

Now enjoy 3 nights in London for only

$539-$1099* including airfare.

There's never been a more exciting time to vacation in London. Because

between November1, 1992, and March 31, 1993, British Airways and

over 60 Londonhotels are offering great valuesin all price ranges.
Thesespecial rates include round-trip airfare, hotel room for 3

nights (4-, 5- and 6-night stays also available), Continental
breakfasts, hotel taxes and service charges, plus a voucher

pack goodfor extra values.
And you can use the American

Express® Card to pay for everything.

 

With iterideucceptancesyourcan
useit to pay for shopping, dining, even theatre

tickets through Ticketmaster.

So get ready to come to London. Andbrace

yourself for some of
the most dramatic BRITISH AIRWAYS
sights on earth. Theworldsfavourite airline?

 

q

  
For your free London brochure andBritish Airways hotel package
information,call 1-800-338-1206 or sendto: British Tourist
Authority, P.O. Box 607, Cranbury, NJ 08512.

Name Eee

Address

: City—______+_ State—___ 5

y . Zip Telephone ________.SES

IT’S NOT ONLY LONDONERS WHO LOVE LONDON

 



 

At Rank Hotels webelieve
London is too beautiful a city
to pass up. So we’re offering
youa value that’s hard to turn
down.Just book one of our
five luxury London Hotels, for

arrival before March 31, 1993,
and we’ll give you any ofour
published sterling room rates
in guaranteed U.S. dollars.
For example, you can have

a single room at the 5-star
deluxe Royal Garden Hotel in
Kensington, normally £160,
nowavailable for a mere $160.
Considering the current

exchangerate, that’s abouthalf
the usual price. So, at Rank Hotels you can afford to stay in London again.
Forreservations, call1-800-223-5560, 1-914-631-2005orcallyour travel agent.

VRIES
you can

afford to stay
TCC    

Rank Hotels
120 White Plains Road, Tarrytown, New York 10591

‘Thisoffer is based on our full-rate tanff prices only and is subject10 availablity It does not apply to groups or discounted
rate agreements, The Rank Hotels Of London Athenaeum Hotel, Mayfair - The Gloucester, So. Kensington -

Royal Garden Horel, Kensington - Royal Lancaster Hotel, Hyde Park - The White House, Regents Park.
  
 

JOSEPHINE BARR INVITES co2!
YOU TO DISCOVER ~"#&—==

35 TREASURESIN BRITAIN
Discriminating travelers have been enjoying these
delightful hotels and inns for years. Nowit is your
turn to experience authentic British hospitality.
Book with ease and stayin style.

Fora free color brochure, write or telephone.

Josephine Barr
SELECTED BRITISH HOTELS
519 Park Drive
Kenilworth, Illinois 60043
708-251-4110

 

 

One LegendaryTrain.
DURLEY Magnificent
HOUSE A]l Suite Hotel
Re in SloaneStreet

USSF OAME STREET LONDON Sw1X 995

London
 

 

 
Best in Britain
Hotels,restaurants, B&B's,historicsites,
scenic villages, Personalizedtraveltailored
to yourinterests, & budget.

800-824-6588 718-937-2562
3907 45th STREET - SUNNYSIDE, NY 11104       
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WrterVita Sackville-West saw “a gar-
den crying out for rescue” at Sissinghurst
Castle, andlater restored it as one of

 

Britain's finest horticultural gems. Leeds

Castle near Maidstoneis set on twosmall

islands inalake.

In Hampshireis Broadlands. stately
residence of the late Lord Mountbatten

and honeymoonspot of Queen Elizabeth
andPrince Philip. Near the pretty village

 

of Beaulicu. are the remains of England's
largest Cistercian abbey. as well as the
National Motor Museum. with more than
250classic cars. buses. and motorcycles

The euty of Winchester is the ancient
capital of England and among the most
stone of English cities Huge Winchester
Cathedral towers overit, and King
Arthur's legendary Round ‘Table hangsin
the Grear Hall. While in the south. spend
a day strolling the promenadeat thestylish
seaside resort of Brighton and explorethe
exotic interiors of the Royal Pavilion, King
GeorgeIV"s fantasy home. Soak up the at-
mosphere of Canterbury andits famous
cathedral, the final destination of
Chaucer's fourteenth-ventury pilgrims

As Britain's gateway since Roman
times. Doveris flanked by the famous

 

Dover's Seven Sisters coastlinets @ much-cele
bratedattraction ofEngland,

white chffs and impose medieval castle
Makea side trip to nearby Folkestone and
the exciting Eurotunnel Exhibition Centre

with a full-sized shuttle interior model and

an observation tower for the tunnel site.

which will openby thefall of 1993.

Central England

Fromthe gentle Cotswold Hills to the

rugged Peak District, the heart of England
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AENT

embraces someof

the finest country-
sideinthe nation.

William

Shakespeare drew
inspiration for his
workfromthe lush

greenarea around
his birthplace,
Stratford-upon-

Avon. From the

Forest of Arden,

timbers were hewn

into the buildings
of this market

town. Five beauti-

fully preserved
> associated with the bard, includ

 

properti
ing the cortage of his wife, Anne
Hathaway. are opento view. Whilevisiting
the town, see an incomparable perfor-
manceofthe Royal Shakespeare Company
at oneofthe three theatres

 

Oxford. knownas the “City of Dreaming
Spires.” withits eight-hundred-year-old

 

In Osford, rowing crews practice on the River Thames at dawn.

university and the hushed cloisters of
academia, is a must for visitors. Beyond
the coachinginns of tiny Woodstock looms
mighty Blenheim Palace. Its sublime parks
were designed by Capability Brown. The
homeof the Marlboroughs also wins
renownas thebirthplace of Sur Winston
Churchill. To the east hes Woburn Abbey

 

andthe State Ruoms of Queen Victuria

In the north is Birmmgham andthe
Black Country” with its echoes of the

Industrial Revolution Ride a boat through

the Dudley Tunnel to limestone quarries at
theBlack Country Museum.or examinethe
working replica of an early steamengine
The Ironbridge Gorge Museum in
Shropshire comprises six working sites that
preserve in situ the remains of early indus

 

trial activity in the Severn Valley
Stoke-on-Trent is home to the

Potteries. the world’s most famous china
manufacturers. Tour factories where
exquisite tablewa

 

re is created by skilled
potters and decorators. Other fascinating

stops include the Gladstone Pottery
Museum in nearby Longton. the Bass
Museumin Burton-upon-Trent. and crystal

 

glassware factories in Stourbridge

The undulating farmlands. haunting

fens and waterways of East Anglia are an
 

ANOTHER WAY TO

SAMPLE THESPIRIT OF

SCOTLAND.

IT’S FREE AND IT WON’T

GIVE YOU A HANGOVER.

If Scotland appeals, Scottish Quest magazinewill be just
yourcup oftea.

It’s written in Scotland byScots andyou'll find that it’s
full of fascinating insights into the country andpeople.

Butit’s just a weetaste

To get the real flavour you'll have to come and visit
for yourself. Our cities are perfect places for a winter break
You'll find our weather surprisingly mild and our welcome
particularly warm.

There are fascinating historical sites, superb museums
and galleries, fine restaurants and welcoming pubs.

The Arts flourish in Scotland during the winter too, with
eventsof all kinds, There’s also wonderful shopping.

If that’s not enough, you'll find breathtaking scenery
is always just a stone’s throw away, while direct flights from
the USA to Glasgow’s newly extendedinternational airport
means thatgetting there couldn't be easier. sty: a

We'll see you Soon.Slainte Mhath!   



 

distinguishes.
England’s

from all other schools. TASIS*
Englandstudents, whereverthey“:
go in the world, take with them the
intangible quality of confidence in
themselves. It's an edge you need in
today’s competitive world.

TASIS England
American School

Accredited in Grades K-12
Forinformation about ourfull-year and
summerprograms, please contact the

Director ofAdmissions.

 

The TASIS Schools

326 East 69th Street
New York, NY 10021

Tel: (212) 570 1066

Fax: (212) 249 3097 

 

  
 

    
WAT LAN PhP ia
NUMBER SIXTEEN

FourVictorian Town Housesform this
exquisite hotel with the unique

atmosphereofthe homein the heart of
South Kensington.

16 SUMNER PLACE, LONDON SW73EG
‘TEL: 071-589 5232 TELEX:266638

FAX: 071-584 8615
 

 

 

THE
PELHAM In theTradition
HOTEL ofExcellence

15/1 Crome Pace, London,S724reposSueseCssik: Thins steer C
Hendon ‘USA Toll Free:- 1-800-553-6671
 

WALK ENGLAND
‘Travel back in time on our luxury tours of the enchanted

villages and spectacular mountainsin Wordsworth’s
LakeDistrict, plus The RomanWall and Yorkshire Dales.

World-class walking and literary/cultural/culinary fun,
12-persongroups. Private suites in a Victorian mansion,

ENGLISH ADVENTURES (303) 797-2365
803 Front Range Road + Littleton, CO 80120    
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Northern England is u region ofopen spaces and wide horizons.

ideal landscape for cycling and boating
holidays

East Anglia contains England's oldest
town. Colchester. andits second oldest

university. Cambridge, Superb Gothic

cathedrals are seen in Peterborough and
Ely. In Norfolk. the River Ouse wends

throughthefen flatlands. flanked by small

market towns.

Expansive and timeless. Suffolk has a
mysterious quality that has inspired land-
seapeartists like John Constable. The

buildings in villages such as Stratford St
Mary, Fast Bergholt. and Dedham are recog-
nizable in his paintings. While here. ex-
plore tiny villages that once revolved around
the wool trade. The town of Lavenham,

with its pink-walled buildings and guild-

hall. is the most famous. The largest

Sudbury, is set ona loopof the River Stour.

Visit Ipswich, a  

     

  

majortrading port,

and stay at the fa-

mous coaching inn
of Admiral Lord

Nelson. Seaside

Aldeburghis home
to writers and

artists, as well as

one of England’s
anost famous muste 42 .5¢ John's Colle
festivals. Bury St.
Edmunds.

according to writer William Cobbett. is in
Central Suffolk. It exudes Georgian ele-

Cambridge, travellers pass
under thelegendary Bridge ofSighs

the nicest townin the world,” ,

ganceandhas the ruins of a great abbey
Peaceful counryside and inland water-

ways dominate Norfolk. Spend a day in
handsome Norwich. withits Norman
cathedral. nme-hundred-year-old market-
place, and Elm Hill — once the center of
the weaving industry. Fromthe nearby

 busy port of King’s Lynn, make an excur-
sion to Sandringham House. country home
of the Royal Family

he North ¢ glance

he Yorkshire Moors, rugged
coastline, andglaciated lake-

gland
¢ inspired writers fromthe

lands of Northern FE

  

Bronté sisters to James Herriot, The poet
William Wordsworthdescribedthe Lake
District, which dwells majestically in this

region, as “sublime
and beautiful

Romantic castle
ruins and extrava-
gant country houses

e foundin the far
ies of Yorkshire

and Humberside
Hereare the rocky

‘uplands of the
Yorkshire Dales and
heather-clad tops of

the NorthYork Moors. ‘To the west are the
PennineHills.oftencalledthe “backbone
of England.”



ADVERTISEMENT

Medieval York was the former Anglo-

Saxon and Viking capital of England.
Stroll atop 1s thirteenth-centurywalls or

along the narrow winding streets of the

Shambles. The York Minster, England’s

largest cathedral, is a Gothic masterpiece.

Visit the Castle Museumwithits period

rooms and eighteenth-century water mill.
Learn the history of the railways and see

more thanfifty steam locomotives at the
NationalRailway Museum,

The majestic abbeys of Fountains
Rievaulx, and Jervaulx are also found in

this region, as well as stately homeslike

Harewood House, withinteriors by Robert
Adam, and Castle Howard,the setting for

the television series “Brideshead

Revisited.” Durham is renownedforits

nine-hundred-year-old Norman cathedral.

At the nearby Beamish Open-Air Museum,
life at a coal miningvillageis recreated.

Seotland

Anair of mystery and magic pervades
the dramatic Highlands andshining lochs

  ‘St
one

Wo
dl
dw
ed
e

Amanworks at the copperstills in the
Glenronach Distillery

of Britain’s northernmost country, a land
shapedby an intriguinghistory

Most famihar are the haunting tunes of
bagpipes and bright tartans of Highland
dancers. Signs of the past are seen in an-
cientfortresses such as Dunnottar or his-

toric houses suchas Brodie. Stirling Castle

was the coronation site of Mary. Queen of

Scots, while Balmoral Castle, built by

 

  

   
  

 

ON ISL

ENOUGH 79
(WHAT ON EAR*

Built on a bed of peat, it is the roads on Islay that do the

travelling. As the highly absorbent peat takes in water, it

expands andforces the roads to rise andfall. It is this same peat

thatis cut, dried and then burntin kilns to malt the barley when

making Laphroaig. Giving Laphroaig a distinctive rich and

smokey taste that has remained unchanged for well over 150

years. As for the roads? Well, they have their ups and downs.

SINGLE ISLAY MALT. AS UNIQUE AS THE ISLANDITSELF.

 
TO DELVE A LITTLE DEEPER INTO THE MYSTERY OF LAPHROAIG, WRITE TO THE
DISTILLERY MANAGER,LAPHROAIG,PORT ELLEN,ISLE OF ISLAY, ARGYLL PA42 7DU.
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FLORIDA STATE UNIVERSITY

SUMMER PROGRAM

The tradition. The prestige. The
incomparable academic quality. Spend
Summer '93 experiencing Oxford at
historic Christ Church College. Study
in residence with Oxford tutors... earn
academic credit makefield trips to
historic sites ... get to know England
ina way few visitors can.July 5-24 and
July 26-Aug,14, 1993. Please write, call,

ot FAXfor more information
{onthis outstanding program.

OXFORD PROGRAM
Florida State University
Center for Professtonal

Development, R-55
Box Ad

Tallahassee, FL
32306-2027

Phone 904-644-7551
FAX 904-644-2589

fi ae Get the Most Out of
& AQ London Theatre
Subscnbe to LONDON THEATRE NEWS,
the illustrated monthlynewsletter, and enjoy
complete up-to-the-minute coverage of
Londontheatre.

+ Complete West End Theatre Listings
+ Timely Recommendations « Opening
Night Reviews « Exclusve Interviews

+ A ConvementTicket-Booking Service
+ Dining Tips © and much more!

$21 for 3 months + $49 annually
Call toll-free 1-800-779-0077. Orsend
check to. London Theatre News, Suite 620,

12 Bast 86th Street, New York, NY 10028 
THE FEATHERS HOTEL

MarketStreet, Woodstock, Oxfordshire
Situated in Historic. Woodstock, with the Cotswolds,Blenheim Palace and Oxford nearby, The Feathers isrenowned forits superb cuisine. Log fires in winter, @Pretty courtyard in summer, elegant furnishings andwelcomingstaff ensure a relaxed and comfortable stay

Represented in USAby JosephineBarr —
Toll Free 1-800-323-5463

TheFeathers Hotel, direct 011-44-993-812291

 

 

THE ANTIQUE WINE COMPANY
Forthe ultimate gif, a fine vintage wine from the year
of the recipient's birth, with the original bistoncal
London ‘Times’ newspaperfrom the exactday ofbirth,
In an engraved presentation case, delivered world
wide Callusm the UK and welll suggest the best
winesavailable
‘TELEPHONE,
U.S.A. TOLL FREE FAX
WORLDWIDE FAX

O11 44 827 64174
1 800 827 7153

U.K. 0827 64175    

Queen Victoria. is the summerretreat of

the Royal Family.
The capntal,

  

 

istory-laden Edinburgh,
is dominated byits castle. Wander through
thecity’s medieval streets along the Royal

Mile to the Palace of Holyroodhouse. or

visit New Town,with its eighteenth-centu-
ry Georgianarchitecture.

Glasgow is a dynamic cultural center
and hometo the Scottish Opera as well as
the National Orchestra. Lingerin its art

galleries, museums, and friendly pubs.
Solitude and beauty are found on the

romantic Isle uf Skye andtheIsle of Mull.

site of the summer musical gatherings, or
“ceilidhs ” From the Isles of Lewis and

Harris comethe famous quality tweeds.
while the Shetland Islands are knownfor

their jumpers and famous ponies.

 

Scotland’s industrial past is reflectedin

its manydistilleries and woollen mills. as

ADVERTISEMENT

Grampian Highlands, the seventy-mile
Malt Whisky Trail encompasses eight dis-
tilleries, with guided tours at centers such
as Cardhu, Glenlivet, and Glenfarclas

 

lus tiny principality — known
 as “Cymru” in Welsh — has a

distinct culture and history.

along with one of Europe's
oldest languages. Curiously, Wales also

shares the monarch, government. and lan-
guage of England

Its landscape spans six thousand years
of history, fromits prehistoric standing
stones to mighty castle fortresses. In the

north is rugged Snowdonia National Park
“Land of the Eagle.” In southern Wales,

rolling moorlands dominate Brecon

National ParkBeacons while

Thesounds of the Highland Pipers fill the air in Scotland

well as crystal factories. In the Scottish

Borders are towns devoted to producing
traditional knitwear. tartans, and woven

garments. Visit the shops. mills, and muse-

ums revolving around theindustry in
twelve towns along the Scottish Borders

WoollenTrail,

Theancient whisky-making proce:

 

and tastings can be experienced at distil-

leries in Scotland. Set high in the

Pembrokeshire Coast National Park has a
wild, ruggedseascape.

Enchanting medieval castles dot the
Welsh landscape The four most notewor-
thy in Northern Wales — Harlech Castle,
perchedhigh above the sea in Snowdonia;
Conwy. withits impressive Great Hall. the
mammoth Caernarfon: andthe concentri-
cally designed Beaumaris — were built
sevenhundredyears ayoby King Edward | ©
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‘Anuncred years ethrewhg courtey peop,

A CENTURYOF OURTIME
FOR A FEW MINUTESOF YOURS.

The history, the heritage, the
service, products and stories which have

made Barboura legend. Send
for your free copy of (A Hundred Years

of Knowing CountryPeople’ and
if you haven't got onealready, a copy of

our current catalogue.

& & @
=e
Barbour

Tebettancheehingterthewere Bichweber
Please write to, Barbour Inc, Dept P20, 55 Meadowbrook

Drive, Milford, New Hampshire 03055

 

 

Full-service British
vacationplanning:
* COTTAGES IN SCOTLAND, WALES:

& THE CoTswoLps
+ FLats IN LONDON,EDINBURGH & GLASGOW
+12 & 3-WEEK PACKAGES INCLUDING

Barris Airways, BRITRAtL, & CAR RENTAL.

  
  

 

HOME AT FIRST
Dept. NY

P.O. Box 193
Springfield, PA 19064
Tel: 1-800-5CELTIC  
 

LONDON FLATS
English Charm with American Standards

Selective Locations & Prices
Weekly and Long Term Lets

FARNUM 66.CHRIST
1-800-366-2048

Peautiiea[AY|)

Summer Programmes
Teens15-18 July 18-Aug 7

Adults July 31-Aug. 7
at Queens’College

800-922-3552 or312-787-7477
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of England. Pembroke Castle on the south

coast is one of Wale’s finest, while Powis in

mid-Wales has unique terraced gardens.
Cardiff is the modest but elegant capi-

 

Snowdonia National Park, Wales, displays the
region's most breathtaking natural scenery.

tal. home to Cardiff Castle. the National

Museum of Wales, the open-air Welsh Folk

Museum, and a famous rugby field. In the

west is the smallest cathedral city im
Britain, St. David's. While there, explore

the unique Bishop's Palace. withits arcad-
ed parapet, or the cathedral andits

twelfth-century nave.

Wales's industrial life revolved around

its slate and coal mines, iron andsteel

works. and woollen mills Though most

mines and quarries have closed. visits can
be madeto theoriginal sites. Observe the

technique for mmningslate by candlelight
as it was done in the Victorianera at the

Llechwedd Slate Caverns and Deep Mine

in Blaenau Ffestiniog near Snowdonia.
Visit the Welsh Slate Museumat Llanberis.

or the Museumof the Welsh Woollen

Industry in Cardiff.

Interestingly. the narrow
 

 

railways once used to transport matertals
fromthe mines have beenpreserved with
the old locomotives. Take a nostalgic wip
through spectacular scenery on oneof the
Great Little Trains of Wales.” along the

Talyllyn or Ffestiniog Railways

Shelley Banceis a free-lancetravelwriter

andeditor based in New York.

 

 

Mabear Excot’s workshops in High
Wycombe, deepin the Chiltern Hills, our
solid wood English furniture belongs to
tradition of craft that stretches back
over 300 years. Elm,beech and ash are
our chosen materials, and the skills that
shape them have been handed down for
generations.

“Designsfor Living”, a full-color 104-
pagecatalog, showsthis hand-finished
furniture in thesetting of English coun-
try houses and cottages.
Foryour copy, send check or money order
{for $12 to Ercol (North America) Inc.

Hightway 87 West, Box 95
Menahiga, Minnesota 56464.

Tel. (800) 950-4770. Fax. (218) 564 5360

Britain’s master furniture maker.  
 

(7— Don't let your dollars
take a pounding!

Packed with timely
insideinformation
from all aroundthe UK,
British Travel Letter !)

helps you make the most J
ofyour time anddollars. J
Subscribers also qualify for ley,
specialvalues on airfares, rr
restaurants, hotels and
more. This remarkable
16-page monthly news-
letter pays foritself 
 

many times over. Call
to subscribe: 800-966-0701.

BRITISH TRAVEL LETTER

 

The Beaufort
100 yards from Harrods

*.. one ofthe besthotels in the world”
César Award ~ Best City Hotel

.. It’s justhike being at home”
33 Beaufore

Tel O11-44-71 584  

 

 

   
El Ce Charm- ..¢’jegant Country st Ser,

  
  

Luxury London Hotel S245
Se -“Tlephone: 071-723 787 aa a“

39-40 Dorset Square, "soda:
London NWI 6QN ables
‘Telex: 263964 Dorset G
Fax 071-724 3328
USAToll Free 1-800-543 4138  4ore’
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  THE CRITICS

JAZZ

 

THE REAL JELLY ROLL
by Whitney Balliett

OORJelly Roll Morton! The
P indomitable, pioneering

American composer, pia-

nist, and bandleaderis being com-

memorated on the centennial ofhis
birth not with a postage stamp or a
medal but with George C. Wolfe’s
spurious Broadway musical “Jelly’s
Last Jam.” Help, though, has ar-
rived at Michael’s Pub, where the
luminous New Orleans actor and
playwright Vernel Bagneris (pro-
nounced Bahnereez) and the vir-
tuoso Norwegian pianist Morten
Gunnar Larsen are putting on a
brilliant two-man show called
“Jelly Roll Morton: A Me-morial.”
But Wolfe’s show first. It revolves
arounda black dancer namedJelly
Roll Morton, whois a Scrooge in
Creole clothing. (The musical re-

peatedly echoes “A Christmas
Carol.”) This Mortonis a greedy,
hypocritical bully, andalso a light-
skinned racist, who “denies the
black soil from which the rhythm
[of jazz] was born,” and who,late
in the evening, says angrily, “There ain’t

no coon stock in this Creole.” Change
thelead’s namein “Jelly’s Last Jam”to,
say, Bill Robinson,and it becomesclear
whatthe show really is—an experimen-
tal study, done within a traditional

Broadway-musical framework, ofthe life
Zand death of a black misanthrope. In
2short, a psychomusical.

E Morton’s real outlines, though, are

constantly suggested onstage, and any-
Sone who knows something abouthislife 

Bringing it all back home: Vernel Bagneris.

will find it impossible not to keep com-
paring his ghost with Wolfe’s monster.
‘Wolfe says that Morton was a Creole.
Strictly speaking, he was a Creole of
color, or a café aulait, as they were once

called—a partial descendantofthe origi-
nal Creoles, who were French-speaking
white aristocrats of the early nineteenth
century. Wolfe changes Morton, one of
the great jazz pianists, into a tap
dancer—presumably because Gregory
Hines, who plays Morton,is a star. And

Wolfe makes Morton a contemptible
racist, even though Morton invariably
hired black musicians, and none ever

suggested he wasa bigot. (To be sure,
Morton,acutely aware of his own worth,
‘was arrogant, and sometimes displayed
the so-called New Orleans evil—a red-
eyed paranoia thatseized all New Or-
leans musicians when they imagined
they had beenslighted orinsulted.)

But the worst of Wolfe’s distortions
in “Jelly’s Last Jam” involve Morton’s
music. Apparently believing that it was
not “black” enough or emotional enough,
he hired the run-of-the-mill arranger-
composer Luther Henderson to write a
homogenized “modern” score. The re-
sult is a tasteless stew on which float
largely unrecognizable bits and pieces of
Morton compositions. Morton’s greatest
records, made in Chicago in 1926 and
1927, are elegant, driving examples of
polyphonic jazz. They prefigure Duke
Ellington,yet celebrate the old free-for-
all New Orleans ensemble music. Bal-
ancing elation and sorrow, humor and

pomp,the blues andragtime, they are as
“black”as jazz got atthe time.

Thereal Jelly Roll Morton could have
been the hero of a wonderful musical. He
was funny, preposterous, wild, mischie-
vous, and immensely gifted. Born around
1890 in New Orleans, Mortonleft home
in his teens and spent mostofhis life on
the road. He liked money, women,

clothes, and comfort, and he was a swell.

Although Morton’s music eventually be-
cameparamountin hislife, he also made

his living as a pimp,a bellhop,a tailor, a
cardsharp, a poolplayer, a peddler, a min-
strel, a night-club manager, and a fight
promoter. Oneofhis earliest inspirations
was peddling Coca-Cola laced with salt
as a cure for consumption. He was tire-
less braggart. (Publicity agents did not
exist then, of course; show-business

people—particularly black ones—had to



GIVE A BOV A GIFT THAT RUNS
ON BRAIN CELLS INSTEAD OF
DRY CELLS

 

Here's a bright holiday idea: a subscription to Boys’
Life. Every month, you'll find him scaling mountains,
forging rapids and meetingheroes. Best ofall, you'll
find himreading. BoysLife 1s the magazine forall boys.
So don't invest in more batteries. Recharge his mind.

O1 Year $15.60 02 Years $29.00 Ci Outside US
add $7.20
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Boy's Name
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 Innkeepers’| $9 from Independent Innkeeper's Association 80-34-5244  

blow their own horns.) One afternoon
in 1940, a year before he died, he went
to a Hot Lips Page rehearsal in New
York, and he asked Page whatstyle his
band wasplaying in. Page said Kansas
City style, and Morton replied, “Kansas
City style, Chicago style, New Orleans
style, hell, they are all Jelly Roll style!”
In a famousletter to down beat, written

in thelate thirties to counter an asser-
tion made ona radio program that W. C.
Handy invented jazz, he declared, “I
guess I am one hundredyears ahead of
mytime.” Morton belongs in that curi-
ous American pantheonoftall-tale he-
roes, alongside Paul Bunyan and Davy
Crockett andJohnny Appleseed.

N the spring of 1938, the folklorist
Alan Lomax,alerted bya jazz fan

to the fact that Morton was playing in
‘Washington, invited him to the Library of
Congress to talk about his life. Lomax
set up a portable recording machinein the
Coolidge Auditorium and sat Morton
down at a grand piano and asked him
questions. Atintervals over the next few
weeks, Morton talked and sang and
played into Lomax’s microphone, and
theresults form oneof the great Ameri-
can autobiographies, or novels. Lomax
fashioned a book outof the recordings,
called “Mister Jelly Roll.” Unaccount-
ably, the Library has never issued the
tapes, but independently producedsets
have appeared from time to time.
Vernel Bagneris and Morten Larsen
Michael have based their show wholly
on Morton’s own words and music.

‘ARSEN opensthe evening at Michael’s
Pub with Morton’s “Sporting House

Rag,” and Bagneris, standing in the dark
at the back of the house, intones the

opening words from the Library of
Congress recordings: “As I can under-
standit, all my folks were in the city of
New Orleanslong before the Louisiana
Purchase, and they came directly from
theshores of France.” Dressed in a natty
royal-blue chalk-stripe suit and match-
ing cap, Bagneris materializes onstage,
looking uncannily like Morton, and es-
tablishes his hauteur bytelling us that
his family often took him to the opera,
where he heard “Il Trovatore.” Larsen
plays an excerpt from the opera straight,
then jazzes it up, Mortonfashion, and we
learn how Morton wentaboutinventing
jazz. Bagneris, who hasa light, lissome

baritone, then sings “Mister Jelly Lord,” a
funny self-tribute song by Morton (“The
man’s an angel with great big feet”), and
begins a story about how Morton beat one
Aaron Harris at pool, not knowing that
Harris had killed eleven people, including
his sister and brother-in-law. A lovely
blues follows, and Bagneris sits down and
smokesa cigarillo while Larsen plays
Morton’s “Pep.” Bagneris sings “Winin’
Boy” and, during a Larsen chorus, goes
into the first of half a dozencasual, sinu-
ous dances. They illustrate Morton’s mu-
sic. The old Harlem dancer Pepsi Bethel
helped Bagneris with the choreography,
and his steps, done onair and in a kind
ofslow motion,are full ofbent knees,fast
side shuffles, pecking motions, pedalling,
spins, and hip undulations, and they
echo such dances as the Chicken, the
Shimmy, the Eagle Rock,the Jig Walk,
the Suzy-Q, and the Shorty George.

By now, Bagneris is Morton and,his
voice low and amused, he demonstrates
how,onarriving in a new town, he would
don a fancysuit andstrut casually down
the main street, collecting admiring female
glances,retire, put on another dazzling
suit, and repeat his walk, telling his ad-
mirers that he could change his suit sev-
eral times a day for a month and never
wear the same onetwice. The songs and
dances and stories slide beautifully by,
and Bagneris ends the evening by reading

Morton's obituary from down eat and by
singing his mournful “Sweet Substitute,”
a touching example ofMorton’s occasional
attempts to write pop songs. Midwayin the
show, Bagneris puts on tattersall vest
and tan trousers, and, while he’s chang-

ing, Larsen plays Morton’s astonishing
“Fingerbreaker,” a roaring up-tempodis-
play piece with a rocketing left hand and
shouldering right-hand chords. (Morton
used the piece to blow awayother pianists;
it’s not surprising that the Harlem stride
pianists didn’t care for him.) The piano
never rests in Bagneris’s show. We hear
Morton’slacy,cluttered pieces;his direct,
downblues; his volcanic fast numbers;

and his rhythmic surprises, which trip
you no matter how often you hear them.

In less than an hour, Bagneris, with

Larsen’s indispensable help, creates a

subtle, funny,graceful, haunting portrait
of Morton, which makes “Jelly’s Last
Jam” seem crass and ugly. But the show
at Michael’s Pub should be longer.
Bagneris puts us on Morton’sright, and
it's noteasyto leave so soon. #
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WAITING FOR ODETS
byJohn Lahr

N Chicago, a ragged man stood on
the corner of North Halstead and
Willow, down the street from the

new, five-hundred-seat Steppenwolf
Theatre, where Clifford Odets’first full-
length play, “Awake and Sing!” (1935),
was beingrevived. It was late. Thestreet
was empty. The man shuffled in lace-
less sneakers to keep warm. Heheld out
a papercup andjiggled it. The next day,
Chicago's famous Schwinn Bicycle Com-
pany filed for bankruptcy. Over the
decade, Chicago's

manufacturing-job
base has shrunk
from thirty per cent
to less than twenty
per cent, and de-

spite the prosper-
ous shine ofdown-
town’s Miracle
Mile things aren’t
good for the
immigrants who
built the city: they
can no longer
counton factory
work as their |
gatewayinto soci-
ety. It was Odets
whosaid, “A job

is a home to a
homeless man,”
and it is Odets who,fifty-eight years
after he bushwhacked his way into the
American consciousness with his agit-
prop one-acter, “Waiting for Lefty,” still
speaks to that sense ofstalled blessing
which hauntsthe land.

According to Odets, the fundamental
activity of the characters in “Awake and
Sing!” is the “struggle for life amidst
petty conditions”—anactivity that has
again cometo preoccupy a distressingly
large number of Americans. Except for
David Mamet, Odets is the only Ameri-

can writer to putlow life as well as high
life on the stage with a crackling poetic
authenticity that encompasses what he
called “the American gallery,” which “re-
mains uncelebrated and unexpressed.”

2 For decades, critics have been trying to
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Clifford Odets: Dubbed the new O'Neill, be
becamethe spokesman ofthe thirties.

write off Odets as “dated”; this is a bias
long held by the Times, and it’s why
New Yorkers have been almost entirely
deprived of his voice since 1984. But to
call Odets dated is to see only the surface
ofhis nineteen-thirties dramatic conven-
tions, and not the depth of his percep-
tions about character, language, and the
punishing waste ofspirit in democracy’s
obsession with success, which he once

called “the peritonitis of the soul.” All
dramais by definition “dated,” the prod-

uct of a particular
moment, and, as

Odets’ friend and
original director,
Harold Clurman,
once remarked,
“we do not dis-
miss Homer's epic
because wars are

no longer engaged
in over a beau-
tiful girl.” His-
tory, however,

has dealt society
a wild card, and

now,perhaps for
the first time
since the Depres-
sion, Odets’ vi-

sion and his craft
can be seen for

whatthey are. Even in a production like
Steppenwolf’s, which gets as close to
the rumble of panic under the play
as Ponce de Leén did to the Fountain
of Youth, Odets’ big, brave voice has
important things to tell us, about then
and now.

“Here without a dollar you don’t look
the world in the eye. Talk from now to
next year—thisis life in America.” So
says Bessie Berger, the matriarch of
Odets’ Bronx family, who knows in her
own way what Veblen meant about
America when he said, “Esteem is

awarded on evidence.” In a capitalist so-
ciety, that evidence is a show of wealth.
Odets’ accomplishmentis to create a cli-
mate of humiliation which settles in
around the Berger householdlike a thick
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fog. “I could die from shame,” Bessie
says of her son Ralphs girlfriend—to
her, a “nobody.” The judgmental eye of
others—the scorn of the winners in a
competitive society—is whatterrifies
Bessie and turnsherinto a termagant of
manipulation. She forces her pregnant
daughter, Hennie, into a loveless mar-
riage with a newly arrived immigrant;
she puts the kibosh on Ralph’s friends
(‘I don’t like myboy to be seen with
those tramps”) and his girlfriend; she
even contrives to cheat Ralph out of
some insurance money, only to explain
when she’s caught, “Ralphie, I worked
too hard all my years to be treated like
dirt.” Bessie’s house is spotless; what’s
soiling is the demands and disregard of
the world. It’s not just Bessie’s soul that
shrivels. The entire household is debased
in various ways by economic necessity.
Her husband, Myron (“Heis heart-

broken without being awareofit,” the

stage direction says), studied law but has
spent his life in haberdashery. He re-
treats into nostalgia and badinage. “My
scalp is impoverished,” he says, re-
ferring to his bald pate, but his empti-
ness is more than skin deep. Bessie’s
father, Jacob, has retreated into utopi-
an fantasies of a better world, and her

moneyed brother, Morty, to whom life
is “hot delicatessen,” displays a smug
indifference to others. His defense
against humiliation is a success that hu-
miliates them. In contrast to Morty’s
self-a dizementis the
self-loathing of Hennie’s
sad-sack husband, Sam
Feinschreiber. Failure, as

Odets joked in another
play, has gone to his head.
He craves the invisibility
of the shamed. According
to the stage direction, Sam

is “conditioned by the hu-
miliation of not making
his way alone.” Hespells it
out, in a confession made

all the more humiliating because nobody
seems to care. “To my worst enemy
I don’t wish such life,” says Sam,
whopleads to Hennie for her love and
is rejected before our eyes. “Nobody
likes me.”

“Whenonelives in the jungle one
mustlook out for the wild life,” Odets
says, describing Bessie’s vigilance. And,
like anyspecies that inhabits a hostile
environment, Odets’ characters develop
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a hard carapace, which serves both to
protect and to attack. The wisecrack, as
Odets reinventsit onstage, is the linguis-
tic shell behind which his characters al-
ternately hide and lash out. “Cut your
throat, sweetheart. Save time,” the

gimpy small-time gangster Moe Axel-
rod, who boards with the Bergers, says
to Hennie about her proposed marriage
of convenience. Odets puts a fine spin
on the sludge ofstreet talk, and gives it
a vibrant new currency and prominence.
“I wouldn’t trade you for two pitchers
and an outfielder,” Axelrod says to
Ralph at the finale, in an exit line so
strong that it lifts the bad odor of
Axelrod and Hennie’s running off to-
gether and abandoningherchild. The
act of speaking, as Odets dramatizesit,

becomesa show of powerin a powerless
life. Laughter, according to Nietzsche,is
an epitaph on an emotion; in Odets’
hand, Jewish laughter is particularly
ghostly, resounding with all the silent
deaths of dreamsdeferred. His charac-
ters smile with cold teeth. Take this
shrewd, oblique two-line exchange over
dinner:

JAcoB (ironically): If it rained pearls—
who would work?

Bessie: Another country heard from.

In the banter of these characters
Odets shows language having a stage-
managedrevengeonlife. Jacob’s political
bitterness momentarily vanishes when

helobshis sardonic grenade
into the bourgeois patter of
the dinner-table conversa-
tion, and Bessie’s put-downs
keepalive herillusion ofpo-
tency in alife that is out of
control. Theterrific talk of
Odets’ characters mourns as
it laughs.

Such is the power of
Odets’ dialogue that it
works even in the Step-
penwolf production, where

the only poverty in evidenceis a poverty
of imagination. The mixed metaphor of
Michael Merritt and Kurt Sharp’s set,
with expressionistic tenements looming
above the naturalistic Berger house like
anti-aircraft guns above a destroyer, an-

nounces the show’s confusion of realms
andits nervousness aboutcreating a cli-
mate of claustrophobia on the stage. “I
never in mylife even had a birthday
party,” Ralph moans,but nothing on the
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set conveys the threadbare or the
pinched. In fact, the house looks like a

nicely converted Northside Victorian
floor-through: shiny hardwood floor,
candles in the candelabras, cut glass on

the table andin the kitchen door. This is
poverty seen through a suburban lens.
And theracial memory of unmanning
fiscal panic seemsas far from this cast as
a sustained Jewish accent. Withoutthe
Jewish rhythms and the
mordant whineof the
Jewish humor, which

echoes the gloom of
centuries, the produc-

tion can’t find a core of
belief. Only Nathan
Davis, who plays Jacob,
and on whose lined face
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poet—“half song thrush, half alligator.”
Odets had been oneoflife's bottom

feeders, living off dimes and dreamsas

an actor with the Group Theatre. “T
was sore at my whole life,” he explained
about the genesis of “Awake and Sing!”
Before he discovered the insecurity of
success, he’d lived the terror of poverty.

The son ofa first-generation Russian-
Jewish émigré who had changed the

family name from Goro-
detsky, which means
“arban man,” Odets be-

camethe chronicler of
the pathosofJewish as-
similation into Ameri-
cancity life. In “Awake
and Sing!” he pitted
American optimism, 

  life has left its mark, ;
comes anywhere near
the vicinity of the play.
Otherwise, the cast is almost uniformly
too callow and too young. Francis
Guinan’s Myron, lumbered with a ludi-

crous wig, speaks a language of entropy
butcrosses the stage with a spring in his
step. Jeff Perry's genial, corn-fed Moe
Axelrod gets none of the chip that the
war-wounded gangster carries. And
Sheldon Patinkin’s unfocussed direction
Jets Barbara Robertson turn Bessie’s flop
sweatinto frenzy, on the theory, I guess,

that when oneis skating on thin ice,

safety is in speed.
Steppenwolf has been bold enough

to program Odets but not shrewd
enoughto find a voice for a play that is
all about sounding off. Odets wrote
“Awake and Sing!” when he was twenty-
eight, and it became a kindof self-
fulfilling prophecy, reversing a lifetime
of botched missions. He had failed
at school, failed as an actor, and failed
even as a suicide. (Hetried three times.)

Song was Odets’ metaphor of trans-
formation. He built song not only into
the title of his first major play but into
the names of subsequent major char-
acters, like Cleo Singer, in the 1938

play “Rocket to the Moon” (“Talent!—
I’m talented. I don’t know for what,
but it makes me want to dance in my
bones!”), and Leo Gordon, the philo-
sophic voice in “Paradise Lost” (1935),
whoin early drafts ofthe play was called
Kantor. Odets liked to compare him-
self to Walt Whitman (whose name
Odets gave to his only son), and often
invoked Emerson’s dictum about the

which was grounded
in the myth of abun-
dance, against the de-

moralized resignation that came with
the fact of scarcity. Odets’ spokesman
is the stymied twenty-two-year-old,
Ralph, who broadcasts lack of opportu-
nity in the play’s first words: “Where's
advancement downtheplace?” In his
next breath he bleats, “All I want’s a

chanceto getto first base!” Atthefinale,

with a windfall left him byhis beloved
grandfather Jacob, whose suicide is just
one of many mutations in the play
brought on by the shamingpressures of
poverty and powerlessness, Ralph faces
down hisfrustrations: “My days won't be
for nothing.” Odets, too, held his face

up to the world, and the world kissed it.
Dubbed the new O'Neill, he became
the spokesman ofthe thirties. He was
on the cover of Time. Walter Winchell
coined the word “Bravodets.” Cole Por-
ter dropped his name in the song
“!'m Throwing a Ball Tonight,” from
“Panama Hattie.” (With prescience,

Porter rhymed “Odets” with “regrets,”
and “Awake and Sing!” made memo-
rable that particularly punishing Ameri-
can sense ofloss at the failure to become
your best self—a failure that Odets’ ca-
reer came to exemplify.)

“Nobody knows how to act Odets
anymore,” the playwright William Gib-
son complained in 1988,in his introduc-
tion to Odets’ forties diary, “he Time
Is Ripe.” He invoked the names of the
heavyweight Group Theatre ensemble
that originally made Odets’ work sen-
sational—Lee J. Cobb, Luther Adler,
Morris Carnovsky, John Garfield, to
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mention a few. But the generalizationis
nottrue. As a series of excellent London
revivals over the last two decades has
shown, Odets can be done, and done
well. His plays, despite what Clur-
man called his “lyric afflatus” and
their ideological full dress, are a quirky
blend of deep Jewish pessimism and a
very American desire to shine. Their
world is gray, not black and white, and

theyreflect the split in Odets’ own per-
sonality. The peculiar paradox of
“Awake and Sing!”(and of Odets’ work
in general) is that it celebrates both
the dream and the sure knowledge that
a dream is something you wake up
from. His ironic music is apt for the
post-imperial blues that America is
starting to sing.

A the Manhattan Theatre Club, the
powerful revival of Caryl Chur-

chill’s “Mad Forest,” a skillful mosaic
of the Romanian people’s response to
the events in Timisoara and the col-
lapse of the Ceausescu regime,is a won-
derful displayofall the theatrical skills
absent from “Awake and Sing!” Here a
superb cast of eleven actors manages to
convey the flavor of Romanian speech
withoutlosing the rich detail of charac-
terization. Mark Wing-Davey, who

conceived the project in 1990, when he
was the head of London’s Central
School of Speech and Drama, directs

with exemplaryrestraint and resource-
fulness, using the grays and ochres of
Marina Draghici’s excellentset to thrill-
ing effect. “But America,” gushes Lucia,
who has gone to America, only to return
after the Ceausescu government’s col-
lapse. “There are walls of fruit in
America,five different kinds of apples,
and oranges, grapes, pears, bananas,

melons, different kinds of melon... .

Everyone throws away great bagsfull of
food and paperandtins, every day, huge
bags . . . people live out of them.” The
speech, like so muchof the play, is
shocking in its worm’s-eye view oflife.
“MadForest” asks us to consider life
without hope, where a fresh egg is

an event, and where languageitself

is something that has to be hidden
away. It makes so many of the West's
deliriums look like cuticle despair.
America, the nineteenth-century writer
Harriet Martineau said, was meant to

mean everything. Everything, thatis,
exceptresignation. ¢
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ROSEANNE HITS HOME

byJames Wolcott

‘HEN Roseanne Barr(as she
was then known) began as
a standup comic, her voice

was somewhere between a squawk and a
quack—a squack. She soundedlike a
grievance committee doing a duck call.
Standing on the stage of the “Tonight
Show,” she didn’t havethefingertip pol-
ish of a Jerry Seinfeld or a Billy Crystal.
She was stubby, squat. She giggled,
averted her eyes from the camera, re-
peated herself. Even whenshe stood
with her arms locked, like an Eskimo
getting her picture taken, she seemed to
shift aroundinside. In describing her
glamorouslife as an American house-
wife (“I prefer

thetitle ‘domestic
goddess’”), Barr
was cranky but
cute, a butch Erma
Bombeck. Her
sheepish blush,
her aw-shucks am-
ateurism, softened

the bite of her
material. But there
was will power to
burn packed in
that bucket of
pudge. A Jew
raised in Mormon
country, Barr in-
tended to move
from the wrong
side ofthe tracks andsit herselfsmack in
the middle. Little did we know she in-
tended to hold us hostage to her exhibi-
tionismforever.

Ever since Roseanne launched her
own sitcom, herlife has been one big
unpopularity contest. Her outrages have
been tried in the kangaroo court of the
supermarket tabloids. The tattoos, the
poundage, an ugly divorce, the marriage
to the comedian Tom Arnold, their

mud bath together for Annie Leibovitz’s
camera, the rendition of “The Star-

¢ Spangled Banner” and crotch grab that
2 earned hera stern “tsk” from President
& Bush,the charges and countercharges of

& child abuse within herfamily, the annual

 

Roseanne Arnold:A darkened
snapshot ofsuburbia, her show

burrowsfrom within.

mowing down ofproducers, writers, and

crew members on her show, the feud

with Arsenio Hall (whom she called a
triangle head), “mooning”incidents,
more tattoos—it’s been a regular barbe-
cue. But someperformers feed off flak.
All that outside frenzy makes them focus
close-range. Nowin its fifth season,
“Roseanne” (Tuesdays, ABC) has never

been more centered, more apt. Even

though it’s the No. 1 show in the
country, it has inspired few copycats.
Like Ring Lardner’s fiction, its off-
hand humoris harder than it looks. It
seemslike a simple recording ofreality
until yourealize how muchis surfacing.

A darkened
snapshot of sub-
urbia, “Roseanne”
is set in the heart-
land—Illinois.
The go-go giddi-
ness of the par-
ents’ generation—
hippies on Har-
leys, saddling the
wind—has slowed
into grubworm
subsistence. Last
season, Rose-

anne’s younger
daughter, Dar-
lene (Sara Gil-
bert), went into
such a protracted

funk abouther sucky life that she tumed
into mold. This season, gangrene has
claimed the whole family. Roseanne’s
husband, Dan (John Goodman), had to
cough uphis bike shop to creditors.
Cutbacks cost Roseanne her job at the
mall. Her older daughter, Becky (Lecy
Goranson), eloped with someloser and
will probably be homeleeching before
long. What keeps them goingis their
gift for getting each other’s goat. That's
the American way. Where most sitcoms
sound metallic, sarcasms springing like
mousetraps in the characters’ mouths,
the scripts for “Roseanne” neverstiffen
into strips of type. They enjoy loose,
lazy fit, as if they’d been dug outof the
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hamper. The wisecracks have the broken-
in feel offamily lore. Thecast has devel-
oped such a sure delivery and shorthand
rapport that they barely bother to move
their lips. They think aloud to each
otherin a clear mumble.

It’s an unbeatable cast. A generous
force with sensitive feelers, John Good-
man has gained so much weight this
season he’s in danger of becoming
all gut. (It was bad enough when
he rounded the bases in “The Babe.”)
But there’s been no comparable sag
in his performance. As
Roseanne’ssister Jackie,
still searching for Mr.
Right, Laurie Metcalf
uses the feed-bag drop
ofher face to convey ris-
ing expectancy and
dashed hopes meeting
at different speeds. (Her
eyes express hurt be-
fore the sag hits her
cheeks.) Roseanne her-
self has shed theshell
she had when the series started, no

longer crouching behind the kitchen
table as if wearing an umpire’s chest
protector. Her voice is lower now,

dunked in coffee. Never a ray of sun-
shine, she has learnedto satirize her
own caustic vibe. One of the funniest
episodes of the last couple of seasons
featured the family quakingin fear as the
calendar reached the red-letter date of
her... P.M.S. It was shotlike a horror
spoof, her moodstalking the houselike a
monster—the hormone thatate its
young. The show used P.MLS.as a
metaphor to mimic and mock the power
Roseanne Arnold has, as star and co-
executive producer, to make everyone’s
life on the set miserable.

Yetit’s more than a matter of her
being the boss. There’s an impacted an-
ger in her, an ache with no off switch.
Atfirst guess, men seem to be the source

of that anger. “Roseanne” has been
called a feminist payback series, because
ofits belittling of Dan’s beer-drinking
buddies, whose idea of a good timeis a
burp contest. (One of the ape-men was

played by an amusingly shifty Tom
Arnold, who always acted as if he had
something running downhisleg.) But

these stunted boys are nothingbutnoise,
nuisances rather than nightmares.
The real rue on “Roseanne”is di-

rected at the maternal line. “Roseanne” 

is a show about daughters warped
and maligned by their mothers. Try-
ing to squeeze through the dooris
Shelley Winters as Roseanne’s grand-
mother, so punch-drunk she seems
unsure of her own identity. She blinks
fast, as if shuffling faces of former
acquaintances in her mind, hoping
to make a match. Her soul hides in
a dense fog of flesh: every time she
visits, it’s the return of the Blob. Atleast,
she’s somewhat jolly. Far scarier is
Roseanne’s mother, played by Estelle

Parsons, whose cracked
voice creaks like a rock-
ing chair as she sits in
judgment. When her
visits are announced,the

whole family weaves like
a gospel choir afflicted
with woe. One of those
control freaks with
X-ray ability to find
fault, Parsons’ Mom
masks her carping as
constructive criticism,

using thatclassic cop-out “I’m only try-
ingto Aelp, dear.”

It’s enough to make one snap. What
with such a passive-aggressive pair of
role models,it’s a miracle Roseanneisn’t

eating with one hand and drinking with
the other as her car hurls off a cliff. No
one would begrudge her a primal
scream. And the dysfunctionalfallout
doesn’t stop with her. Roseanne’s own
sourness has seeped into the system,
affecting her daughters. Darlene is
chronically dour, Beckya runawaybride.
Butatleast they engage in openhostili-
ties instead of relying oninflections.
What's refreshing about “Roseanne”is
the honestsadistic chuckle Roseanne has
as she finds new ways to embarrass her
brats. (Like that sweet-sixteen party she
threw for Darlenelast week. “Youreally
ought to do something special for
her,” said Jackie, to which Roseannere-
plied, “You mean passing her big head
through my loins wasn’t enough?”)
She bugs them. They bug her back.
Humoris what keeps them from kill-
ing each other. But laughter is only a
temporary release of tension. Given
the pressures of the show's weekly
grind, we probably shouldn’t begrudge
Roseanne Arnold her excesses. On cam-
era, she’s in control. Off camera, her
exhibitionism may be what keeps her
from imploding. +
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FIVE HUNDRED YEARS LATER

by Paul Griffiths

HILIP GLASSis not thefirst opera
composer to have some problems
with Christopher Columbusas a

hero. There were happier times—like
the eighteen-twenties, when Felice

Romani wrote a Columbuslibretto, set

by several composers—whenit was pos-
sible to avoid anylittle awkwardness by
meansofopera’s handiest escape route: a
love story. However, already in Alberto
Franchetti’s “Cristoforo Colombo,”
written for the last centennial, there are
dark clouds over the fifteenth-century
Atlantic. The Mexicans (never mind
that their chants and dancesare sur-
prisingly similar to those of the Egyp-
tians of “Aida”) have a princess who is
prepared, as exotic princesses will tend
to be prepared, to use seduction as an
instramentof diplomacy, but the chief
villains are the contendingfactions of
Europeans, and Columbus becomesen-

folded in another Romantic archetype,
that of the misunderstood genius, as he
dies with his dreams in shreds. Then, in

Milhaud and Claudel’s “Christophe
Colomb,”first staged in Berlin in 1930,
the navigator is redeemedonly at the
cost of being translated into a religious
metaphor: a new St. Christopher, bear-

ing Christ to the benighted west.
commemorationsThis month’s

brought opportu-
nities to encounter
both these most
celebrated Colum-
bus operas of the
past. The Fran-
chetti arrived in a
Koch Schwann re-
cording, with Re-

nato Bruson stoutly
in command of
the title role, and
with the entire
musical team, un-

der Marcello Viotti,
making impassioned

g grand claims for
& the piece—some
5 of them justified.

2 For all its debts to 

Verdi and to Meyerbeer, the work has a
sure sense of purpose and magnificent
choruses. As for the Milhaud-Claudel,

that was given its American stage
premiére by Brooklyn College—a brave
effort, but a dim one, the fault lying less
with the out-of-tune choral singing than
with the Jewish composer's understand-
able reluctance to goall the way with his
collaborator’s Catholic imperialism. No
doubtthere will be another chanceto see
and hear the work in 2092, which will

be soon enough.
How Mr. Glass’s “The Voyage” will

look then is a nice question. It could
even have been made, with its last act
openingprecisely in that distantyear, for
the audience of a century hence—made
to become a glum monument, recurring

every hundredyears, as so much insideit
recurs, at rather shorterintervals. This is

how wenow respond to history: not as
the convenient location for amorous in-
trigue it was for Romani, not as the
source of moral instruction it was for
Franchetti and hislibrettist, Luigi Illica,

not as the model in dogmatic teaching
it was for Claudel (if not for Milhaud),
but blankly as the occasion of remem-
brance. “The Voyage” wascreatedto fill
the Met on October 12, 1992. It has

no other function, no other purpose un-
til the anniversary

Unfortunately,

in order to qualify
as the Met's quin-
centennial piece it
had to make some
reference to Co-
lumbus, butthis
was an obstacle
briskly circum-
vented. Mr. Glass
is reported to
have said that he
and David Henry
Hwang, whom he
engaged to flesh
out his scenario,
“had to find some-
thing about Co-  
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lumbus they liked.” The candor is
engaging, but their solution was a dras-
tic one. They cut Columbus’s contri-
butions to just two scenes, in both of
whichhe could be portrayed as aban-
doned to doubt:starting to discredit his
vision after a monthatsea, in the second
act, and lying alone onhis deathbed,
thoughvisited by the shade of Queen
Isabella, in the epilogue. Otherwise, he
is shoved aside to make way for heroes
better suited to contemporarytaste: a
wheelchair-bound cosmologist(pasting
Stephen Hawking into the picture sim-
ply as a quotationis an offensive piece of
opportunism) and the female Com-
manderofa spaceship. Soall the prob-
lems of the Columbus story—and with
them all the motivations for drama—are
let slip as “The Voyage”goesoffinto the
weightlessness ofsciencefantasy.

Possibly, this wasn’t what Mr. Glass
and Mr. Hwang had in mind.If one
were to listen to what they've said about
the work, rather than to the work itself,
one would have to conclude that they
generalized the opera in order to show
that it wasn’t just about Columbus but
aboutall who voyage,all who makethat
contact with the unknown. Hence the
extrapolation from 1492 to the 1992 of
the Hawking prologue,to the Ice Age of
thefirst act, where extraterrestrials land
onearth, and to the twenty-first century
of the third act, in which a spacecraft,
with the same Commanderasthealien
vessel of 13,000 B.C., goes off on a new
journey of discovery. In none of the
work’s various situations, however, is
there any engagementwith the supposed
subject matter. In the prologue, for ex-
ample, big questions are blandly intoned
by the chorus against racing orchestral
ostinatos: “Is time a spherical object?”
“Does God abhor a naked singularity?”
They mightas well be singing the Lord’s
Prayer or your shoppinglist forall the
attention the music’s paying—andit’s
this lack of attention that makes the
hauling of somebody’slife ontothestage
so grotesque. Or again, at the end of the
first act, when the Commander meets
the earthlings, the opportunity for a
meeting, a maneuvering, of two strange
worlds is funked.

It maybethatthe failure here comes
from the music’s being swallowed into a
literal depiction of ceremonial, into a

kind ofsacrificial dance. Ever since
“Akhnaten,” Mr. Glass has shown this
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tendency to give his repetitive music a
direct embodimentinritual stage action,
rather than, more disconcertingly and
interestingly, to create new rituals for it
and with it, as he andhis collaborators
did in “Einstein on the Beach” and “The
Photographer.” Noris the finale ofAct I
the only example of this in “The Voy-
age.” The second act starts with an em-
barkation oratorio, as the chorus sings

out Columbus’s commission, inter-
spersed with Biblical blessings in Latin
from Queen Isabella. And the third act
includes a parallel but comic ceremony,
the chorusthis timehailing the twenty-
first-century world leaders—‘President
of North America, Chancellor of the

United States of Africa, Chairman of

LT. &T.’—gathered at the spacecraft
launchsite. One big tableau per opera—
as Franchetti, to look no further, was

aware—can beeffective. Three might
seem to enervate, if only, in “The Voy-

age,” by their literalism,since everything
aroundthemis similarly statuesque.

And, of course, it’s most obviously

here,in its rigidity, that the piece lacks
the meansto cope with theissues it pur-
ports to be raising. Mr. Glass’s music is
now often faster, more mobile in metre,

and more chromatic than it once was:
the whirring at the start suddenly prom-
ises an adventurous escapade. But hope
soon evaporates as the old emphatic pat-
terns of beat and tonality assert them-
selves, and against those patterns the
new wildness sounds merely out of or-
der: the wanderinglines casual, the har-
monyrank, as if the dissonant tones
were a sort ofinfection. Addtoall this
the uniformly declamatory character of
the vocal writing, the mechanical tex-

tures, the mechanical orchestration of

those textures, and the lack of anyfor-
mal device beyondalternation and rep-
etition, and it mustbe clear that nothing
essential has changed. Most devastatingly,
given thetitle, the music has no equip-
mentthat might enable it to move to a
different place from where it started, un-

less bythe rudimentary expedientof get-
ting louder or quieter. All homogeneous,
it is not going anywhere. Turned in on
simplicities, it has no vision for the stars.
The only help for it could come from

the staging or—to lesser extent, be-
cause the musical possibilities are so cir-
cumscribed—from the solo perfor-
mances. From neither at the Metis the
help altogether effectual. Robert Israel’s 
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set begins by quickening anticipation for
a spectacle that it doesn’t quite deliver,
then stops trying. The scientist and his
room are seen suspended in midair,
which becomes midspace as the compo-
nents pull apart to reveal a vision of Sat-
urn and its moons: we are keyed up to
wonder, but the machinery gets in the
way. Andit’s the samein the main body
ofthefirst act, which is played among
white geometric shapes, flying and on
the ground. The Commanderand her
three fellow crew membersare dis-
covered as if in free-fall, but again
the wires are visible, and the scene is
spoiled by the amplification of the
singers (whoare safely
out of sight: those trem-
bling, floating figures are
doubles), Mr. Israel’s
most successful stage
picture comes in the
long marine nocturne of
the next act, where Co-

lumbus is seen be-
fore the mast, with two

mates singing from aloft.
Otherwise, he’s done
much finer work elsewhere, as has the
costume designer, Dunya Ramicova.
There’s an uncharacteristic tackiness to
her creations here: the Ice Agers in ball
gownsand bird masksin the first act,

the hand-me-down Tintoretto robes,
dresses, and vestments at Granada, the
sea monsters getting into Columbus's
lucubrations. It’s possible they'd all look
better if there were someflicker oflife in
the choreography, but I doubtit.

Because so muchofthefirst two acts
is achieved—or not achieved—through
dance and design, the workofthe direc-

tor, David Pountney,is almost invisible
until Act III. Thenit’s unmissable. For a
fewglorious minutes, we seem to be in

the presence of a send-up, with two as-
tronauts, the Space Twins, discoursing

on astronomy while Mr. Pountney has
them help themselves from a Coke
machine in the sky. But after that it
becomes apparent that the bathos is
Mr.Glass’s. The Space Twinsare fol-
lowed by Earth Twins, who bumble
aboutto the accompanimentof a hunch-
backed line in the lower strings that
strongly suggests the Niebelung com-
edies of “Das Rheingold” and “Sieg-
fried.” From here we move to the absurd
concourse ofworld leaders, appropriately
given outsized false heads (with the 
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chilling suggestion that this entire conti-
nent a century from now is going to be
the dominion of Mrs. Thatcher's great-
granddaughter) and entertained by
cheerleaders. Mr. Pountney’s talent for
the nauseous and overblown is thor-
oughly in action, and seemsall too right
for a scene suggesting that its composer
hasgivenupthestruggle.

From this point it might have been
hard to pull back, except that Mr.
Glass’s music hasgotusused to shifting
abruptly from onething to another. So it
doesn’t much matter that the launch
parodyis followed by a quartet for the
Commander and crew quietly nerving

themselves. Bythis point,

too, one has stopped wor-
rying that scenes pass
without anybody saying,
doing, or feeling any-

thing dramatic, or that

the wordsare so often in-
audible, partly because so
many of them coincide
with strong beats in the
orchestra. The quartet
has the air of a coda.

And then comes another coda, the one

that brings us back to Columbusas he
lies dying. For anyonestill interested in
the piece as a drama,this would presum-

ably serve as the moment oftruth.
Isabella, who presented herself to Co-
lumbus (and to the audience) through-
out the second act as his scourge and
protector, appearing to him in the boat
scene as some manic amalgam of queen,
lover, and Virgin Mary, nowadmitsthat
the gameis up: “Well, monarchs may
change their minds. However, the mu-
sic is no more perturbed bythis display
offickleness than by the chorus’s posing
ofthe great questionsofexistence at the
other endofthe opera. And so the piece
dribblesto its close.

Onethingthis final scene decides not
to clinch is whether or not Columbusis
the central character. He has more to
sing as a soloist than anyoneelse, and
muchoftherole lies in the challenging
upperpart of the bass’s register, suggest-
ing force of utterance. However, he
passes his wholefirst scene, that of the

embarkation at Granada,in silence, and

much of what he does sing—the same
problem again—is heedless of the te-
merity in the words. Vocally, dramati-

cally, and expressively, the role is a
thankless one, andit certainly can’tall be
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Timothy Noble’s fault that he made a
gruff, thin impression.

Its perhapsjust possible that the di-
minishing of Columbus was done by
design, and partly so that the Com-
mander would emerge as the mostradi-
ant presence. Patricia Schuman appeared
a little understrain in thefirst act: this
is, after all, some way from her usual
territory, and Mr. Glass’s vocal writ-
ing—as is trueforall the parts—requires
a constant flame. From her entryin
the third act, she was at full strength,
gloriously firm and confident, with a
ringing thrill to the voice, and with
the bearing of a Commander,assisted

by one of Ms. Ramicova’s better, if not

exactly demure, costumes: a silver lamé

cat suit. As Isabella, Tatiana Troyanos
had that degree of authority, exerted
by force of personality more than by
vocal sophistication, right from the
start. Douglas Perry sounded alarmed,
as well he might, by one or two ofhis
high entries as the Scientist; he then

warmed through as First Mate,filling
that place both on the prehistoric
starship and on the Santa Maria. (It
wasn’t clear whether the identity of the
three vocal personalities—indeed, the
lack of much vocal characterization
throughout the opera—was in the ser-
vice of some conception of human be-
ings as doomedvessels.) Kaaren Erick-
son and Julien Robbins were excellent
as the other members of Ms. Schu-
man’s crews; Jane Shaulis and Jan Opa-
lach, dressed alike as caricature lady
librarians, were the clownish Earth
Twins.

Orchestral musicians, more than
singers, must find it hard to stay in-
volved in tasks that need virtuosity only
in counting. Bruce Ferden, the con-
ductor, seemed to be offering them en-

thused direction, and there was occa-
sionally some responding skirl of ex-
citement from high woodwinds, but

muchof the accompaniment sounded
underfed and sleepy. The performers,
though,are hardly the onesto be blamed
for notcaring.

HowTo Write Fast (WHILE Wrrrinc WELL)
by David Fryxell
A practical, hands-on guideto organization,

speed, concentration, problem-solving and
creativity—for all type of writers —Writer’s
Digest listing ofwriting guides.

Noted.  
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GORE’S GOSPEL

by Wilfrid Sheed

NYONE who still harbors the
slightest doubt that the novel is
stone-cold dead need only pick

up anything written by Gore Vidal in
the last twenty years or so to have his
hopes put to rest once and for all. Al-
though Mr. Vidal is hardly the only
writer to be bitched by the comparative
eclipse of print in ourtimes (in fact, he’s
survived better than most), nobodyelse

carries on aboutit quite the way he does,
or managesto drag it into so manydis-
cussions, leaving one to wonder, not for

thefirst time, why such a bright fellow
should repeat himself so often, or how a
man ofideas could be content with so
few of them: Plato’s Symposium, the
evils of monotheism, the national-secu-
rity state—round and round we go on
the same old hobbyhorses with the paint
peeling off them. Boredom, plus maybe
just a touchoflingering Charles Dickens
envy (for which Henry James’s sales
figures remain the best antidote), seems
like the most likely explanation for
Vidal’s fixation with the dying novel,
since by his ownestimate the old girl
actually began to fade rapidly the day
that talking pictures walked in the door,
in 1927, when he was all of two years
old. Surely he must be resigned to it
bynow.

Vidal has, in fact, just published a
good book aboutsleeping with the en-
emy, called “Screening History” (Har-
vard; $14.95), which arrives, by good
chance, just in time to chaperon his new
novel, “Live from Golgotha” (Random
House; $22), past brackish critics, who
are bound to be charmed anddistracted
by the movie book. Sending out the
books in convoyalso serves the purpose
of introducing and explicating the au-
thor better than a ton of jacket copy
could. “The onlything I ever really liked
to do,” Vidal says in the very first sen-
tence of “Screening History,” “was go to
the movies,” which saves us a load of
timerightthere.
A movie memoir may be the perfect

form for the American expatriate—or
semi-expatriate, as Vidal claims to be—

since the two things you see mostclearly
when you leave homeare your past and
American movies, which,in the dim re-

ligious light of a movie house, can actu-
ally begin to run together. Forinstance,
as we sit with young Gorelistening to
his blind grandfather, the imposing
Senator Gore of Oklahoma, we can al-
most hear Walter Huston, or possibly
Lionel Barrymore, thundering out the
lines. And when the old man says, “If

there was anyrace other than the human
race, I'd go join it,” it sticks. As his
grandson sumsit up, “he was a genuine
populist; but he did notlike people very
much.” Gore the younger has hewed to
this mostdifficult mandateever since.

“Screening History” could profitably &
be reread with each of Vidal’s books, §
particularly his magnificent American-
history novels “Burr,” “1876,” and “Lin-
coln” (the others are good but not 2
magnificent), which seem all the more 2
impressive in view of the bizarre Holly- ©
wood renderings of history that got 2
him started on the subject. It’s perhaps =
worth noting that this book consists of §
three lectures he gave at Harvard, where $
he was on his best behavior, and not 3
just being clever enough to snow the §é
witty bubbleheads of the talk-show
business.

Interviews can do terrible things to
the brain (witness Norman Mailer a few

years ago), but there is barelya trace ofg
damage in this book. “A currentpejora- §
tive adjectiveiis narcissistic,” goes one of e
thefew. “Lately the adjectiveis often ap- =
plied to those Miberal’""—those quotes =
are ominous—“whoprefer to improve 3s
thelives ofothers rather than exploit &
them. Apparently, a concern for others
is self-love at its least attractive, while

greed is now sign of the highestaltru-
ism.” Now, whoin the world thinks
that, and does anyonereally thinkit “of-
ten”? Charity can indeed be anegotrip,
but the secondpart of the proposition is
sheer flapdoodle, there only for aphoris-
tic symmetry. “But then,” the sequence
galumphs remorselessly on, “to reverse,
periodically, the meanings of wordsis a ¥
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very small price to pay for the freedom
not onlyto conformbut to consume”—
and to contend contumaciously while
we're at it. In “Screening History,”this
cumbersome passage (why not just
stick out one’s tongue and be done with

serves chiefly to remind us of how
good therest of the writing is. But, read

as a programnote to his new novel, it
points up a problem that has dogged
Vidal’s polemical career all the wayto
Golgotha. To wit, how stupid can you
take people to be andstill call yourselfa
populist? Is it really possible to look up
to the people and down on thematthe
same time?

‘NFORTUNATELY,the mediumVidal

has chosento express his latest
polemic inis, from wherehesits, almost
as dead as God Himself. Nothing could
better illustrate the sicklystate of the
novel than the American reception of
“Live from Golgotha.” For a couple of
dispiriting weeks, the authortraipsed the

talk shows, presumably looking for a
fight and notgetting a nibble. (A fight
over a novel?) In a fit of laborious teas-
ing worthyof the book at its heaviest,

the publisher's ads did manage to dig up
a quote from a Yogi Berra-like bishop
who hadn’t read the book because he
was toodisgustedbyit, but there was no
point asking what novel His Grace was
readinginstead. For the kind ofresponse
the author might have longed for, with
angry mobs forming and a unique
chance to play Sidney Carton (an early
influence), he would have hadto resign
himself to making a movie. Butfor this,
one needs help fromthelordly techno-
crats whoinhis novel have the power to
cancel the Keeanisseri
butin real
mobs, i.e., angey tenes from “three
people, that they barely even know what
to do about Andy Rooney.

Like themornot, the hotheads who
gave Martin Scorsese's stupefyingly rev-
erent, timidly unorthodox “Last Temp-
tation of Christ” such a hard time are
probablynot that far removed from the
hotheads wholined up for the latest
installment of Dickens, and if Vidal
weren't such a populist he might
sider himselfwell rid of them. A utopiz
ofenlightened atheists is probablyas far
awayas ever, but a blessedly humane
ideology keeps Vidal fromjust giving up
on humanity and turning his¢guns on 
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the rabble. Without the jokes, his ac-
count of Christianity boils down to the
reign of the cynical over the simple-
minded,so the jokes are necessary.

Meanwhile, such Christians asstill
have truck with novels are probably al-
ready as jaded as the next Bret Easton
Ellis reader and maybe mildly surprised,
if not touched,tofind their religion still
being bashed by someone. And how does
“Live from Golgotha” rank as blas-
phemy? Traditionally, the best work in
this form has been done by believers
who've gone sour, to annoy believers
who haven't. Congenital
atheists don’t know the pres-
sure points, and tend to swing
wildly, while secular readers
will laugh at everything atfirst
but get bored quickly. (This,
incidentally, applies to what-

ever is being blasphemed:
baseball, motherhood, atonal

music. Jokes are always more obvious
thanessences, which is why clownsdress
in those subtle shades.)

In this strict sense, “Live from
Golgotha” hardly qualifies as blasphemy
at all. Atits center is a funny treatment
of St. Paul, but Vidal’s Paul—or Solly,
as he’s called—has no connection with
the original whatever: no effort has been
madeto capture the Pauline “sound” or
intensity of affect, and, as for content,
we're informed that his original epistles
were so packed with recipes, grooming
hints, and chitchat as to be quite unus-
able. The versions we have, Vidal ex-
plains, are actually rewrites dashed offby
St. Timothy—who doesn’t “sound”like
theepistles here,either.

Vidal’s St. Paul is a small, hairy chap
with a big head, while his Jesus is a
huge, fat one with a high, shrill voice

that only dogs can hear with anysatis-
faction—an unusual quality in a popular
preacher. Butthese attributes are quite
arbitrary, and couldeasily be reversed; he
could have madeJesus the small one,
and have had St. Paul write his epistles
to the Dalmatians, and so on. This is
not satire but burlesque, or pin thetail
onthesaint, and anything goes.

Insofar as Vidal’s characterizations
have any point beyond gettinga laugh,it
doesn’t secm terribly telling one. Mak-
ing Jesus fat, for instance, isn’t much of

an affrontto thefaithful, andif it isn’t an
affront whatis it meant to be? The im-
age of Jesus severed its ties with /a della 

THE NEW YORKER, OCTOBER26,1992

Jigura some centuries ago; and if the
original indeed had aneating disorder it
would be one more humanaffliction for
him to have borneforoursins.

But perhapsthisis just a classic case
of denial. No mention is made in the
Good BookofSt. Paul's juggling or tap
dancing, either, although it might have
madeall the difference. (Scotland would
be a whole different place if they'd
knownaboutit, and there mightn’t even

ea New England.) Theusual knock on
Paulis that he pretty much invented
sexual repression, but that seems to be

the last thing on the mind of
Vidal’s version. Solly—or
Saint, as Timothycalls him—
is much too busy trying to
goose his disciple (St. Paul’s
famous “thorn in the flesh”
bloomsinto a rosebush), and
cutting a swath through the
hot town of Ephesus, to go

through the minimal motions of hypoc-
tisy. And ghostwriter Timothyis toler-
ant almostto a fault, putting up with the

non-stop pawings of Paul, and even sub-
mitting his heterosexual self to the Em-
peror Nerooutofpoliteness.

The story line along which these
jokes and roguish impieties (blasphemy
is too strong a word)are strung depends
on the proposition that if some com-
puter whiz could just remove the Gos-
pels from the world’s data bank they
would vanish from human memory,
since nothing thatisn’t in the data bank
hasreally happened. (And,if you can
believe that, you shouldn’t have any
trouble swallowing Christianity, or Zo-

roastrianism,either.) To make this story

work, though, Vidal has to invest tech-
nology with a power beyondthe wildest
dreamsofprevious gods, including the
powerto wipe the whole screen clean—
atfirst the public screen butlater the pri-
vate one of memory. Well, one must al-
low the author his donnée, as Henry
Jamessays, and Vidal’s may simply be
that onesilly story deserves another.
Since miracles are inherently unbeliev-
able, his own credibility is not a serious
problem, and we mightas well at least
have some entertaining, up-to-date
wonder stories for a change, with some
real celebrities in them.

But the new myths turn out to be
even less charming than theold ones. In
the course of the book, St. Timothy is
subjected to increasingly jangling visita-
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tions from future TV programmers,
computer experts, and kibitzers, who

want him to write a new Gospelto re-
place the mysteriously disappearing
originals, while they simultaneously play
games with his head to make sure that
the Gospel he writes suits them. “Every
time one of them pays mea call,”
St. Timothy says, “I begin to write odd
things that I am certain I do not remem-
ber or if I do remember would never
have written down.” Which means—I
assume the author intended this—that
wedon’t haveto believe a single word in
his book.

Moresubversively yet, the assorted
hologramsand reincarnations that haunt
Timothy throughout manage to equip
him with a television set, and he be-

comeswell and truly scrambled. “Mem-
ory,” explains an updated St. Paul who
hasslipped in amonghisvisitors, “is eas-
ily tampered with not only by the Prince
of this World and other demons but by
a constant exposure to CNN ontelevi-
sion. You are being subtly altered every
moment, and as you change,so do I.”

And with that we lose our only wit-
ness and our onlysource, andall bets are

off. After the briefest of exposures to
CNN,Timothy cannot remember for
sure anything he’s seen, and quite early
on in his brainwashing he describes
Jerusalem as having been “depressing”
and “exciting” and “volatile” (amen to
that, anyway) within a few pages.

Bythetime we get to Golgotha, any-
thing goes. Jesus stops being fat and
doesn’t get crucified, but it

could go either way, because
the new princeis in full sway
by now, and even St. Paul,
the founder of the myth, has

longsince dissolved into two
versions, a General Electric
Paul and a Gulf + Eastern
Paul, as distinct as the
Jesuses of Mark and John;
and Vidal's own Jesus, a hard-line Zion-
ist, denounces at least one of them as “a
self-hating Jew.”

If this were a real novel, the dénoue-
ment would constitute at least one twist
too many—the one that removes the
head completely, and nullifies the rest of

the book. Notonly has everything we've
read so far been rendered arbitrary but
we don’t even havetobelieve that it Aas
been rendered arbitrary. “What is on a
memory tape is eternal,” says one of the

 

computer experts (whois or is not to be
trusted), “though a Hacker mayfind
ways of temporarily disorderingit.” So
are wein a state of temporarydisorder,
or what? My nonreadingofthis difficult
passage pretty much accords with that of
the prophetIra when hesays, “Let’s call
thecalling offoff.”
With his novel gua novel gleefully

sabotaged, weare left with the author's
sheer performance, which has its mo-
ments. “She eats... nothing that has
ever had a face except cauliflower”is a
funny line in any century, and Vidal
takes splendid advantage of his own
comic conventions; e.g., “yentas, a Jew-
ish word meaning ladies-in-waiting for
the return ofthe messiah,” or Nero sigh-

ing, “I supposeI shall have to prepare a
bloodbath. All that work! Those endless
lists.” The humorof anachronism is ide-
ally the stuff of quick sketches and
blackouts, and can wear thin over two
hundred and twenty-five pages, but
Vidal does some nice things with it right
to the end, as when hehas oneTV func-

tionary suggest to another that he “ask
Mary Magdalene whether she thinks
prostitution should be decriminalized.”

Onelowers the book (whichisn’t
easy—it tends to fly around the room,
cursingatreligious objects) with suitably
scrambled feelings, the most obvious

being an uncomplicated pleasure in
watching our most professional writer
dance around and away from the dismal
wavesoffacetiousness that keep threat-
ening to engulf his book; at the last pos-

sible second, or not more

than a fraction later, he

changes the subject or the
scene or the tone, or sim-

ply wisecracks his way to
daylight. “James could not
stop smirking even though
smirking wasstrictly for-
bidden.” Take that, Mrs.

Rittenhouse.
In “Screening History” Vidal talks

of moving “graciously, I hope, toward
the door marked Exit.” But, as Cyril
Connollyinsists, melancholy doesn’t

comenaturally to Americans, and Vidal
doesn’t even try. His idea of how to
move toward an exit is to thumb one’s
nose at the powers that claim to be as
one’s other hand rests on the doorknob,

to make sure that one’s defiance will be
fresh in their memories.

Very funny, and heartening, too. But  
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when youplace the book next to the
subject it mocks, it suddenly looks quite
small. Giggling over epics is a treacher-
ousliterary form, and any reader who
has everfelt even faintly the impact of
the Gospels, for better or worse—or of
anyreligious experience—islikely to feel
as a Homerscholar might upon reading
a parody of Achilles dragging Hector
around the walls of Troy. Oneis only
sorry that the writer gotso little out of
theoriginal.

Vidal is not an urchin, of course, but
a homosexual with a justified grievance.
St. Paul grudgingly, in the
manner ofa copreciting the
Mirandarule, informs hetero-
sexuals that “they do have a
choice between marrying and
burning,” but homosexuals

just have to burn. And burn
Vidal does, long and slow, to
the obstruction, at times, of
his own view. In a piece he
wrote recently in The Nation, since re-
printed in a book called “The Decline
and Fall of the American Empire”
(Odonian; $5), he lashes out savagely at
the Sky God,accusing Him of caus-

ing, like Al Capp’s famous Shmoo in re-
verse, everything one doesn’t like on
earth and in Heaven, including racism
andsexism.

Butin his understandable eagerness
to round up allies with these pitches,
Vidal manages to reduce the wholerich
stew of human history and behaviorto a
species of us against the Big Guyplot.
Xenophobiais bred in the human bone,
for the very good reason,as the sociobi-
ologists tell us, that we presumably
neededit once upona time, andit’s hard
to believe that sexism needed monothe-
ism to introduceit. The surprise, the

anomaly that the sociobiologists can’t
explain, is altruism outside one’s own

genepool, of the kind practiced by,
among others, monotheists like Mother

Teresa—whom Vidal refers to in
“Golgotha”as “that tiresome womanin
India.” (He should be warned by her ex-
ample: too much publicity can make
anyonetiresome.)

Withall this on the author’s mind
and liver, the wonderis that his novel
about Christianityis as sunny as it is—a
caper with only a few bilious moments,
usually caused by the humorist’s com-
pulsion to let absolutely nothing pass
unjoked about. (Incidentally, in a Chris- 

tian bestiary Vidal is a familiar figure,
too—the supercilious old Roman “who
just doesn’tgetit,” as they usedtosay in
thosetimes. So honorsare even.)

Like Gilbert and Sullivan’s operas,all
ofwhich turn outto be jokes about En-
gland, whatever the ostensible setting,
“Live from Golgotha’is basicallya satire
on America—buta superficial America,
of a kind one might imagine from head-
lines, CNN broadcasts, and occasional
visits to TV studios. The religious in-
sights owe a debt to Jimmy Swaggart
andthe fabulous Bakkers, who make it a

loteasier to retell the Acts of
the Apostles as an elaborate
con game, based not on di-

vine grace but on “the follow-
upletter.” Jollity is also to be
had from the financial news:
Jesus, it transpires, was actu-
ally crucified for lowering the
primerate, and Romeitself

declined andfell not for any
of the over two hundred reasons that
have been suggested since Gibbon but
“in a perfectly straightforward leveraged
buy-out.” There is nothing new under
the sun, if this author has anything to
say aboutit.

Nothing newin these jokes, anyway;
theyare simple transpositions from this
age to that, and you laughor you don’t,

and that’s all. “If you go to Rome,”
Chesterton says, “you sacrifice a rich,

suggestive life in Wimbledon,” and it
could be that by spending so much time
in Ravello, Gore Vidal has placed him-
self just out ofsatirical range. But who
wants to live in Wimbledon? Whatis
interesting about “Live from Golgotha”
is howinstinctively the author's fiction-
writing self steers away time and again
from the quagmire ofstale grievances
that his essay-writing self keeps return-
ing to. At this stage of his long and
admirable career, Vidal is such an ac-
complished craftsman that he is almost
immune to his own nagging, and,
whether or not an ingenious piece of
fluff like “Golgotha” was worth doing at
all, it’s impossible to imagineits being
donebetter.

Anyway,it’s only a novel. Andif the
form is dead what does that make the
teviewer of novels? Barely a palimpsest,
or the shadowofa holograph ontheall-
conquering screen. So the author pre-
sumably neither knows nor cares what
we say about him. Andthat’s a comfort. #
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WILSONS VERSION

byAdam Gopnik

story that won't go away. A. N.
Wilson's “Jesus” (Norton; $22.95)

is no less than the third “adult trade
book” to appear in Americain the past
six months that takes as its subject the
“historical” Jesus—the man beneath the
myth, or myths. Just this spring, Robin
Lane Fox appeared with “The Unautho-
rized Version: Truth and Fiction in the
Bible” (Knopf, $27.50), and in June Bar-
bara Thiering’s “Jesus and the Riddle of
the Dead Sea Scrolls: Unlocking the Se-
crets of His Life Story” came out
(Harper San Francisco; $24). Ofcourse,
thefirst publishing craze for this subject
producedfour books, so maybe,after all

this time,interestis actually slackening.
Wilson's book is the most readable of

the year’s batch. Lane Fox, whois a fel-

low of New College, Oxford, and the

authorof the superb “Pagans and Chris-
tians,” an account ofearly Christianity

and the conversion of Constantine, had

biggerfish tofry: the wholeofthe Bible,
from Genesis onward, was his subject,
and he wanted to debunk itall. He did,

but “The Unauthorized Version” be-
camein the process an exhaustingly bril-
liant book, zipping back and forth be-
tween the two Testaments to poke holes
in both, and proving in the end only
that an Oxford don can condescend to
anybody, even God. (Lane Fox thought
it droll throughout to call Jehovah
“Number One.”) Barbara Thiering, for
her part, takes the extreme academic
line: find the right system and you'll
haveall the answers. After twenty years
of single-mindedly studying the Dead
Sea Scrolls, she has decided, not sur~

prisingly, that the single-minded study
of the Dead Sea Scrolls will provide the
key to the Gospels. She believes that
Jesus was a member of the community
at Qumran which produced thescrolls,
and that the New Testamentis nothing
but an elaborately disguised allegory of
parochial feuds in that community; the

“Egypt” that the holy familyflees to in
Matthew,for instance,is a reference to a
period when the Qumran community

[ is, as they say on “Hard Copy,” the was under the control of Egyptian ascetics.
‘Wilson, on the other hand,is writing

not a book with a thesis but something
moreagreeable: a celebrity bio—a Life.
Although Wilson is almost unknown in
this country, heis far from unknown in

England, and the English reviews of his
book have divided their time about
equally between considering what A. N.
Wilson has to say about Jesus’ life and
speculating on what Jesus would have
had to say about A. N. Wilson’s. (The

Sunday Times reviewer of Wilson’s book
actually wrote, loftily, that “it is notable

that Wilson has not mentionedthefairly
recent break-up of his own first mar-
tiage.”) Disliking A. N. Wilson,in fact,
seemsto be a minor, after-hours sport

over there, like pub darts: Wilson be-
came well known in London in the
nineteen-eighties as the original “young
fogey’—the least apologetic of the gen-
eration of young Thatcherite intellectu-
als. He earned a reputation, as tiresome

to read aboutas it must have been to ex-
perience, for a kind of theatricalized

stuffiness—the John Betjemanbit with-
out anyof Betjeman’soriginality. Worse,
he made a simultaneous reputation for
the only thing in the world more tire-
some than British stuffiness, which is
British naughtiness. He performed a se-
ries of wearyinglittle “pranks,” among
them publishing a conversation he had
during a private dinner with the Queen
Mother.

“Jesus” is mercifully less antic and
much more“sincere.” Only once, in a
long section explaining why seemingly
allegorical names in the New Testa-
ment, such as the Beloved Disciple,

might have been widely understood to
refer to real people, does Wilson show
his old colors. He writes, nostalgically,
“In the 1980s in Britain, the Prime
Minister was so famous that she could
be alluded to by kennings or phrases—
‘the Iron Lady’ or simply‘the Lady’ or
‘the Right Honourable Member for
Finchley.’ . .. Later historians could be
puzzled by these references to the Iron
Lady. Some would claim that she had  
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obviously been a mythological being,
while others would suggest that some
such person might conceivably have ex-
isted though they did not know her
name. Then, one day, perhaps, archae-
ologists might unearth a railway-station
sign-board emblazoned with the word
FINCHLEY,and one part of the puzzle
would be solved.”

Giventhat Wilsonisstill capable of
that kind ofstuff, the reader might ex-

pect his book to be a slightly smug at-
tempt to retell the Jesus
story in modern terms. But
Wilson is much more ear-
nest and unorthodox. Far
from the moderately reverent,

politely skeptical C. of E.
account one mightimagine,his is an al-
most defiantly agnostic book. He be-
lieves that although Jesus actually ex-
isted, the divine Jesus is entirely a late
invention. He not only questions the
Resurrection (though. he does have a
weak spot for the Transfiguration) but

flatly denies that the historical Jesus
could ever have taken part in the cre-
ation of the Eucharist or have claimed to
be the second figure in the Trinity. He
concludesthatJesus’ real ideas were en-
tirely Jewish and local, and played no

role in the developmentof the Christian
Church, and thattherefore “in so far as
they are discernible in the Gospels, we

can see that they have been almost the
least influential ideas which were ever
propounded.”

Wilson’s first three chapters are a
long and readable introduction to mod-
ern Gospel methodology. They make
the necessary point that the Gospels are
notessentially historical accounts to
which religious interpolations have been
added but theological narratives con-
trolled by an ideological vision. The
modern idea that you are supposed to
distinguish prophecies and miracles
from real events ran directly counter to
the Evangelists’ theatrical, spectacular
imaginations. Making those distinctions
wasnotpart oftheir job.

But Wilson also has the courage to
insist on thelegitimacy ofa “naive” read-
ing of the Gospels. Forall their ideo-
logical imperatives, he argues, the Gos-
pels still somehow manage to read much
more compellingly as biography than as
theology—asa portrait of an original,
particular man:ironic, intelligent, shoft-
tempered, overeducated, possessed by a
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sublimeethic but also exasperatingly
cold and conceited. There is what Wil-
soncalls a “mercilessness and directness”
to mostofJesus’ remarks in the Gospels
which don’t sound like anyone else in
ancientliterature. And the Gospels, he
points out, arefilled with “little novelis-
tic details,” and “often, as when he is
quarrelling with his family or insulting
them behindtheir backs, or making
cleverly cruel debating points, these de-
tails seem to clash with the‘sinless’ Jesus

of theology.” There is a dis-
tinct humanbeing in there
somewhere, and Wilson is
determined to fish him out.

Picking his way through
the chronicles, Wilson ends

up with a picture that seems,at the very
least, internally coherent and psycho-
logicallyplausible. (Even the lay reader
can catch him out on a coupleoferrors,
though; for example, he uses a famous

archeological study of the exhumed body
ofa crucified manas confirmation of the
essential accuracy of the Gospel account
ofJesus’ Crucifixion, without seeming to
know that more recent studies of that
sameskeleton suggest that the execution
was,in fact, completely unlike the Gos-
pelstory.) Wilson’s Jesus is a wide-rang-
ing Jewish intellectual and wit who also
happened to be a reluctant, charismatic
national leader—sort of a combination
ofJonathan Miller and Gandhi.Jesus,in
Wilson’s view, was the scion of an im-

portant rabbinical family in Galilee.
(The Greek word ¢edton, mistranslated
as “carpenter” in the King James Ver-
sion, actually means“scholar”, as Wilson
points out, the surviving parables,forall

their folkish charm, don’t show much
acquaintance with fishing or carpentry,
andarefilled with botanical misinforma-
tion that comes right out of the Tal-
mud.) This Jesus began as a follower of
John the Baptist, who may have been
taken to be the Messiah—meaning, in

this case, the national deliverer. Trailing
in the Baptist’s wake, Jesus assembled in
his support a coalition ofall the local
Galilean factions opposed to the Roman
occupation, from the morerespectable
to the most extreme. (Wilson points out
that the word “zealot,” used to describe
Jesus’ disciple Simon,refers not to a per-
sonaltrait but to membership in a group
of extreme nationalists, while “Iscariot”
derives from sicarii, the nameof a group
of knife wielders, and meansthat Judas
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belonged to a group ofnihilists who
stabbed Romansmore orless at random.)

It is only after John the Baptist’s
death that Wilson’s Jesus becomesorigi-
nal. Far from leading his little group of
cutthroats forward, he refused the kind
of national Messianic role that every-
body expected him to take up. “If they
did not actually believe Jesus to be the
Messiah, the family of Jesus believed
that he had a uniquerole to play in the
spiritual destiny of his nation, and the
evidence rather suggests that Jesus was
not willing to play the role which they
hadset up for him,” Wilson writes.“It is
not the story of a simple carpenter get-
ting ideas above his station... It is
rather, a divinely chosen being stepping
anarchically out ofline.” But—andthis
was Jesus’ real tragedy, as Wilson sees
it—Jesus, finding himself with an in-
creasingly devoted following, somehow
talked himself into the notion that he
could doit all: get rid of the Romans
withouta fight, and bring the violent
Jewish factions together with the more
conventional ones. He got involved in a
plot to overthrow the Roman occupier—
that, Wilson thinks, is why there is so

muchin the last three days that the
Evangelists themselves confess to find
baffling—while at the same time trying
to maintain his pacifist principles. The
Romans, who had no patience with
making fine distinctions among groups
of insurrection-minded Jews, executed
him—notatthe Jews’ request, as a blas-

phemer, but of their own necessity, as a

terrorist.

All this seems believable, and corre-
spondsto the sense ofimprovisation that
the Gospels still convey—the sense that
Jesus was making up his mission as he
wentalong.It is also, in its general

shape,instantly recognizable as a typical
story of oppressed and oppressors: the
shrewdness, the need to hold together a
political coalition offanatics that might
break apart at any moment, even the
funny mixture of charismatic leadership
andslightly otherworldly lack ofrealism.
Replace Jesus with Gandhi—or,for that

matter, with Martin Luther King—and

the whole thing hangs together as a hu-
man event.

Wilson also has a thesis to prove,
which might be called the Bobby
Kennedytheory of the Resurrection. He
believes that after the Crucifixion Jesus’
body was taken from the tomb by his

family, and that the “Resurrection” in-
volved theidentification ofJesus’ brother
Jamesas his successor. This happened,
according to Wilson, partly through a
genuine case of mistaken identity (James
is the mysterious young man in the gar-
den who, seen at a distance, might be

Jesus) and partly through a metaphor.
James and therest of Jesus’ family, we
know, ran theearliest church in Jerusa-
lem,and James’ followers saw his taking
up his brother's mission as a form of re-
birth. But if James is Bobby, then St.
Paul is Oliver Stone—someone who was
hanging aroundthe fringes, became ob-
sessed with the stories of Jesus’ death
(rather than the exampleofhislife), and
then imposed onthestory of the killing
his own eccentric and melodramatic vi-
sion, eventually turning a simple story of
an executed nationalist Hasid into a
grand, world-enveloping tale of a
martyred andresurrected king.

LL books about Jesus, no matter

how rigorous their historical
method (and Wilson’s is notparticularly
rigorous), end up as sermons. A certain
numberofJesus’ sayings get isolated and
defined as authentic, usually on more

subjective grounds than most scholars
are willing to admit; what you choose to
single outis, in the end, what you think
matters most. For Wilson, there are two

such passages. Thefirst is Jesus’ easily
overlooked remark, during the event of
theloaves(as Wilson notes, Mark point-
edly does notcall it a miracle), “Make
the mensit down.” Wilson emphasizes
that by “men” Jesus really meant men,

and that the remark was not only an at-
temptto rally together the warring guer-
rilla bands butalso an insistence that
they put downtheir weapons. The other
passage Wilson points to is the parable
of the Publican—the tax collector and
collaborator, whom God preferred to the
Pharisee praying beside him in the
Temple. Wilson rightly emphasizes that
Jesus, against the rabbinical grain, was

notsaying that the Publican was favored
because he was good. On the contrary,
he wassaying, to paraphrase Mae West,

that goodness had nothingto do with it.
From God’s point of view, behaving
badly looks about the same, and is about
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as useful, as behaving well; anyone who

imagines that working hard or doing
good or behaving properly pays off is
missing the point. Wilsonsays,“It is not
so muchthat [Jesus] overthrew morality
as that he asked howfar it got you. His
answer would seem to have been: not
very far.”

All this gives us a completely plau-
sible Jesus. The problem is that what
humanity wants is an implausible one.
Credo quia absurdum—I believe because
it is absurd—or,atleast, I am interested

because it seems a bigger deal than shat.
‘Wilson makes Christianity into a cosmic
joke: a mixed-up egomaniac leads a
botched rebellion on the fringes of the
Empire,andtherest is hysteria and mis-
understanding. But, although he is hos-

tile to conventional, Protestant “liberal”

readings of the Gospels, which empha-
size the ethical code abstracted from
its historical context, he nevertheless

ends up with a purely “ethical” or “rab-
binical” Jesus—more Hasid than Angli-
can rector, maybe, but still a figure

whose teaching was essentially moraliz~
ing rather than magical. It is just as pos-
sible, though, to offer the directly op-
posed view, as Hyam Maccoby did
recently in his “Judas Iscariot and the
Myth of Jewish Evil” (Free Press;
$22.95), or as, closer to Wilson’s own

home, William Empson did for so many
years. In this view, Christianity, far from

being an ethical advance hijacked by su-
perstition, represented from its begin-
ning a reversion to a primitive cult mag-
ic. Jesus was a wonder-worker, whose
reputation rested on his miracles (the ac-

counts of exorcisms,ofraising the dead,
etc., do take up far more space in the
Gospels than his ethical parables), and
when Paul and his followers turned the
teaching into the most primitive kind of
nature religion—a straight-out human-
sacrifice-to-appease-the-gods cult—they
were just taking up whereJesusleft off.

Ofcourse, one needn’t beeither a be-

liever or a cynic to see that what makes
Christianity such selling article is that
it inextricably combines both elements: a
powerful ethical core and personal ex-
ample, and a sacrificial cult of death and

rejuvenation (with an Earth Mother
thrown in). No otherreligion combines
occult ritual and high-mindedness so
effectively. There is Jesus the moralist
and Jesus the primitive magician—we
have them both. This fact shapes what
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are now two distinct, self-sustaining
strains of popular literature. On the one
hand, we have books like Wilson’s and
Lane Fox’s, which try to wrestthe “his-
torical core” from the legendary base.
On the other, there are books like
Thiering’s or—even further out on the
fringe of scholarly respectability, but
commanding an enormous audience—
the works of writers like Michael
Baigent, Richard Leigh, and Henry
Lincoln, whose “Holy Blood, Holy
Grail” has sold more than
half a million copies. (That
bookargues that Jesus sur-
vived the Crucifixion and
wentto live in France—Bar-
bara Thiering also believes
this is possible—where he
foundeda secret cult thatlasts
to this day.) The magical
Jesus won't go away. Theat-
tempts, serious or lurid, to

bring Jesus into history merely end up
reaffirming the essentially double nature
ofthereligion, only now with theethical
coreintrade hardcover and the magic on.
theairport paperback racks,

Tfall books about the historical Jesus
are partly sermons, they are also—since
they all end up with the same ambiguous
figure—atleast partly allegories about
somethingelse. We wouldn’t read them
if they weren’t. One wayto read “Jesus”
is as a parable of the disenchantment of
the Conservative intellectuals. For one
brief, shining moment in Wilson’s

youth, it seemedas if the old, secure,
make-believe England could be sum-
moned up outof the past; a belief in
some form of Christianity was essential
to completing that picture—that imagi-
nary Victorian/Edwardian order had to
have a benevolent, C. of E.Jesus presid-
ing in the background. In Wilson’searly
writing, the sense that Christianity and

the Conservative Party go hand in hand
is so deeplyfelt as to be an almost un-
consciouscontrolling belief. Only in En-
glandis there a national church in which
thefigure ofJesus and theideal of a na-
tion have been asked to fit cozily to-
gether. But that dream is over, and Wil-

son sees nowthatit can’t be recovered.
Nobody in America has much feeling
for Conservative millenarianism, as op-

posedtoleft-wing utopianism, butthere
is a genuine pathos in the extent to
which Wilson is now ready to give up
whatonce seemed essential. It is also to 

his credit that he had the honesty to see
thatall that the Gospels would give you
washalf a Jesus, and the wrong half—
theethical, Jewish half, not the benevo-
lent, presiding Anglican half. (Even the
magical Jesus practiced the wrong kind
of magic—subversive and occult rather
than conserving and generous.) One
more Godthatfailed.

Maybe if you were willing to settle
for another kind of English Jesus,
though, you wouldn’t have to give him

up. Wilson ends with a per-
oration on the Holocaust,

and on what Christianity has
done for two thousandyears
to the Jewish nation, whose
destiny was Jesus’ overriding
concern. He concludes that
Jesus would have been horri-
fied by whathas been donein
his name. This is a nice read-
ing, but it seems to mesenti-

mental—or, at least, purposefully igno-
rant of the more unappealing Jesus. In
Wilson’s book there is one astonishing
omission; nowhereis there a single men-

tion of the word “Hell.” The plain and
horrible truth is that Jesus, in texts that

we have every reason to believe are as
authentic as the parables, grimly prom-

ised not just most Jews but almost half
of humanity a punishment of which
Auschwitz was the human version.
Stevie Smith—who,for all her self

conscious eccentricity, remains the sanest
and most deeply moving ofall modern
English commentators on the Christian
story—saw thateven this fact didn’t nec-
essarily mean giving up on Jesus. She
wrote once aboutJesus’ fiercer sayings,

“These words must have meant some-
thing else? I dare say, I dare say. If

Christ was ‘good,’ they mustcertainly
have meant something else. Again you
see the ranks close and I expect a good
many non-Christians andatheists will
be foundin these ranks,they close to de-
fend Christ and thebelief that Christis
good. ... Need we love him less? I do
not think so, but rather perhaps more.
His teaching about the Kingdom, his
strange parables, the curious love he had
for our not verylovable race, his quick
discernment of hypocrisy, his contempt
for material values, for these things one
must love him.... In the late Roman
world ofhis day, in the seedy cynicism of
the Empire’s religious up-holstery, how
this teaching runsandflashes.” ¢
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FICTION

Where Do You Stop?
by Eric Kraft (Crown; $15)

HENblack students show up in
Peter Leroy’s junior-high class,

he perceives them not as “other” but as
an extension of a spectrum thatincludes
him and lighter-skinned people he
knows. He makesfriends with one of
these newclassmates while theyare col-
laborating on a science project. Heloses
the classmate, however, when de-facto
segregation is instituted; his gorgeous
andcerebral science teacher quitsin pro-
test, and the projectis left hanging. This
novel, the tenth installmentin the highly
engaging series collected underthetitle
“Little Follies,”is the fulfillment of that
science assignment, handedinthirty-five
years late. Its subject, as the title sug-
gests, is the nature of boundaries, or,

rather, the impossibility of definitively
establishing them. In dealing with a sub-
ject both explosive and cosmic, Mr.

Kraft exercises his customary light
touch—perhapsatits peak in pseudosci-
entific diagrams that appear throughout
the book and make youlaugh outloud.

O Caledonia
by Elspeth Barker (Harcourt Brace
Jovanovich; $18.95)

RAGEDY and comedyare elbow
to elbow in this fine first novel.

Setin the north of Scotland after the
Second World War,it begins with the
death ofits subject: sixteen-year-old
Janetis found mysteriously murdered,
wearing her mother’s evening dress.
Only then are wetold her story. Af-
ter an adorableinfancy, Janet sees her
popularity wane. Bright, passionate,
extravagantly awkward,she is consid-
ered a misfit even within her own ec-
centric family: she bursts into tears at
the sight of a wounded pigeon,uses
Latin at inopportune moments, always
throws up in the car. Janet is happi-

est when sheis alone—tramping about
in the terrible Scottish weather, for-

tified by rememberedlines from Ten-
nyson,or attempting to teach her be-
loved jackdaw to say “Never more” (her
heartless brother teaches it to say
“Never mind” instead). Despite our
heroine’s impending death, we remain

entrancedby the author’s lustrous nar-
rative; it grants Janet’s stuntedlife an
improbable, operatic grandeur.

Sylvia
by LeonardMichaels (Mercury House; $10)

TT unnamed narrator of this
quasi-memoirbedsthe subject,

Sylvia, the afternoon they meet and
moves in immediately afterward. She
seemsto take this for a declaration of
absolute devotion, and regards his
friendshipsand,especially, his time at
the typewriter, where he is pounding
out and tearing uphisfirst stories, as
diminishing this love. Theyfight pas-
sionately,cap the fights with fierce, un-
satisfying sex, and marry. Ifyou were
in NewYorkin the sixties, it is im-
possible to read about their Greenwich
Village of the Fat Black Pussy Cat
coffeehouse and forty-dollar walkups
withoutaffectionate recognition, and
if you were also artistic and insecure
andliving with a lover it may be im-
possible not to feel recognition with
a componentofhorror. But for any
reader this compact, stylish book may
be hard to put down.
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Matters ofPrinciple:An Insider's Account
ofAmerica’s Rejection ofRobert Bork's
Nominationto the Supreme Court
by Mark Gitenstein (Simon &
Schuster; $23)

a 1987, Mr. Gitenstein was chief
counsel of the Senate Judiciary

Committee. (He's nowa lawyerin pri-
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vate practice.) His narrative explains
exactly how the Bork nomination was
defeated in the Senate, and why. His

exposition of legal theory is exception-
ally lucid, possibly because, he tells us,
he and the chairman of the committee,

Senator Joseph Biden, of Delaware,
worked at refining their own under-
standing of Bork’s ideas and Amer-
ican constitutional law in order to make
them clear to the senators and the
public. Above all, Biden wanted (and

Mr. Gitenstein wants) everyone to grasp
the point that opposition to the Bork
nomination wasn’t merely Democrats
versus Republicans but was based on the
belief that Bork’s legal philosophy wasat
odds with American legal tradition and
with the normsandexpectations ofordi-
nary Americans. This book isn’t all ab-
stractions;it’s also lively, absorbing
story about the modern art ofpolitics,
clean anddirty.

Yves Montand: You See, IHaven't
Forgotten
by Hervé Hamon and Patrick Rotman,
translatedfrom the French byJeremy
Leggatt (Knopf; $25)

‘HIS is a successful example of a
difficult literary genre, and part

of the reason for its excellence is that
Montand—astickler for candor and
unadorned truth—worked with the
authors. With Montandoccasionally
taking over the narrative, the three
tell the compelling story of Ivo Livi,
the son of an Italian Communist in
exile in Marseilles, who ascends from
hairdresser’s assistant and ship-
yard worker to international fame as
Yves Montand—singer, dancer, and

star of stage and screen. In the course
of this tale, which really begins in
the streets of Marseilles during the
Second World War, with young Mon-
tand trying his luck in neighborhood
vaudeville houses, we learn of the glo-
ties and miseries of a great performer's
life, including his often clamorous

sexual career: with his first love and
mentor, Edith Piaf; with his actress

wife of over thirty years, Simone
Signoret; and with dazzling casuals,
like Marilyn Monroe. Montand, who
died last year at the age of seventy,
had a rich, dramatic life, and it’s
pretty much all here. Many photo-
graphs. +
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STRANGER THAN FICTION

Friday, September 4th, Todor
Zhivkov became the first
former Communist head of

state to hit the slammer. Bulgarian TV

news that evening detailed his seven-

year sentence and discussed its implica-
tions; then, by way ofa signoff, the

newscaster held up the cover of a forth-

coming bookcalled “Bodlivo Svinche”’—
“The Porcupine.” “Soon,” he an-

nounced, “you will be able to read what
an English novelist has to say about the

trial of Zhivkov.”
Three weeks later, I flew to Sofia

with more than the usual prepublication

anxiety. My Bulgarian editor had a

world premiére ofimpeccable timeliness;
I had a knapsack ofliterary fears. ’'d
used the outline of the Zhivkovtrial

(plus various specifics), borrowed the

country’s topography, and then gone off
on my own. But would they seeit like
this? Would they think
I had imaginatively
transformed their re-
cent history or pil-
laged andpervertedit?
Would theyeven view
the book as a novel,
rather than just his-
tory a clef? I confess to
the occasional grim fan-
tasy about my arrival
at the Sofia airport.
“Ah, Mr. Barnes, just
in time for the month-
ly reunion of Todor
Zhivkov’s former body-
guards. They're wait-
ing to greet you per-
sonally in the V.LP.
suite.”

Bulgarians, in any

case, are justly suspi-
cious of Westerners Todor Zhivkov

byJulian Barnes

writing about their country. Bernard

Shaw’s “Arms and the Man”did them

no favors; Malcolm Bradbury's novel

“Rates of Exchange” is not remembered

kindly; and then there is the small mat-

ter ofJohn Updike’s story “The Bulgar-
ian Poetess,” from “Bech: A Book.” The

poetess in question is supposedly Blaga
Dimitrova, who just now happens to be

Vice-President of the country. A recent
Bulgarian collection of Updike stories
pointedly omitted this one—on the
ground, I was told, that it oozed scorn.

Would I escape the biblio-demonology?
Already I sawa thesis being sharpened:
“Methodologies of Contempt in Post-
Colonial Western Fiction.”

There were certainly problems over
the demarcation line between fiction

and reality. Some complained that my
dictator was more intelligent than

theirs had been; others wanted to cor-
rect whatthey sawas
factual errors. The
phrase “No Bul-
garian could have
written this book”
‘was pronounced sev-
eral times, with
various emphases,

while Blaga Dimi-
trova herself, with an
ironic smile, told
me, “We have be-
comeaccustomed to
foreigners explaining
our country to us.”
And then came the
sort of encounter a
novelist half hopes
for and half dreads.

In “The Porcu-
pine” I set the closed
certainties of a Com-
munist ideologue

against the frailties and open certainties
ofhis prosecutor, Peter Solinsky, a fret-
ful, unheroic man tempted to secure a

conviction by legal rule-bending. The
formerleader derides him as “an imbe-
cile boy” and “a pitiful cabbage-brained
lawyer,” mocks his “shiny Italian suit,”

and undermines him in court by expos-
ing an affair the prosecutor once had in
Ttaly. Solinsky was,of course, a character

of my pure invention, but I shivered
when,just before the official presenta-

tion of mybook, I was introduced to

Prosecutor Krasimir Zhekov, the recent

conqueror of his near-homonym. He
said, “I am Peter Solinsky,” shook my

hand, and, to myrelief, gave me a broad

smile. I was comforted that he was phys-
ically quite different from my prosecutor,
but couldn’t help noticing his beautiful

blue silk suit, which, yes, shone. Later,

westrolled the dusty autumnal boule-
vards of Sofia for an hour, comparing

fiction and reality. He asked how I'd

knownvarious details of Zhivkov's be-
hind-the-scenes behavior; I answered
(using the novelist’s technical term), “I

guessed.” Hetold me that Zhivkov, a

lifelong nonsmoker,had takento nicotine

during the trial and now,in his early
eighties, chain-smoked the finest brands;

I wished I'd known that. After we
parted,a friend asked him if he’d been

offended by anythingin the book. “No,”
he replied. “In fact, I envied that pros-
ecutorhis affair with the Italian woman.”

Todor Zhivkovis currently appealing
the verdict; Prosecutor Zhekovis cur-

rentlyappealing the sentence, wanting it
upped to ten years. On the way to the

airport, I learned that “The Porcupine”
was No. 3 on the Bulgarian best-seller §
lists. 1 also learned that Todor Zhivkov #
had just sent for a copyto read in his

prisoncell. # a
n
s
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