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Captivating.

may in fact be in
Evocative.

COI'HPEH]Hg the eye of the
And, 11[;' yed,

ZIppy-

22

beholder, we'd like

to suggest that it

might also be found in the foot of the driver. Especially
when that foot is connected to a Saturn SC2, which in
turn is connected to a favorite stretch
of road. Like the one right near your
house. You know, that one. €% And
while we wouldn't want to imply that

the SC2 1s outfitted for Formula One

racing or anything, it does meet that

Artest Victor Warring can't decide where Saturnds
belong: in the garage or above the fireplace.

all-important sport coupe criteria:
its a blast to drive. & Step on the accelerator and
you'll feel 124 fuel-injected horses kick in. Head into
a hairpin and you'll have an instant appreciation for
our sport-tuned suspension. Although, as a courtesy,

<

SATURN. doing this. Especially if that stretch of road

you may want to alert your passengers before

near your house is anything like the stretch over by
our place. & Inside the SC2. things are just as well
thought out. Buttons and important knobs (like the
ones on the stereo) are all within easy reach. It's some-
thing we call “intuitive design” — meaning you'll hardly
ever have to take your eyes off the road. Which is good,
Seeing as how that’s where most of the action is, anyway.
&% But perhaps the real beauty of
the SC2 lies in the fact that we were
able to coax all this perfnrman-:e out

of it without adding the air dams,

geegaws or flashy doodads that

make so many sport coupes look, well,
silly. €% To the contrary, this Saturn
coupe is just plain fun. Which seems to suit most
owners just fine. Even the more creative ones. Like

Victor Warring, who sums up

the SC2 this way: “Tt's like art

with some ‘ocomph.” Guess that

“We're going
o the vet?!
Yesanaa ! FU

ride ahotgun!”

would be the “evocative” part, huh?

A DIFFERENT KIND ¢of COMPANY. A DIFFERENT KIND o¢f CAR.

This 1996 Saturn SC2 has an M.S.R.F. of §13.6835. including retailer prep and transportation. Of course. the total cost will vary seeing bow options are extra. as are things

like tax and licenve. We'd be bappy to provide more detail at 1-800-322-5000 or look for wes on the Internet at bttp:/fwww.oaturncars.com. ©19%5 Saturn Corporation.







B PLIRCY RS00 Fasrd ca phecscgeaphyy by s Lawwis

E The Cluny handbag

from the Louis Vuitton

Epi leather collection.

Available exclusively in Louis Vuitton
shops and select department stores.

For more informartion or the store

nearest you, please call: 1-800-458-7933.

Ecuizs Vuitton

Timwie: Fptrie of toavcl

THE NEW YORKER

OCTOBER 23, 1995

COMMENT TheDanciad o0 0. oo v sms semases James Traub 7
The mock epic of the Mayor and the school board.

INTHEMAIL 00 eS0T s 05 eite i i dlare sn e il ale siein simssimin IO

GOINGS. ON AR O O e et s e nls s sie v as ds s 12

THE T L Ok T T et s r = 1l = e iz~ lalis i siiwsiaiie st wmreria. e 35

The world’s most difficult dinner; Tom Courtenay in
“Moscow Stations”; New York’s next best address?; etc.

DEPARTMENTS
Annals of Law A Horrible Human Event .. .............. . Jeffrey Toobin 40
The author, who was dealt one of the first
race cards in the Simpson trial, reconsiders how
the lawyers and the media played the game.

Passing the Buck Dept. The Supernote. . . . . Fredric Dannen and Ira Stlverman 50
Someone in the Middle East is printing fake

hundred-dollar bills that even Federal Reserve banks
can't detect. Is this a new kind of terrorism?

ANNALS OF RACE
Thirteen Ways of Looking ata Black Man . . ......... Henry Louts Gates, Jr. 56
The Simpson verdict and the Million Man March
go on trial before a different kind of jury.

A CRITIC AT LARGE The Fall B e e s Anthony Lane 66
Buster Keaton was the first to find the funny side of every
modern calamity. Photograph by Richard Avedon.

FICTION “Old Love Affairs” . ... oo oo e e e e e e Alice Adams T4
THE CRITICS
Books Seamus Heaney’s “The Redress of Poetry”. . .. ..... ... Helen Vendler 84
Kazuo Ishiguros “The Unconsoled” .................. Francis Wyndbam 90
RecommendedReading .. ........... .. ... 0 .. 95
The Current Cinema “Get Shorty,” “Blue in the Face” . . .. . . Terrence Rafferty 96
The Art World A Brancusi retrospective. . ... ............ Calvin Tomkins 100
The Theatre Stephen Sondheim’s “Company”. . ............... Jobn Labr 103
POEMS
POtV . . o o st e et e et e e e Henry Hart 48
Cihe Shaipie BIoTe Sl s s e S TTeh Seamus Heaney 62
“Useful Transactions in Philosophy” .. .................... Fergus Allen 104
SHOUTS & MURMURS Apartment Hunter . .. ........... Christopher Buckley 106
COVER Haute Cusine, by Francois Berthoud

DRAWINGS  Robert Mankaff, Peter Steiner, Danny Shanaban, Gaban Wilson, Frank Modell,
Victoria Roberts, Roz Chast, Warren Miller, Richard Cline, Mike Twohy,
Benoit van Innis, J. B. Handelsman, Jack Ziegler, Charles Barsotti

THE NEw YORKER (ISSN (028-792X), published weekly (except for four combined issues: the last week of December
and the first week of January, the last two weeks of February, the last week of June and the first week of July, and the last two
weeks of August) by The New Yorker Magazine, Inc., 20 W. 43rd St., N.Y., N.Y. 10036. Vol. LXXI, No. 33, October 23,
1995. Second-class postage paid at New York, N.Y., and at additional mailing offices. Authorized as second-class mail by the
Post Office Department, wa, Canada, and for payment of postage in cash. Canadian Publication Mail Sales Product
Agreement No.190969. Canadian goods-and-services-tax registration number R123242885. Registered as a newspaper
at the British Post Office, Subscription rates: In U.5. and possessions, one year, $36.00; two years, $60.00. In Canada, one
year, $77.00 (includes (G.5.T.). In Germany, one year, DM290. Mai! orders to; IP Intemationle Presse, Distribution & Marketing
GmbH, Waldstr. 70, D-63128 Dietzenbach, Germany. Other foreign, one year, $85.00, payable in advance.

POSTMASTER: Send address changes to The New Yorker, Box 56447, Boulder, Colorado 80322. PRINTED IN U1.S.A.



MILEAGE PLUS
Program of the Year

Best Customer Service
Best EliteProgram

Stop, youre making us blush.

To the frequent flyers who voted us number one in Inside Flyer magazine, thanks.
We're tickled pink. And rest assured, it's Cjust the start of what employee-ownership
is going to mean for you. Come fly our friendly skies.
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Michael Mondavi has said, “Great wine without great food is experiencing only half the pleasure.”
Robert Mondavi wines are at their best enjoyed wherever exceptional food, good company, fine art, and music prevail.
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A KNOWN TO HISTORY AS THE WATCHMAKER'S WATCHMAKER, A.-L. BREGUET (1747 - 1823)
A
.I‘ II 1

%@.RLD THE SHOCK PROTECTED WATCH AND THE TOURBILLON DEVICE FOR INSTANCE. HE EVEN
PERFECTED THE SELEWINDING MOVEMENT. TODAY STILL, EVERY TRULY FINE WATCH INCORPORATES AT

LEAST ONE OF HIS MYRIAD INVENTIONS. YET ONLY AN INDISPUTABLE ORIGINAL, A TIMEPIECE BEARING

HIS NAME, PROVIDES A FULL MEASURE OF THE MAN'S GENIUS. HANDED DOWN FROM GENERATION TQO

GENERATION, A WATCH BY BREGUET BECOMES A TREASURED
POSSESSION — JUST AS YOURS
WILL, THE MORE YOU
COME TO VALUE ITs

WORKMANSHIP.

Meticulous engraving work

gives the dial its

"Marine" design in 18K gold. unmistakable character. In the

and stainless steel. Selfwinding centuries-old Breguet tradition,
movement with date calendar and center its bears the watch's individual
seconds hand. Water-resistant. Héj’r. 3400. registration number.
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THE DUNCIAD

In the fight over the schools, everyone looks bad.

CEASEFIRE now obtains in the
great New York City schools-

tively Lionizing each new chancellor, un-
der the illusion that this one, this time,

chancellor wars, as it does in the
Balkans; and it’s anybody’s guess which
one will break down first. Last spring,
Mayor Rudolph Giuliani hounded the
previous chancellor, Ramon Cortines,
out of office with a campaign of sus-
tained invective. This fall, the Mayor
tried, and failed, to install a replacement
whose sole qualification appeared to be
a willingness to bend to City Hall’s dik-
tat; the central Board of Education then
tried, and failed, to push through a can-
didate the Mayor called “unacceptable™;
and finally both sides, exhausted, settled
on Rudolph Crew, the superintendent
of the Tacoma, Washington, schools.
It’s scarcely surprising that Mr. Crew’s
arrival, last week, was greeted with little
of the traditional new-chancellor-in-
town jubilation. Everyone was weary,
and wary.

The battle between the Mayor and
the board, in abeyance for the moment,
has been a mock epic, a Homeric food
fight. Perhaps the one positive result of
the whole dismally negative affair is that
it will cure the city’s habit of presump-

will “turn around” a system that actually
seems almost beyond human agency. It
has become too obvious to ignore that
the problem is the system itself—the
beast, not its nominal head. Mayor Giu-
liani has apparently come to this realiza-
tion, though too late to spare the belea-
guered Mr. Cortines. Herman Badillo, the
Mayor’s main adviser on the schools, ex-
plains Mr. Giuliani’s support of Dr. Crew,
whose views seem scarcely distinguish-
able from those of the despised Corti-
nes, by saying, “If you have a chancellor
in place, the focus of the battle could
turn to Albany.”

The Mayor wants the New York State
Legislature to dissolve the board and
give him control over the schools. He is
a man who sees politics as an arena of
wills rather than of choices; he believes
that the way to turn the schools around
is to vest authority in a strong-willed fig-
ure—i.e., himself. The board, of course,
disagrees; and its president, Carol Gres-
ser, has succeeded Ray Cortines as chief
mayoral martyr by virtue of saying so in
public. All this makes for great thea-
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THE REGENCY HOTEL
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Park Avenue at 61st St , New York, NY
(212) 759-4100
For reservarions call the hotel direct,
your travel expert or (800) 243-1166.
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go, before the Treaty

tre—a few weeks a
of Crew, Ms. Gresser said of the Mayor,
at a public board meeting, “If he can’t
control the city’s schools, he would
rather harm them irreparably”—but it
also perpetuates the heroic model of
school reform.

It’s hard to feel, after the events of re-
cent months, that either the Mayor or
the board should have control over the
destinies of a million schoolchildren.
The Mayor seems indifferent to most
aspects of schooling except the cost. His
pre-Crew endorsement of a candidate
for chancellor who was known mostly
for zealous politicking implied a deep
cynicism, or perhaps nonchalance, about
the schools. The Mayor has thoroughly
undermined his own case, and thus ob-
scured his argument that he must be
able to exercise some control over an ac-
tivity for which his government pays
nearly half the bills.

Carol Gresser says, rightly, that the
Mayor’s proposal tells children, in effect,
“You're just akin to Ports and Termi-
nals.” But if the argument is that edu-
cation must be protected from politics,
then leaving it in the hands of the board
is clearly not the way to protect it. The
interests that the board represents are
political ones, not educational ones; most
of its members are political creatures.

None of them, as the former chancellor
Frank Macchiarola says, “has brought a
measure of distinction from somewhere
else to the board.”

Who, then, should control the sys-
tem? A number of people—including
Ed Sadowsky, a former board mem-
ber—have proposed that the board not
be abolished but, rather, selected by the
Mayor from a pool submitted by some
sort of screening panel. The idea of a
panel of distinguished and independent
citizens sounds quaint, and even élit-
ist; but old-fashioned disinterestedness
would be vastly preferable to the raw
play of interests which now dominates
both the central board and, even more
intensively, the city’s thirty-two locally
elected district boards. Such a system
would consolidate authority while pro-
tecting the schools from mayoral whim.

But giving City Hall more control
over the schools wouldn't solve any of
the deeper problems, though you might
not suspect that from listening to the
Mayor. The board, after all, doesn’t con-
trol the schools now; nobody does. The
system 1s neither eftectively authoritar-
ian, as the Mayor might like it to be, nor
effectively democratic. School principals
have precious little control over teachers,
budgets, or even janitors. The central
board has control only over the high

schools; the district boards run the grade
schools and the junior highs. Union
contracts bristle with due-process rights
carried to extremes. T he atomization of
power means that everyone can afford to
wait for someone else to make the next
move; so stasis reigns, and as a result the
Mayor concludes that there’s nothing
for it but brute force.

Yet this is the first time everyone has
agreed that the system doesn’t work. The
Speaker of the State Assembly, Sheldon
Silver, who 1s a Democrat, and who was
until recently a believer in the heroic
model, convened a summit meeting last
week to begin a discussion of needed
legal changes. Things don’t look propi-
tious, it’s true, since Mr. Silver started
the talks off by excluding the Republi-
cans and including the Teamsters. But
the debate, once started, may take on a
life of its own. The state might pass a
charter-school law, as nineteen other
states have now done, to help create pub-
lic schools that are free from bureaucratic
and union control. And there are many
critical changes that need not be adju-
dicated in Albany. Reformers like the
education scholar Diane Ravitch have
been calling not only for charter schools
but for a variety of changes that would
make individual schools truly autono-
mous. Both Ms. Gresser and Mr. Giuli-
ani, in fact, have called for giving schools
substantial control over their own bud-
gets. Virtually all parties to the debate
now agree that a far bigger share of
the school budget—mnow eight billion
dollars—must go directly to the schools.

This surprising consensus is currently
hidden behind a curtain of grapeshot.
And perhaps the combatants like it that
way. As long as the debate is cast in per-
sonal terms, everyone can ignore the genu-
inely tough issues, such as the teachers’
contract, which, to the despair of reform-
minded principals, includes such ruin-
ous anachronisms as the right of a se-
nior teacher to bump a junior out of his
or her school. But neither the Mayor
nor the board wants to challenge the
teachers, whose union is smart and po-
litically powerful. Perhaps the trick is to
attack all the moated castles at once—
the unions, the district boards, the cen-
tral board, the bureaucracy. Or we can
wait until the first time the Mayor ques-
tions Rudy Crew’s courage, and then
start the whole dismal round all over
again. —JAMES TRAUB
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The famed
British naturalist,
John Gould (1804-1881),
created hand-colored engravings
of the most exotic birds of the
world in a career that spanned fifty
years.

Of the collections
he published in
limited edition,
Gould’s
stunningly
colorful portraits of 36 Toucans,
33 Trogons, and the 360 images of
I his monumental Hummingbirds
were easily the finest.

Private Collector Divests

As a result of divestiture by a
major private collector, all 429 of

these original,

authentic,and |

rare antique "“\

works of art are \

now available from

Georgetown Galleries, N

at prices that will surprise
and amaze you.

World-Class Collection

This is an opportunity to put
together instantly a world-class
collection of history's finest
wildlife art, that otherwise would
take years to assemble.

Please call
Georgetown
Galleries at
1-800-877-1726
to receive a
full-color
reference
book and
details of
this
historic
sale.

Georgetown Galleries

1-800-877-1726

T315 Wisconsin Avenue, Suite 602W. Bethesda, MD 20814 §
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REMEMBERING KUNSTLER

Your piece on William Kunstler (The
Talk of the Town, September 18th, by
James Traub) was carping and mean-
spirited. As the other significant lawyer
in the two trials of Larry Davis, let me
assure you that the two acquittals were
based solely on the convincing nature of
the evidence. The acquittals may well
have mirrored a level of apprehension
about police aggression in our local
Third World communities (apparently
richly justified), but they were grounded
in the reality that Larry Davis, a native
son of the South Bronx, dared to defend
his black life against a murderous crew
of killer cops who invaded his sister’s
home. That a shotgun-toting New York
City police officer fired the first shot was
proved beyond any doubt, and a jury
then found that Larry’s resistance was
justified.

And, speaking of native sons, Black
Rage is real, but only the Bill Kunstlers
of the legal profession have the courage,
grace, and wit to breathe life into it as a
defensive courtroom position. And now
he 1s gone, and we are the poorer for it.

LYNNE F. STEWART
New York City

Your article about William Kunstler
raises interesting ethical questions. Ac-
knowledging that Kunstler stretched his
principles when he defended Larry
Davis and Colin Ferguson, two black
men accused of multiple murders, you
nevertheless imply that his defense of
the Black Panthers supported a good
cause. But it was precisely the hate
speech of Black Panthers and other
Black Power activists that helped trig-
ger murder, arson, stoning, and looting
in dozens of cities during the sixties.
You lament “the disappearance of causes
once eminently worth fighting for.” Al-
low me to suggest two: the restoration

IN THE MAIL

of civility in public discourse, and an end
to apologizing for black crime.

ERrRNEST W. LEFEVER
Chevy Chase, Md.

Late one evening in the early nineteen-
sixties, I was making my way home to
my apartment in the West Forties and,
on glancing across an unusually quiet
street, I saw William Kunstler. In a
knee-jerk reaction (no doubt due to my
conservative tendencies), I yelled, “Wil-
liam Kunstler, you're a jerk!” Quickly
turning his head, he stared and yelled in
reply, “So are you!” Then, without miss-
ing a beat, he waved. I waved back, as-
tonished at what I was doing. Whatever
personal feelings people may have about
his practice of the law, everyone must
agree that he had style.

JACK BALLARD
Lewsburg, W.Va.

THE SECRET OF LISTENING

During a time of jaundiced opinions
about the failure of our public schools,
what a delight to read Sara Mosle’s ten-
der account “Writing Down Secrets”
(Annals of Childhood, September 18th).
It’s remarkable how a simple act of kind-
ness—listening—can evoke such rich
and poignant feelings from children who
come from neighborhoods that many of
us perceive only as impoverished. Obvi-
ously, Mosle touched the lives of her
young students in a very powerful way.
We can only hope that she may some-
day return to the classroom to share her
wonderful gift.

PETER COOLSEN
Mibwaukee, Wis.

Letters should be as brief as possible, and sent
with the writer's name, address, and daytime

phone number to “In the Mail,” The New Yorker,

20 West 43vd Street, New York, N.Y. 10036.
They may be edited for length and clarity.



“YOU TAKE CARE OF THE THINGS YOU .CARE ABOUT.

“It’s up to all of us to take care of the Earth, as well as the tl'nings that

live here. I work for Georgia-Pacific, a forest pm({uc’cs company, and tl-ley

believe the same ’clning_ When we learned that the Coho salmon and Steelhead

trout were strugg]ing to survive, we came up with a p]an to he]p. We're
putting ]arge boulders and logs in the rivers to create calm pools where
the small fish can grow and survive until they head
out to the ocean. It was some‘ching that needed to he
done to he]p the fish. And it feels good to know that my company

is doing it Dick Patton, Resource Manager GeorgiaPacific .4




THE THEATRE
The Right Role

TA HAGEN has garnered Tonys
for her performances in ‘“The
Country Girl”’ (1950) and *‘Who's
Afraid of Virginia Woolf”’' (1962) and
plenty of accolades of the Living Na-
tional Treasure variety, but in her six
decades on the stage she has rarely felt
fated to play a part. Seven years ago,
though, after Nicholas Wright's drama
“Mrs. Klein”” opened in London, her
telephone began to ring. ‘‘Everyone who
saw it,”” she says, ‘“‘called up to say that
the title role’—the psychoanalyst Melanie
Klein—"'‘was written for me. What scared
me about that is that she was a mon-
ster.”” All the same, Hagen decided that
her friends were right, and she began
researching Klein’s life, paying special
attention to the mysterious death of the
analyst’s son, in 1934, which forms the
basis of the play. The process of prepar-
ing for the role has been so protracted
(Hagen compiled a small mountain of
material; producers came and went; the
rights proved difficult to secure) that she
can’t quite believe that the play, now in
previews, is finally going to open (on
October 24, at the Lucille Lortel). “‘I'm
s0 happy I could die,”’ she says. *‘But not
before at least one more long run.”

OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

(Please call the phone number listed with the
theatre for timetables and ticket information.)

FooL Moon—Clowning and mu-
sic with Bill Irwin, David
Shiner, and North Carolina's
Fed Clay Ramblers, who re-
turn to Broadway with their
1993 show for a hmited en-
gagement. Previews begin
Oct. 21. (Ambassador, 215 W.
49th St 239-6200.)

Furt GaLror—Manhattan The-
atre Club’s season opener ex-
amines the later career of the
fashion editor Diana Vree-
land. Mary Louise Wilson, who
stars, co-wrote the script with
Mark Hampton. Directed by
Nicholas Martin. Opens Oct.
18 at 7:30. (Manhattan The-
atre Club, at City Center, 131
W. 55th St. 581-1212))

Hetwwo, Dowwy!—Carol Channing
reprises the role of Dolly Levi,
the matchmaker in pursuit of
a millionaire, which she cre-
ated in the 1963 musical Lee
Roy Reams directs. Two pre-
views on Oct, 18. Opens OcL
19 at 6:30. (Lunt-Fontanne,
205 W_ 46th St. 307-4100.)

THe Memoranpum—Vaclav Havel's
comedy takes aim at workplace
language and politics. An In-
dependent Theatre Company
production, directed by Mi-
chelle Gigante. Opens Oct. 18
at 8. (House of Candles The-
atre, 99 Stanton St, 353-3088.)

Mers. Kieim—Uta Hagen stars in
a suspense drama by Nicholas
Wright. In previews through
Oct. 22. Opens Oct. 24 at 6:45.
(Lucille Lortel, 121 Christo-
pher 5t. 239-6200.)

GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN
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THE MopeL AprartMENT—A new play by Donald
Margulies, about a couple whose mentally ill
daughter disrupts their retirement plans. In
previews through Oct. 22. Opens Oct. 24 at 8.
(Primary Stages, 354 W. 45th St. 333-4052.)

THe MonogamisT—A poel discovers that his wife
is having an affair with one of her students, in
Christopher Kyle's satirical comedy. Directed
by Scott Elliott. Previews begin Oct. 20, (Play-
wrights Horizons, 416 W. 42nd St. 279-4200.)

Murper AT Minsing Manor: A Mancy Bors Mystery—
Everett Quinton and his Ridiculous Theat-

Felieity Huffman, David Pittu, and Mary
McCann, 1n “Dangerous Corner.”

rical Company take on the mystery genre in
this farce by Michael Simon and Richard
Simon. Mr. Quinton stars as the heroine,
Glory Holden. In previews through OcL. 22.
Opens Oct. 24 at 8. (Actors’ Playhouse, 100
Seventh Ave. 5. 239-6200.)

New EwneLanpb—A dark comedy by Richard
Nelson, about a family of English trans-
plants at odds with America. Directed by
Howard Davies. In previews. (Manhattan
Theatre Club, at City Center, 131 W. 55th
St. 581-1212))

MNorTHEAST Local—Lincoln Center Theatre pre-
sents Terry Alexander, Eileen Heckart, An-
theny LaPaglia, and Mary Elizabeth Mas-
trantonio in a new play by Tom Donaghy,
which follows a working-class family through
three decades. Gerald Gutierrez is the di-
rector. In previews, (Mitzi E. Newhouse,
Lincoln Center, 239-6200,

Picasso at THE Lapin Aeite—This play from the
pen of Steve Martin, which had its premiére
in 1993 at Chicago's Steppenwolf Theatre,
15 set in 1904, in a Parisian bistro where a
young Albert Einstein (Mark Nelson) and a
younger Pablo Picasso (Tim Hopper) dis-
cuss big ideas. Randall Arney 1s the direc-
tor. In previews through Oct. 21. Opens
Oct. 22 at 6:45. (Promenade, Broadway at
76th St. 239-6200,)

Riff RarF—Laurence Fishburne makes his
playwriting and directorial début and stars
in this drama, set during the twenty-four
hours following a drug robbery, which ex-
amines the relationships between an ex-con,
his ex-partner, and a junkie. Previews be-
gin Oct. 18. (Circle Repertory Company, 159
Bleecker St. 239-6200.)

Sones For A New Wortb—The WFPA Theatre
opens its nineteenth season with a revue
written by Jason Robert Brown and directed
by Daisy Prince. In previews. (519 W. 23rd
St. 206-0523.)

SPOONBREAD AND STRAWBERRY Wine—Norma Jean
Darden—model, caterer, actress—shares
recipes and talks about her family, in a play
inspired by the cookbook she wrote with her
sister, Carole Darden. In previews Oct, 18-20.
Opens Oct. 21 at 8. (American Place The-

atre, 111 W_ 46th St. 840-3074.)

SwiNgIiNg ON & STAR—A musical

tribute to the lyrics of Johnny

Burke (*‘Misty,” “‘Pennies from

Heaven,”" “Moonlight Becomes

You'"), written and directed by

Michael Leeds, with choreogra-

phy by Kathleen Marshall In

previews through Oct. 21; opens

Oct. 22 at 6:30. (Music Box,

239 W, 45th St, 239-6200.)

Tue Tempest—The New York

Shakespeare Festival's Central

Park production, starring Pat-

rick Stewart and directed by

George C. Wolfe, moves to Broad-

way for a twelve-week run, In

previews, (Broadhurst, 235 W.

44th St 239-6200.)

Yicror/Yictoma—Julie Andrews

has returned to Broadway to

star, with Tony Roberts, Mi-

chael Nouri, and Rachel York,

in a theatrical version of the

1982 movie. Written and di-

rected by Blake Edwards, Cho-

reography by Rob Marshall;
score by the late Henry Mancini.

In previews., (Marquis, Broad-

way at 45th St. 307-4100.)

ZomBIES FROM THE BEYOMD—A mu-

sical sendup of the science-

fiction movies of the fifties. In
previews through Oct. 22. Opens

Oct. 23 at 8 (Players, 115

MacDougal St. 254-5076.)

OPENED RECENTLY

Banay Pussy Racine—Idris Mignott's
new solo work, a comic look at
sex, class, race, and glamour.
Directed by Daisy von Scherler
Mayer. Wednesdays at 7:30, and

JAMES MCMULLAR
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Fridays and Saturdays at 10:30. Through
Oct, 25, (Dixon Place, 258 Bowery, near
Houston St. 219-3088,)

Cowmpany—The Roundabout Theatre Company
opens its thirtieth-anniversary season with
a revival of Stephen Sondheim and George
Furth's 1970 musical aboul marriage,
Directed by Scott Ellis and choreographed
by Rob Marshall, (Reviewed in this issue))
(Broadway at 45th St. 869-8400.)

Dancerous Corner—David Mamet directs the
Atlantic Theatre Company's production of
J. B. Priestley’s 1932 mystery, in which a
family's dinner party turns sour when secrets
are revealed. (336 W. 20th St 239-6200.)

A Doul's House—Robin Leslie Brown plays
Ibsen’s songbird turned feministy, Michael
Butler her dull and doting husband, in the

Havine Our Savy—Bessie Delany (who died in
September) and Sadie Delany, two sisters
who passed the hundred-year mark, pre-
sented their vivid life stories in a 1993
best-seller; the book has been adapted
beautifully by Emily Mann, who also di-
rected. Gloria Foster and Mary Alice are
brilliant as the sisters, who were taught by
their family to ‘‘reach high" despite the
dogging of Jim Crow. (4/24/95) (Booth, 222
W. 45th 5t. 239-6200.)

How 1o Succeep N Business Withour Reatiy Try-
ing—In this revival of Frank Loesser’s 1961
musical, Matthew Broderick has polish and
timing, but it's Lillias White's gospel solo
in “‘Brotherhood of Man'' that lifts the au-
dience into a zone of joy. (4/24/95) (Rich-
ard Rodgers, 226 W, 46th 5t. 307-4100.)

vl
.-

Mary Louise Wilson, in “Full Gallop,” at Manhattan Theatre Club.

Pearl Theatre Company’s staging. It coasts
along securely on traditional tracks, though
it's jolted now and again by a chatty tone
that seems unsuited to an Oslo drawing
room of 1879. Grey Johnson directed. (80
St. Marks Pl. 598-9802. Closes Oct. 21.)
Enpeame—Classic Stage Company's powerful
revival of Samuel Beckett's 1957 play, in
which four people—perhaps the only four
left—live out their days in a world where
“there are no more coffins’’ and not much of
anything else, either. Kathleen Chalfant is
superb as Clov, the servant: her precise vet
indefinably odd body language echoes and
amplifies Beckelt's words. And John Seitz’s
performance as Hamm, the tyrant, is so canny
that near the end, when he cries out, *‘The
end is in the beginning, and yet you go on,"”
you suspect that he once had a heart after
all. Alan Manson and Irma St. Paule, in the
smaller roles of Hamm’s parents, are equally
good. The sure-handed direction is by David
Esbjornson, the company's artistic director,
(136 E. 13th St. 677-4210. Closes Oct. 29.)
The Foop CHain—In Nicky Silver's new play,
the paths of five New Yorkers cross, hilari-
ously. The situations are familiar and sitcom-
ish, but the writing is tangy and memorably
funny, and the actors—especially Hope
Davis, as a dithery poel, and Phyllis New-
man, as a long-suffering Jewish matron whose
idea of listening is to talk—give smart,
wonderfully fresh performances. Robert Falls
directed. (Reviewed in our issue of 9/11/95.)
{Westside, 407 W. 43rd St. 307-4100.)
Garoen District—Clircle in the Square inaugu-
rales its forty-fifth-anniversary season with
two one-acts by Tennessee Williams (“‘Some-
thing Unspoken,” starring Myra Carter and
Pamela Payton-Wright and directed by
Theodore Mann, and "‘Suddenly Last Sum-
mer,”" starring Elizabeth Ashley and di-
rected by Harold Scott), presented under
the title of the original 1958 double bill.
(50th St. wesl of Broadway. 239-6200.)

Hunming Humams—This production of Richard
Thompson's dark comedy, about four men
who bond at a friend’s funeral, was recently
seen at Edinburgh’s Festival Fringe. Closes
Oct. 28. (Judith Anderson, 422 W_ 42nd St.
473-4473))

Ie This Isw't Love—Sidney Morris's comedy, which
follows a pair of gay lovers from their teens
o their forties, in a revival of the Glines'
original 1982 staging. (Grove Street Play-
house, 30 Grove St 924-1198, Closes Oct. 29.)

IupiscreTions—This production of Jean
Cocteau's *'Les Parents Terribles,”” a dark
comedy about the perversilies of desire in
family life, is marred by Kathleen Turner's
unfocussed performance. Roger Rees, Dana
Ivey, Cynthia Nixon, and Jude Law also
star, under the direction of Sean Mathias.
(5/15/95) (Ethel Barrymore, 243 W. 47th
St. 239-6200.)

Jean Cocteau Rerertory—Presenting “‘Nathan
the Wise,”' Gotthold Ephraim Lessing’s 1779
drama, in repertory with a solid production
of Samuel Beckett's modernist classic *"Wait-
ing for Godot.” (Bouwerie Lane Theatre,
330 Bowery, at Bond St. 677-0060.)

MATHEW IN THE ScHooL ofF LiIFe—An angelic an-
droid who has been created to absorb the
suffering of the world is at the center of this
wonderfully disjointed multimedia work, a
collaboration by composer John Moran, di-
rector Bob McGrath, and the Ridge The-
atre. Moran's eerie, meditative score—a col-
lection of music, dialogue, and sampled
sound—perfectly suits the otherworldly mood
of the celestial-mission-control set. Since
the show, which draws on such disparate
sources as children’s educational programs,
theme-park automaton productions, and
science-fiction movies, seems to revel in
its antinarrative design, it's remarkable
that the performances are so coherent
and the cumulative effect so lyrical, (The
Kitchen, 512 W, 19th St. 255-5793. Closes
Oct. 29.)

Moon Over Burraro—Carol Burnett and Philip
Bosco star in Ken Ludwig's new comedy
as husband-and-wife actors playing Buffalo
with a touring company. Tom Moore is the
director. (Martin Beck, 302 W. 45th St
239-6200.)

MoonLieHT—]Jason Robards, Blythe Danner,
and Paul Hecht lead the cast in the
Roundabout’s production of Harold Pinter's
latest play. Directed by Karel Reisz, (Laura
Pels, Broadway at 45th 5t, 869-8400.)

Moscow Stamions—From London, a limited-
run production starring Tom Courtenay,
Adapted by Stephen Mulrine from the 1980
novel by Venedikt Yerofeev. Ian Brown,
of Edinburgh’s Traverse Theatre, directed,
(Union Square Theatre, 100 E. 17th St
307-4100.)

Nixon's Nixon—Gerry Bamman is the title
character and Steve Mellor 1s Henry
Kissinger in Russell Lees's new play, set in
the White House during a secret meeting
on the night before the President's resig-
nation. (MCC, 120 W. 28th St. 727-7765.
Closes Oct. 22.)

Party—In David Dillon's comedy, seven gay
men get together to play a strip version of
truth or dare, with terrifically funny (if
occasionally didactic) results, (Douglas Fair-
banks, 432 W, 42nd 5t, 239-4321.)

Parmi LuPone on Broapoway—The musical-theatre
star, in a concerl production. (Walter Kerr,
219 W. 48th St. 239-6200.)

Satome—5Steven Berkoff's minimalist interpre-
tation of Oscar Wilde's “Salome," in which
he stars as King Herod, continues through
Oct. 21, (Brooklyn Academy of Music, 30
Lafayette Ave. 1-718 636-4100.)

SiechaTure THeaTre Company—The company
opens its fifth season—which consists of
seven plays by Adrienne Kennedy—with
revivals of two one-acts, “Funnyhouse of
a Negro'' (1964; directed by Carocline Jack-
son Smith) and A Movie Star Has to
sStar in Black and White’' (1976; directed
by Joseph Chaikin), both of which ex-
plore the relationship of black people to a
largely white society. Ms. Kennedy has genu-
ine insight but filters it through opaque,
overly poetic scripts, so that even though
the acting in both shows is superb,
the knowledge that the characters acquire
so painfully has to rise through a lot of
murk. Perhaps that's part of the point,
but there are better ways of making it
(Public, 425 Lafayette 5t. 260-2400. Closes
Oct. 22.)

Sin—Eelly Coffield plays an aerial traffic re-
porter, in a comedy by Wendy MacLeod.
Directed by David Petrarca. (Second Stage,
Broadway at 76th St. 873-6103.)

Svivia—A dog named Sylvia (Jan Hooks) brings
meaning to the life of a middle-aged cur-
rency trader (John Cunningham) while driv-
ing a canine-shaped wedge between him
and his wife (Mary Beth Peil). A. R. Gurney's
comedy, directed by John Tillinger, lacks
bite, (John Houseman, 450 W. 42nd St
239-6200.)

TatLanassee—The new collaboration between
playwrights Len Jenkin and Mac Wellman
is a modern take on Ovid's Metamorphoses,
set to music by Jim Ragland and Elise
Morris. (Workhouse Theatre, 41 White St.
431-9220. Closes Oct. 28.)

Too Jewisu?—Avi Hoffman sets about reviving
Yiddish in this mixture of songs and stories.
(Westside, 407 W. 43rd 5t 307-4100.)

Two, Nikita—A suspense comedy by Jefirey
Hatcher, set in 1959, in which a citizen of
the Soviet Union tries to defect to the United
States while Nikita Khrushchev is here vis-
iting. (Chelsea Playhouse, 125 W. 22nd St.
627-7292. Closes Oct. 29.)

Whatr Ever—Heather Woodbury brings her
eight-part solo serial, in which she plays
ten major characters and more than ninety
minor ones, back o P.S, 122, Directed by
Dudley Saunders, Fridays and Saturdays at
10:30. Through Oct. 28. (150 First Ave., at
O9th S5t. 477-5288))

Wuat You Saio—The improv company Chi-
cago City Limits presents its latest revue,
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featuring its ever-popular five-minute mu-
sical. (Chicago City Limits Theatre, First
Ave, at 61st St, 888-5233.)

Youne PLaywricHTs FestivaL—Presenting “Guy-
world,” by Bret LaGree; ‘“The King,'' by
Denise Ruiz; “Proof Through the Night,"
by Clarence Coo; and ““This Is About a
Boy's Fears,”' by Shaun Neblett. (Public,
425 Lafayette St. 260-2400. Closes Oct. 29.)

LONG RUNS
AFTER-PLAY: Theatre Four, 424 W, 55th St. 239-
6200, . . . BEAUTY AND THE BEAST: Palace, Broad-

way at 47th St. 307-4100. . . . BLUE MAN GROUP/
tuses: Astor Place Theatre, 434 Lafayette St
254-4370. ... cars: Winter Garden, Broad-
way at 50th St, 239-6200. ... CRAZY FOR YOU:
Shubert, 225 W, 44th St. 239-6200. . . . DEATH
DEFYING acTs: Variety Arts, Third Ave. at
14th St 239-6200. . . . THE FANTAsTICKS: Sulli-
van Street Playhouse, 181 Sullivan St., at
Bleecker St. 674-3838. ... GRANDMA SYLVIA'S
FuneraL: SoHo Playhouse, 15 Vandam St
601-1555. ... erease!: Eugene O'Neill, 230
W. 49th St. 239-6200. . .. THE HERess: Cort,
138 W. 48th St. 239-6200. . . . LES MISERABLES:
Imperial, 249 W. 45th St. 239-6200. . . miss
saicoN: Broadway Theatre, Broadway at 53rd
St. 239-6200. . .. perFecT crime: Duffy, 1553
Broadway, at 46th St. 695-3401. . . . THE PHAN-
TOM OF THE OPERA: Majestic, 245 W, 44th St
239-6200. ... ROB BECKER'S DEFENDING THE CAVE-
man: Helen Hayes, 240 W. 44th 5t 307-
4100, . . . sHow BoaT: Gershwin, 51st St. west
of Broadway. 307-4100. . . . SMOKEY JOE'S CAFE—
THE SONGS OF LEIBER AND STOLLER: Virginia, 245
W. 52nd St. 239-6200. . .. stomp: Orpheum,
126 Second Ave., at St. Marks Pl 477-
2477, ... sunser souLevaro: Minskoff, 45th St,
west of Broadway. 307-4007. ... SWINGTIME
canteen: Blue Angel, 321 W. 44th St 239-
6200. ... ToNY N' TINA'S wEDDING: St. John's
Church, 81 Christopher 5t. 279-4200.

DANCE

PauL Tavior Dawnce Company—Oct. 18 at 8:
“Funny Papers,”” "Musical Offering,” and
“Offenbach Overwures.” ... % Oct. 19 at &
“Roses,”” "“Company B,"" and “Esplanade.’” . . .
Y Oct. 20 at 8 and Oct. 21 at 2: “Cloven
Kingdom," “Musical Offering,’”" and “Offen-
bach Overtures.” ... 9 Oct. 21 at 8 and Oct,
22 at 3. “Arden Court,” “Funny Papers,”
and “Speaking in Tongues."...4 Oct. 22
at 7:30; “Cloven Kingdom,"” “Company B,”
and “Offenbach Overtures.” (City Center,
131 W. 55th 5t. 581-1212)

"MNine Songs"—The Cloud Gate Dance Theatre,
from Taiwan, performs a cycle of eleven
dances (‘'nine’’ can also mean “many’’ in
Chinese) based on ritual verses written by
Qu Yuang during his banishment from the
court of the Qin dynasty, in the third cen-
tury B.C, The set, by Ming Cho Lee, fea-
tures a lotus pond. (Brooklyn Academy of
Music, 30 Lafayette Ave, 1-718 636-4100.
Oct. 18 at 7 and Oct. 20-21 at 8))

Maria Benitez TeaTro FLamenco—The Santa Fe-
based company appears in ‘‘El Amor Brujo,"
a flamenco version (set to the Manuel de
Falla ballet score) of an Andalusian Gypsy
tale about a scorned lover's sorcery. The
performance closes with a series of eight
shorter dances. (Joyce Theatre, 175 Eighth
Ave,, at 19th St. 242-0800. Oct. 18-21 and
Oct. 24 at 8 and Oct. 22 at 2 and 7:30.
Through Oct. 29.)

"Bingo Bizarre"—The Danspace Project toasts
its twenty-second season with an untitled
solo by Ralph Lemon; excerpts from Iréne
Hultman’s work in progress, ‘'Cascade’’; and
“approaching no calm,”" a duet by David
Dorfman on the themes of intimacy and
forgiveness, with Dorfman and the grace-
fully topsy-turvy Lisa Race. (St. Mark’s In-
the-Bouwerie, Second Awve. at 10th 5t. 674-
8194, Oct. 21 at 7:30.)

Avvin AiLey RererTory EnsemsLe—The Ailey tour-
ing company performs two works choreo-
graphed by its late founder (*'Isba" and

“Escapades’) and two by Danial Shapiro
and Joanie Smith (*‘To Have and to Hold”
and “‘Three Dances with Army Blankets).
(Queens Theatre in the Park, Flushing
Meadows—Corona Park. 1-718 760-0064. Oct.
21 at 8 and Oct. 22 at 3)

"PurusH: MaLE Trapition 1M INDIAN Dance"—Five

performers demonstrate four classical styles:
sixty-year-old C. V. Chandrasekhar and
sixteen-year-old Keerthik Nair (Bhara-
tanatyam); Arjun Misra (Kathak), Sasidharan
Nair (Kathakali); and Pasumarthy Vithal
(Kuchipudi). (Symphony Space, Broadway
at 95th St, 864-5400. Oct. 22 at 7.)

Doris HumpHrey Cewntennial—The Denishawn

dancer and early modern-dance choreogra-
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Man . . . or Astro-Man?, at Maxwells
and the Mercury Lounge.

pher would have been a hundred on Octo-
ber 17. Her works, typified by the interplay
of gravity and adventurous gesture in move-
ments of controlled falling, will be discussed
and performed at two centennial celebra-
tions this week. Oct. 18-21 at & Four eve-
nings of revivals, preceded by lectures from
Humphrey-influenced choreographers, (Pace
Downtown Theatre, Spruce St. between
Nassau and Gold Sts. 346-1715)) ... 9 Oct.
21-22: A conference (with panels, work-
shops, and classes) that includes three per-
formances (Oct. 21 at 6 and 8:30, and Oct,
22 at 2) of Humphrey's work, ranging from
“Valse Caprice” (1919) to “Day on Earth"
(1947). (La Guardia High School, 64th St
and Amsterdam Ave. For information about
the performances, call 924-0077; for infor-
mation about the conference, at Teachers
College, Columbia University, 525 W. 120th
St., at Broadway, call 678-3328.)

The Tameuritzans of Duguesue Uwiversity—The

thirty-five dancers, singers, and instrumen-
talists perform a program of traditional East-
ern European steps, including flirtatious
polkas from Nowy Sacz, Moldovan laundry-
girl dances, and stick dances for Hungarian
shepherds. (Fashion Institute of Technol-
ogy, 227 W. 27th St, 879-8893. Oct. 21 at 8.)

Caparer ConvenTioNn—Performances

NIGHT LIFE

CONCERTS

three
through five of a five-night show-tunes-
and-standards blowout. (Town Hall, 123 W.
43rd St. Oct. 18 at 6, Oct, 20 at 6, and Oct.
22 at 3. 840-2824.)

RusTep Roort / Joan Ossorne—A world-music jug

band from the wilds of Pennsylvania which
claims to play ‘‘rhythmic truth.'” That may
be something of a stretch, but they do have
a good beat, and they're easy to dance to./
This radiant singer-songwriter from Ken-
tucky is a late bloomer: she didn't release
her first album, “*Soul Show’’ (1991), until she
was almost thirty., Now
she's making up for lost
time. Her barn-burning
rasp has been compared
to Bonnie Raitt’s, and
her knack for finding
profundity in humdrum
themes suggests Bruce
Springsteen. On her lat-
est record, ‘‘Relish," she
reconciles divine imag-
ery and worldly plea-
sures—not bad for a
woman who discovered
her calling during a
drunken open-mike ses-
sion at a bar. (Beacon
Theatre, Broadway at
74th St. 496-7070. Oct.
18-19 at 8.)

Ray Davies—As long as
he has a songwriting bone
in his body (and he and
his brother Dave don't
kill each other), there
will always be a Ray
Davies. Far more influ-
ential than he's usually
given credit for (even
Pete Townshend admilts
he stole from the Kinks),
this irrepressible Rock
and Roll Hall of Famer
should be as incorrigible
as ever, (Academy, 234
W. 43rd St. 307-7171,
Oct. 19 atL 8))

ELton Joun—In the early
seventies, his records
were filled with gorgeous
melodies and theatrical
arrangements—part art
rock, part Tin Pan Alley,
part blue-eyed soul—
and his image was pure
flamboyance, Later, af-
ter he ditched the rhine-
stone goggles and the
feather boa, he contracted what might be
called the Steve Winwood syndrome, mel-
lowing into a tasteful yuppie icon. His new
record, ‘‘Made in America,”’ features some
of the best writing he and his longtime
collaborator, Bernie Taupin, have done in
yvears. And, as anyone whe's seen him live
will tell you, the king of schmalz is still a
dazzling performer. (Madison Square Gar-
den. 465-6000. Oct. 19-20 at 8.)

Kitaro—Long before the phrase “New Age”

was ever spoken, Kitaro was numbing the
masses with his lush kevboard soundscapes.
Recently his appeal has been overshadowed
by such unlikely interlopers as Yanni and
Enya, but he still looks good in a cape.
(Carnegie Hall, 247-7800. Oct. 20 at 8.)

Somic YourH—A curious thing happened on

this past summer’s Lollapalooza tour: when-
ever the headlining granddaddies of alter-
native rock plugged in, half the crowd bolted.
But the truth of the matter is that, with
nary a single and little in the way of hooks
or power chords, Sonic Youth consistently
blew away the competition. The pioneering
New York art-rock quartet has spent the
past decade and a half sculpting, perfect-
ing, and fine-tuning (and every other kind

DUPUY-BERBERIAM
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of tuning) a majestic, shimmering wall of
guitar noise. Recorded in Memphis, the
band's twelfth album, *“Washing Machine”
is far more atmospheric and abstract than
their last few releases; it veers from corro-
sive and explosive to beautiful and dam-
aged, sometimes all in the same song. (Acad-
emy. Oct. 20 at 8 and Oct. 21 at 2 and 8))

Terumasa Hino—The trumpeter, in a program
called *‘Jazz from Japan,’ (Asia Society,
Park Ave. at 70th St. 752-3015. Oct. 20-21
at 8.)

Tue New Lost City Rameiers—Led by Mike
Seeger, these acoustic revivalists started out
in the late fifties with the noble purpose of
preserving American hillbilly and blues mu-
sic from the first two decades of Lhis cen-
tury. (Symphony Space, Broadway at 95th
St. 864-5400, Oct. 21 at 3.)

Duke ELuingTon OrcHesTRa—Conducted by Mer-
cer Ellington, with guest vocalist Maureen
McGovern. (Brooklyn Center for the Per-
forming Arts, Brooklyn College. 1-718 951-
4500. Oct, 21 at 8.)

String Bawp FestivaL—Featuring the New Lost
City Ramblers, Andy Statman’s American
Band, and the Du-Tels, with former Cap-
tain Beefheart conspirator Gary Lucas. (Sym-
phony Space. Oct. 21 at 8.)

SteeLy Dan—AL the height of their success in
the seventies, the Dan were a lot closer in
spirit 10 a consortium than to a rock band.
Songwriters Donald Fagen and Walter Becker
spent most of their time in the studio,
agonizing over every nuance with a rotating
cast of session musicians. Their notoricus
perfectionism, like their antipathy to live
performance, became the stuff of music-
business legend. Two summers ago, occa-
sioned by nothing, Fagen and Becker em-
barked on their first tour in nineteen vears.
The resulting live album, “‘Alive in America,”
1s a far cry from the grandeur of “Aja”’
(1977), but in the flesh Steely Dan is like
something reanimated after years in amber:
slow-moving, unsure of the local customs,
potentially dangerous. (Roseland, 239 W.
52nd St. 307-7171. Oct, 21-22 at 8.)

SHirLEY Bassey—The British star of the boom-
ing voice and the haughty stance had a few
big hits back in the sixties (the brassy
“Goldfinger,”” from 1964, was the biggest).
Listening to thouse records today makes you
really appreciate Al Jolson 5Stll, there re-
mains something winning about her; like
Liberace, she'll always be theatrical, and
her fans will always love her. (Carnegie
Hall. Oct. 24 at 8))

CLUBS
(A highly arbitrary listing, in which boldface
tvpe indicales some of the more notable perfor-
mers in town. Musicians and night-club pro-
prietors live complicated lives; it is advisable to
call ahead to confirm engagements.)

Borrom Line, 15 W. 4th St, at Mercer St
(228-6300)—0ct. 21: The rocHes. Maggie, Terre,
and Suzzy return once again, with their
inimitable blend of swooping, alien harmo-
nies, unrequited-love songs, and whimsy. A
New York institution. Oct. 24: LEO KOTTKE.
One of the most adventurous six- and twelve-
string players around, Kottke has been mak-
ing great acoustic-guitar records since the
seventies. The influence of his aslounding
technique and pure, ringing lone can be
heard in the work of such diverse musicians
as Michael Hedges and David Lindley,

Brownies, 169 Avenue A, al 10th SL (420-
8392)—O0cL. 20: cHavez, a kind of indie-rock
supergroup, featuring former members of
Live Skull and Bullet LaVolta. *“Gone Glim-
mering,”’ the band's very cool début on the
very cool Matador Records, is one of the
gems of 1995, but Chavez is best heard
live—its canny, artful intensity provides
arena-sized bliss. Oct. 23: mark Eivzer. The
singer and songwriter remains one of the
finest poets of tenderloin passion and de-
spair since Tom Waits. Though his Bay
Area band, American Music Club, is no
more, his solo gigs share its unfashionable
and eccentric sound. Jim LauDERDALE (Oct, 24)

has a little bit of Roger Miller-style mis-
chief in his soul, but his carefully crafted,
slightly surreal confections are far from nov-
elty numbers. His new album, “Every Sec-
ond Counts,” continues the wonderful jour-
ney he started in 1991 with “Planet of
Love."

Cuicaso B.L.U.E.S., 73 Eighth Ave., at 13th St.
(924-9755)—O0ct. 20-21: Guitarist JAMES COT-
Ton gets the blues,

ConminentaL Divipe, 25 Third Ave., at St. Marks
Pl. (529-6924)—Hipsters, punks, poseurs,
N.Y.U. students, the occasional skinhead—
a typical East Village bar. Live music
nightly.

Tue Coorer, 416 W. 14th St (229-0785)—A
lavender and stainless-steel vault deep in the
heart of the meat district. Tuesday nights
are given over to experimental d.j. spinoffs,

Dow Hid's, 511 Greenwich St (219-2850)—A
tidy little SoHo bar with an above-average
P.A. system and topnotch local bands on
the dockel. Friday night is Squeeze Box, a
vinyl-and-velvet gay glamfest.

DurLex, 61 Christopher 5t., al Seventh Ave,
(255-5438)—Everyone 15 a star here—the
pianist, the bartender, the waiters, and the
audience. The fabulous presSING ROOM DIVAS
entertain every Friday night.

Fez, 380 Lafayette St. (533-7000)—JAHNE SIBERRY
begins the first of two three-night residen-
cies on Oct. 23. A recently transplanted
Canadian treasure whose fans include such
disparate heavyweights as Brian Eno and
k.d. lang, Siberry has been languishing in
near-obscurity for the past fifteen wears,
making challenging art-school pop and en-
during endless comparisons to Kate Bush
and Laurie Anderson. She's a far better
songwriter, and a truly charming, guileless
performer. The mingus BiG Banp still packs
them in every Thursday. Dining.

Irving PLaza, 17 Irving Pl., at 15th 5t. (777-
6800)—0Oct. 17-18: Reggae greal BURNING
sPEAR. . .. 9 The Swing Dance Society gath-
ers here every Sunday. The dancers share a
passion for the Lindy Hop, a dance that
involves a lot of whirling and the occasional
display of underwear. Sets from eight until
midnight. For information on the society,
call 696-9737.

Lamin Quarter, 2551 Broadway, at 96th St (864-
7600} —A second-story dance hall with frosted-
glass doors, floral-print carpet, fourteen video
monitors, and a salsa band sweating on-
stage every Thursday through Saturday.

MaxweLt's, 1039 Washington St., Hoboken
(1-201 798-4064)—O0ct. 20: COMBUSTIBLE EDISON.
The first band Lo feature a signature drink
recipe (two ounces brandy, one ounce
Campari, one ounce fresh lemon juice; ig-
nite brandy, pour into a shaker full of
cracked ice, etc.) on its CD cover, Combus-
tible Edison is the most convincing of the
new cocktail-lounge sophisticates, The band’s
music is a kitschy libation consisting of
equal parts vibraphone, Farfisa organ,
melodica, bossa-nova beongos, surf guitar
(played by a besuited James Bond type
called the Millionaire), and torchy wvocals
(courtesy of Miss Lily Banquette), Oct. 21:
MAHN . . . OR ASTRO-MAN? (See Mercury Lounge.)

Mercury Lounee, 217 E. Houston St. (260-
4700)—0ct. 20: maM ... or aAsTRO-MaN? These
space-age stowaways from Alabama play
lo-fi surf punctuated with sci-fi samples
from the fifties; they are rumored to be
touring with a theremin and a six-foot-tall
tesla coil, Drag racing, double agents, and
interplanetary travel are among the many
issues addressed in their instrumentals.

S.0.B."'s, 204 Varick St, at W. Houston St.
(243-4940)—0Oct. 18: euL scorr-Heron. In
the seventies, while many of his R. & B. peers
were blissfully succumbing to disco fever,
this singer-pianist (who's also a poet and a
novelist) was fusing jazz and funk textures
with sobering political rap—which makes
“Spirits,"” his first album in twelve years, a
potent, timelv return. Gato sarsierl begins a
three-night stand on Oct. 24 Dining.

Surper Cuus, 240 W. 47th 5t (921-1940)—
Boston hunk oddity JoNATHAN RICHMAN will

DUPUY-BEBRERIAM
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preach to the converted on Oct. 24,
Richman’'s songs, stories, and bare chest—
should he deign to dispense with his shirt—
are proud and fascinating assets, and no
other rocker around can reap such enchant-
ment from the mundane.

Trawmps, 51 W. 21st St. (727-7788)—0Oct. 18:
JOE GRUSHECKY & THE HOUSEROCKERS. The new
album by the blue-collar Pittsburgh rocker
was produced by some guy named Spring-
steen., The show was sold out about four
seconds after it was announced. You figure it
out. Oct. 20: Often hailed as the world’s
preatest bar band, nesg often lives up to

BLUES BaND, featuring the eighty-nine-year-
old LaureL wartson. Dining.

Raiwsow & Stars, 30 Rockefeller Plaza (632-

5000)—Vocalist AMAHDA MC BROOM, 1n the
midst of a four-week run, brings her warm
heart to the great cabaret in the sky. Closed
Mondays.

SweeT Basi,, 88 Seventh Ave S, at Bleecker

St. (242-1785)—Through Oct. 22: the BENNY
coLson quartel. Boasting a brawny tone, full-
throttle energy, and impeccable credentials,
tenor saxophonist Golson is a genuine hard-
bop hero. He's has at least three jazz clas-

ART

MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

MeTrorPoLITAN Museum, Fifth Ave. at 82nd 5t.—

Since the beginning of this century, schol-
arly and scientific analyses have cut the
number of paintings believed to be authen-
tic Rembrandis in hali—from six hundred
and fifty to around three hundred. ‘“‘Rem-
brandt/Not Rembrandt,” an exhibition dis-
playing fifty-five paintings from the
museum’s collection by Rembrandt, his pu-
pils, and emulators of his style, along

the hype. There just isn't another outfit
with such a mastery of wvirtually every
American popular-music idiom, from
rockabilly and blues to jazz and swing.
Oct, 21: tTHrROWING MusEs. Former member
Tanya Donelly may get all the attention
for her own group, Belly, but the Muses’
gripping record, “‘University,” far sur-
passes those of Belly and of most other
alternative-rock poster children in po-
tency and inventiveness. Led for more
than ten tumultuous years by the pixie-
ish singer Kristin Hersh, the Muses
shift between guitar mayhem and swirl-
ing, otherworldly realms.

WerLanps, 161 Hudson 5t. (966-4225)—
Oct. 19: One of the great bar bands of
all time, siIMON AND THE BAR SINISTERS. Oct.
20: Cocktail hardeore with BLAcKk VELVET
FLag. Oct. 21: A multiculti evening, fea-
turing master drummer BABA OLATUNJI
and his Drums of Passion, and rossi
PIAMENTA, the Hasidic Hendrix.

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

ALconouin Hoter, 59 W. 44th St (840-
6800)—Tangy-voiced singer WESLIA WHIT-
FELD (through Oect. 21) interprets the
American popular canon with an under-
stated, intelligent spin. Her early set
features songs by Harry Warren and Victor
Young, and in her late one she does
selections from her aptly titled new CD,
“‘WNice Work.”” anprea marcoviccl takes over
on Oct. 24. Dining.

Brue Note, 131 W. 3rd St., near Sixth Awve.
(475-8592)—Through Oct. 22: harpist
ANDREAS YOLLENDWEIDER. Former ‘Arsenio”
bandleader micHaeL woLFF drops in for a
night on Octl. 23. LIONEL HAMPTON slops
by on Oct. 24. Dining.

Cartyte Horer, Madison Ave. at 76th St
(744-1600)—The Café Carlyle, a snug,
windowless enclave in the doorman district,
features discreet waiters, wraparound
pastel murals, and, through New Year's
Eve, the great sossy snorr. Time has not
diminished the tasteful wvirtuosity of
Short's ivory-tinkling, nor has it taken
the edge off his gregarious wit as a singer
and showman. A fixture at the Carlyle,
he can still spin an Ira Gershwin lyric
with all the sophistication, humor, and
pathos it deserves. Also well served are
gems by Duke Ellington, Dorothy Fields,
Irving Berlin, and, of course, Cole Por-
ter. A de-lightful, de-lovely evening,. ...
Q Across the hall, in Bemelmans Bar,
pianisl BARBARA CARROLL is in attendance,
Danny's Skyvricut Roowm, 346 W, 46th St
(265-8130)—Vocalist Paula Wesl per-

TABLES FOR TWO
Dining around town

AureoLe, 34 E. 61st St. (319-1660)—Set in a

fine old East Side brownstone that Orson
Welles once lived in, Aureole is a gastro-
nomic theatre that reserves its most
flambovant surprises until just before the
final curtain. As you arrive, you can see the
evening ahead as if in a diorama: the front
of the restaurant is a dramatic two-story
window. It must be a bitch to clean, but it's
worth the trouble, because it lightens up an
interior that is, for such a high-flying place,
a little cramped and dowdy.

The superb young chef and owner, Charles
Palmer, works wonders with everything from
sea scallops (sandwiched inside a crust of
shredded potatoes) to lobster (wood-grilled,
with truffle oil) to quail (seared, with a pud-
ding of sweetbreads and polenta). The menu
sounds fussier than it is; while nearly every
dish is original and they're all cooked just
right, that university-of-food hauteur is miss-
ing—Mr. Palmer does not demand that you
rise and applaud. (You may want to, though.)

At Aureole, only the foolish go through
the ritual of “I’ll just have berries for des-
sert.”” This is the place to lel loose. Nearly
all of pastry chef Dan Rundell's desserts
are fanciful Tinkertoy constructions—great
vertical flares of sweet stuff held together by
golden threads of spun sugar—and they're
bliss. The Anjou-pear crisp, which comes
with a cone of white-chocolate ice cream,
looks like a mobile that you could hang from
the ceiling; sorbet arrives stacked by color,
like a pousse-cafe. No doubt Orson Welles
would have found these flourishes worthy of
a curtain call. (Open weekdays for lunch
and dinner, Saturdays for dinner only. Prix
fixe, $63; tasting menu, $85.)

forms on Oct. 23.

Iripium, 44 W. 63rd St. (582-2121)—Through
Oct. 22: the Jimmy HEaTH big band. The in-
estimable composer and saxophonist is also
one of the great unsung bandleaders. His
large ensembles showcase his melodic writ-
ing, his ear for tonal color, and his innate
understanding of the way horns, brass,
and rhythm can be made to sing together.
Dining.

Kmitring Factory, 74 Leonard St., between
Broadway and Church St. (219-3055)—0Oct.
20-24: Guitarist JAMES (BLOOD) ULMER and his
Music Revelation ensemble.

MatcH, 160 Mercer St. (343-0020)—This hip
SoHo boiie is the place to be every Sunday
night, thanks to the SHORTY JACKSON LEGACY

sics to his name: ‘I Remember Clifford,"”
“Whisper Not,'"" and "'Stablemates.”” Dining.

Tarou, 151 E. 50th St. (753-1144)—Vocalist

LAINIE KaZAN is currently appearing. Dining.

Tavern on THE Green, Central Park W. at 67th

St (873-3200)—Through Ocl. 22: MARGARET
wHITING, a no-business-like-show-business gal
with a cheerful, life-affirming voice. Dining.

ViLLace Yanguarp, 178 Seventh Ave. 5., at 11th

St. (255-4037)—Through Oct. 22; the pHAROAH
sanpers quartel. Sanders has actually mel-
lowed over the vears; his sonic maelstroms
are now regularly tempered by his soulful
ballads. The vaMGuArD JAZZ OrCHESTRA holds
sway on Mondays

with a selection of drawings and prints,
explores these changes in attribution.
Through Jan. 7....%9"John Singelton
Copley in America,”’ seventy-five por-
traits of affluent Bostonians and New
Yorkers, done before the artist packed
up for London in 1775, Through Jan.
7....9"Goya in the Metropolitan Mu-
seum of Art" handsomely assembles all
of the museumn’s Goya holdings—long a
cornerstone of its collection. Most of the
works are prints, the medium in which
the artist expressed himself most boldly.
The final gallery offers a side-by-side
comparison of the two “Majas on a Bal-
cony'’s an unquestionably authentic
painting on loan from a private collec-
tor, and the Met's version, whose au-
thenticity has recently been challenged.
The Met's majas are looking rather wan.
Through Dec. 31.... 9 ‘""Pages of Per-
fection,”” Islamic art from the Russian
Academy of Sciences in St. Petersburg,
is remarkable not only for its rare early
examples of Muslim calligraphy (dating
as far back as the eighth century) but
also for a group of late, decadent minia-
tures that imitate Western painting.
Through Dec. 10. . .. 9 Trenchcoats, ep-
aulets, tartans, aviator glasses, khaki,
and many other elements of civilian
dress were recruited from the militaries
of the world. “*Swords Into Ploughshares,”
in the Costume Institute, offers a hun-
dred outfits and a host of visual links
between the wardrobes of the warrior
and leisure classes. Through Nov.
26....no1e: The museum’s roof garden
is open, when weather permits, until
Oct. 29. (Open Tuesdays through Sun-
days, 9:30 to 5:15, and Friday and Sat-
urday evenings until 8:45.)

Museum oF Mooern Art, 11 W, 53rd St.—
“Piet Mondrian: 1872-1944." which
comes to New York from The Hague,
via Washington, D.C., is a medium-
sized blockbuster, with a hundred and
sixty paintings and drawings, close to
half of them from the thirties and for-
ties. The MOMA installation has a few
exclusives: “Broadway Boogie Woogie
and the unfinished * Victory Boogie Woogie,"'
and a re—creation of the artist’s last studio,
at 15 E. 59th St. Through Jan, 23. ...
q “Alfred Stieglitz at Lake George,"’ ninety-
three photographs taken at Stieglitz's
upstate retreat, most of them from the
twenties and thirties. Through Jan. 2. ...
€ Uta Barth, Joseph Bartscherer, Ulrich
Girlich, and Eric Rondepierre have con-
tributed new photographs and site-

specific installations to ““New Photogra-

phy 11." Through Jan. 9....%9 “Light

Construction” examines, through mod-
els, large photographs, and drawings, the
concepts of transparency and translucency
in contemporary architecture, Through Jan.
2....9A small show of works from the
seventies to the present by the French Con-
ceptualist Annette Messager, who combines
photographed, painted, and drawn images
with found and constructed objects and text.
Through Jan. 16. (Open Saturdays through
Tuesdays, 11 to 6; Thursdays and Fridays,
noon to 8:30.)

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

“Claes Oldenburg: An Anthology'' features
more than two hundred of the Popster's hard
and soft sculptures, collages, and drawings
for existing large-scale projects and proposed
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colossal monuments. Through Jan. 21....
q “Joel-Peter Witkin,”" a mid-career retro-
spective of the photographer’s astonishing
and horrifying ceuvre. Through Jan. 14. (Open
sundays through Wednesdays, 10 to 6; Fri-
days and Saturdays, 10 to 8.)

GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM écHo. 575 Broadway—
Fluorescent-light sculptures from 1963 to
1987 by Dan Flavin. Through Nov. 30....
9 A survey of the conceptual photography of
Dieter Appelt, supplemented by sculptural
objects made by the artist for inclusion in
these images. Through Nov. 5. (Open Wed-
nesdays through Sundays, 11 to 6, and Sat-
urday evenings until 8.)

WHITNEY Museum oF AMERICaN ArT, Madison Ave.
at 75th St.—"Florine Stettheimer: Manhat-
tan Fantastica.” Through Nov. 5... 9A
show titled “Picassoid’’ examines, in the
works of American artists, the influence of
three phases of Picasso’s career: Cubism,
Classicism, and Surrealism. Through Dec.
10. (Open Wednesdays, and Fridays through
Sundays, 11 to 6; Thursdays, 1 to 8.)

AmMerican Museum oF MaturaL History, Central
Park W. at 79th St.—A hundred and forty
botanical watercolors, illustrations, engravings,
and liLhniraphs are on view: a third of them
are of orchids. Among the artists represented
are Pierre-Joseph Redouté, Margaret Mee, Mar-
ilena Pistoia, and Georg Dionys Ehret. . . .
€ The skeletons of some one hundred saur-
ischian and ornithischian dinesaurs have

§

Tvan C&mﬁaygﬁ at the School
of Visual Arts.

been cleaned and repositioned, and they're
waiting for you. (Open daily, 10 to 5:45, and
Friday and Saturday evenings until 8:45.)

Brookiyn Museum, Eastern Parkway—'"‘A Slice
of Schiaparelli: Surrealism in Fashion.'" Fifty
examples of the stylish inspirations of Elsa
Schiaparelli (1890-1973): evening gloves with
reptilian scales; a day suit with metallic
ladybugs, grasshoppers, and cockroaches
creeping across it; a hat of celluloid grapes;
and more. Starts Oct, 20, ., .9 “Leon Polk
Smith: American Painter,” a retrospective
of large geometrical abstractions, most of
them on oddly shaped canvases, by an
eighty-nine-year-old artist who was inspired
sixty years ago by his first sight of a Mon-
drian. Through Jan. 7. (Open Wednesdays
through Sundays, 10 to 5.)

e —
——

Dia Center For THE Arts, 548 W. 22nd St.—

“European Couples, and Others,”" a selec-
tion of the minimalist sculptor Dan Flavin's
work from 1964 to 1978, all drawn from Dia's
own collection. Thirty years ago, nothing
could match the simplicity and radicalism
of Flavin's reliance on a limited variety of
commercially available light fixtures and colors
to generate seemingly limitless variations;
today his art is a cornerstone of the institu-
tionalized avant-garde. These fluorescent-
light sculptures appear to extraordinary
advantage in Dia’s antiseptic space. Most
of them inhabitl corners after the manner of
Russian avant-garde works by the likes of
Malevich and Tatlin; their glow dematerial-
izes the plain geometry of the architecture,
rendering their surroundings sensuous and
atmospheric. ... 9 “Your Skin in This
Weather Bourne Eye—Threads & Swollen
Perfume’ is the laboriously poetic title of
Jessica Stockholder's rambling, ramshackle
installation, which utilizes (among many
other things) hot-pink carpet, lime-green
linoleum, purple milk crates, and a tumes-
cent heap of stuffed shirts. The artist has
cut out part of one wall to reveal storage
space, thereby incorporating the institu-
tional infrastructure in a way that is witly
yet predictable. Indeed, the calculated out-
rageousness begins to make Stockholder's
visual high jinks seem like assemblage in
more ways than one; surveying her wvast,
nutty pile, one picks out elements reminis-
cent of such diverse artists as Michael Asher,
Eva Hesse, Gordon Matta-Clark, Ellsworth
Eelly, and Judy Pfaff. ... 9 “Atlas,” Ger-
hard Richter's gargantuan, superbly enig-
matic collection of (mainly) photographs.
(Open Thursdays through Sundays, noon to 6.)

JEwisH Museum, Fifth Ave. at 92nd St.—'‘Rus-

sian Jewish Artists in a Century of Change,
1890-1990," a large exhibition of paintings,
sculptures, photographs, and graphic works
by fifty artists, including Eric Bulatov, Léon
Bakst, Marc Chagall, Ilya Kabokov, El Lis-
sitzky, and Komar & Melamid. Through
Jan. 28. (Open Sundays through Thursdays,
11 to 5:45, and Tuesday evenings until 8.)

Morean Lierary, 29 E. 36th St.—''Fantasy and

Reality: Drawings from the Sunny Crawford
von Bilow Collection.” This small, tightly
focussed collection was begun by the social-
ite who fell ill in 1980 under famously mys-
terious circumstances, and has been contin-
ued by her daughter Cosima. The forty-six
pieces on exhibit form a delightful sequence
of little masterworks from the eighteenth and
early nineteenth centuries, mostly by French
and Italian draftsmen. Among the standouts
are two Ingres pencil portraits, one of a boy
in a revolutionary bonnet, the other of a surly
young man in ill health; an ebullient red-
chalk ““Temple of Diana,’ by Watteau; and
a very amusing Nicolas Hilet watercolor,
‘Study of the Giraffe Given to Charles X by the
Viceroy of Egypt, 1827, depicting a then
world-famous beast (it prompted a craze for
irafferie in France) and its dozing Egyptian
eeper. Through Jan. 7....9 “From Jack-
son to Lincoln: Democracy and Dissent,” a
helping of Americana—including letters,
manuscripts, books, and drawings—from the
Gilder Lehrman Collection, Through Jan. 7.
(Open Tuesdays through Fridays, 10:30 to 5;
Saturdays, 10:30 to 6; Sundays, noon to 6.)

MNaTiomaL Acapemy oF Desien, Fifth Ave. at 89th

St.—"Edvard Munch and Harald Sohlberg:
Landscapes of the Mind." A feast of paint-
ings, drawings, and prints from the Norwe-
gian turn-of-the-century masters. Through
Jan. 14. (Open Tuesdays through Sundays,
11:30 to 5:30; Friday evenings until 8, with
no admission charge after 5.§

THe New Museum, 583 Broadway—'"‘Temporarily

Possessed,” an exhibit drawn from the
museum's semi-permanent collection (works
that are retained for ten to twenty years).
Among the artists are Dennis Adams; Ida
Applebroog, Bob Flanagan, Jenny Holzer,
Sherrie Levine, Nancy Spero, and Krzysztof
Wodiczko. Through Dec. 17. (Open Wednes-
days through Sundays, noon to 6, and Sat-
urday evenings until 8.)

GALLERIES—UPTOWN
(Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
Tuesdays through Saturdays, from around 10
or 11 to between 5 and 6)

MarceL BroooTHaers (1924-76)—'‘Section Publi-

cite,” the final chapter of the Belgian Concep-
tualist's "‘Musee d’Art Moderne; Département
des Aigles,’ a project that had been a major
preoccupation of his. This segment presents
two-dimensional images of ea.gk]:es, in photocol-
lages, slide projections, and vitrines. Through
Nov. 25. (Marian Goodman, 24 W. 57th St.
Open Mondays, ... 9 A show of the artist's
posters and books 1s at Gibson, 568 Broad-
way, through Nov, 11))

EmLen Ermineg (1905-91)—A show of works on

paper by a well-known illustrator of the for-
ties and fifties. Military themes are the fo-
cus, but it's a far ery from “The Naked and
the Dead’’; Etting lavishes affectionate, even
prurient attention on his men in uniform, many
of whom he depicts in various stages of dis-
habille. Through Dec. 31. (Stubbs Books &
Prints, 153 E. 70th St.)

Janer Fiss—Bravura paintings of glass objects in

domestic settings. Fish's superrealism, which
has become free and painterly, works espe-
cially well in the large canvases with hu-
man figures: a children's pool party, a din-
ner at home. Through Oct. 28. (Borgenicht,
724 Fifth Ave., at 57th St.)

MarisoL / ALToon SuLtan—The most famous fe-

male Pop sculptor with one name takes on the
0Old West: a fat cavalryman on his fat horse
sits malevolently in the middle of the gallery,
surrounded by cute, cuddly Indian chiefs with
big headdresses. For better or worse, the artist’s
wooden collage sculptures haven't changed
a jot in thirty years. / Cool, meticulous paint-
ings of farms in New El‘tgland, Through
Oct. 21. (Marlborough, 40 W. 57th St.)

Jane WiLson—Vivid landscapes, in oil, by a

New York-based artist. Through Nov, 11.
(Fischbach, 24 W. 57th St.)

"EarLy Monprian"—An extensive selection of the

artist's early paintings, drawings, and water-
colors, which reminds us how very Dutch he
was, There are Rembrandtesque (sort of) land-
scapes with windmills, interior scenes that
echo de Hooch, drawings of chrysanthemums
which have all the perfumed elegance of low-
land Baroque flower studies. The early geo-
metric compositions sprinkled here and there
shine with an incandescent purity that is muted
in the current MOMA exhibit by repetitive-
ness. Through Dec. 2. (Janis, 110 W. 57th St.)

"From Lert To RiGHT: SociaL REaLISM 1N GERMANY AND

Russia, Circa 1919-33"—A museum-quality ex-
hibit of prints, drawings, and posters which
sets works of social-realist art and propaganda
from Nazi Germany and Soviet Russia side
by side, to devastating effect. Although there
are some famous names here (Otto Dix, George
Grosz, and Kiithe Kollwitz), the forgotten poster
artists have the most powerful impact.
MNearly identical cartoons of the Western
powers being smashed—in one case by Na-
zism, in the other by Communism—iform a
damning indictment of both those isms,
Through Nov. 4. (St. Etienne, 24 W. 57th St.)

"Rererencing Mornprian No. |"—Paintings from

the thirties and forties by Ilya Bolotowsky,
Burgoyne Diller, Fritz Glarner, Harry Holtz-
man, and Charmion von Wiegand. Through
Nov. 18. (Washburn, 20 W, 57th SL.)

SHorT List—James LEE Brars, Werner, 21 E,

67th St. Open Mondays; through Oct.
21. ... Lestey piL, George Adams, 50 W, 57th
St. Through Oct. 28, . . . HELEN FRANKENTHALER,
Knoedler, 19 E. 70th St. Through Nov.
4, ..pbuncan HannaH, De Nagy, 41 W. 57th

St. Through Nov. 11....GRACE KNOWLTON,
Hirschl & Adler Modern, 21 E. 70th St
Through Nov. 4. . . . ANNETTE LEMIEUX, McKee,

745 Fifth Ave., at 57th St. Through Nov.
16. . . . pa LorentzEN, Babcock, 724 Fifth Ave,,
at 57th St. Through Nov. 11, . .. CHRISTOPHER
Lucas, Baldacci, 41 E. 57th St. Through
Nov, 11. ... JoHN marin, Kennedy, 730 Fifth
Ave, at 57th St, Through Nov. 4. ... FaiTH
ringeoLp, ACA, 41 E, 57th St. Through Nov.
4. ... STEPHEN WESTFALL and ALEXANDER LIBERMAN,
Emmerich, 41 E. 57th 5t. Through Nov. 4
and Oct. 28, respectively.

JAMES VICTORE



ATTENTION

Bouncers and Security Personnel

Lately, there have been reports of people gaining free entry
to cultural events by posing as professional photographers.
Capitalizing on the common knowledge that many professionals
use the Olympus’ Infinity Stylus Zoom as their personal
snapshot camera, these gate-crashers merely flash their
Stylus Zoom at Security and walk in boldly without paying.
It is a sleazy scheme, and it has already cost venues and
events around the country untold amounts of money.
Olympus America Inc. does not condone these activities and
we urge Security personnel to seek proof of professional
status — merely carrying a Stylus Zoom does not confer
professional status. The only reason professionals are so
attached to the Stylus Zoom in the first place is because
it’s simple to use, takes great snapshots and looks stylish.
And remember, real professionals use the Stylus Zoom
for their personal snapshots -
on the job they usually carry
a telltale bag of cumbersome
equipment. Use common

sense and STOP THIS
EPIDEMIC BEFORE IT
GOES ANY FURTHER!

® WHAT TO LOOK OUT FOR!

The Infinity Stylus Zoom:

. 35-70mm Zoom, weatherproof, precise autofocus,

How the Bfg Shots take Snapshots thed 5 automatic flash modes including red-eye reduction.

21885 Olympus America Inc In USA call 1.800.6CAMERA or write Olympus America Inc. 2 Corporate Center Drve, Mehalle, NY 11747 In Canada: Carsen Group, Ine, Toronto. Intemet: hittp-/Awww.olympusamenca.com
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GALLERIES—DOWNTOWN

Kiki Smith—A mighty impressive show, There
are several body images—both human and
animal, in wax, bronze, pewler, paper, and
fibreglass—and some nonfigurative pieces
as well. ““Ice Man,”” an eight-foot-tall male form
in translucent fibreglass, looms like an an-
gel, high on the back wall. Twenty-seven cast-
bronze sculptures of dead crows litter the floor,
telling & story that fascinates us even though
we don't know quite what it is. Through
Oct. 21. (Pace Wildenstein, 142 Greene 5t.)

Curis Witoer—"'Chill Out,”" a multimedia in-
stallation by a young Los Angeles artist,
consisting of aluminum-foil wallpaper, silver
“paintings’’ made of Mylar and other mate-
rials, turquoise synthetic carpet, a fluffy white
throw pillow, and scattered books.
Ambient music contributes to the
spacey lounge atmosphere. Through
Oct. 21. (Merians, 76 Greene St )

"Piercen Hearts anp True Love: A Cen-
Tury ofF Drawings For Tatroos"—In
addition to hundreds of contem-
porary drawings and historical flash,
this show offers acetate stencils,
photographs, tattoo-parlor signs,
tools, and paraphernalia. Among
the artists represented are Sailor
Jerry Collins, Horiyveshi I, Stoney
St. Clair, Dainty Dotty, and Char-
lie Malta. Through Nov. 11. (The
Drawing Center, 35 Wooster St.
Open Wednesday evenings until 8.)

"Raw"—Paintings, drawings, and
sculpture executed in casual or
slapdash ways, by Polly Apfelbaum,
David Diao, Sean Landers, Paul
McCarthy, and others, Through Nov.
11. (Postmasters, 80 Greene 5t.)

"Women oW THE YEree (FLuxus amMD
Mot)"—A rumination on the rea-
sons that recent examples of the
sixties anti-movement are consid-
ered just Fluxus, and nol neo- or
post-, through works by Alison
Knowles, Carolee Schneeman, Yoko
Ono, Yayoi Kusama, Rona Pon-
dick, and others, Through Oct. 21.
{(Wimmer, 560 Broadway.)

SHort List—cHuck acro, Thorp, 103
Prince 5t. Through Nov. 11....
KeITH covenTry, Marcus, 578 Broad-
way. Through Nov, 4., .. ann craven, Wittels,
580 Broadway. Through Nov, 11.. .. Nassos
papHNis, Castelli, 420 West Iimadwa}'; also
at Zarre, 48 Greene 5t. Through Nov. 4
DREW DGMJNICK Freire, 580 Broadway. Thmugh
Nov. 11. MICHAEL FLANAGAN, P P.O W, 532
Emadwu} Thmugh Nov. 11. . .. ROBERT GUIL-
Lot, Shainman, 560 Emadway, Thruugh Nov.
11. ... GLENN Ligon, Protetch, 560 Broadway.
Through Nov. 4....srice marpen, Marks,
522 W, 22nd St. Open Thursdays through
Sundays, noon to 6; through Jan. 14.. ..
cATHERINE MURPHY, Lennon, Weinberg, 560 Broad-
way, Through Nov. 11. . . . BarrY RATOFF, Mor-
ris Healy, 530 W_ 22nd St. Open Wednes-
days through Sundays, 11 to 6; through Nov
8. ... RrOBERT sMITHSON, Markey, 55 Vandam
St. Through Nov. 4,

OTHER VENUES

Ivan CHermaverr—Work by a graphic artist whose
repertoire also includes collage, sculpture,
children’s books, and wonderfully ornate an-
nual reports, Through Oct. 20. (School of
Visual Arts, 209 E. 23rd 5t)

PHOTOGRAPHY

Eucene Atcer (1857-1927) and WaLker Evans
(1903-75)—A dry, intermittently compelling
exhibit of fifty works, with several very fine
juxtapositions, The selection—of a few inte-
riors and public sculptures, and many ar-
chitectural studies and street scenes—sulffers
from a lack of variety, especially in the Atgets.
But there is plenty of evidence of both art-
ists’ devotion to documentation, clarity, and
directness. Through Nov. 25. (Zabriskie, 724
Fifth Ave_, at 57th St)

BiL Burke—Black-and-white Polaroids, processed
on the spot and often damaged by poor
conditions, taken during trips to Vietnam,
Cambodia, and Thailand. Through Nov. 4.
(Gallery 292, 120 Wooster St.)

Imocen CunniNgHAM (1883-1976)—A survey of
her long, prolific career, including portraits,
figures, landscapes, cityscapes, and flowers.
Through Nov. 4. (Greenberg, 120 Wooster St.)

SatLy Mann—Recent photographs of the artist’s
family, in which the rural Virginia landscape
assumes a prominent role, Through Nov. 4.
(Houk Friedman, 851 Madison Ave., at 70th St.)

RicHarp MisracH / HaroLp Epgerton (1903-90)—
In the latest series from his desert explorations,
Misrach looks up into the sky and comes
away with expansive—sometimes riveling—

Atlantic Morning,” by Jane Wilson (Fischbach).

fields of color. /'"Acts of Destruction,’"' the
fascinating effects of arrows, bullets, hammers,
and explosions on innocent balloons, play-
ing cards, and telephone books. Both shows
through Oct. 21. (Danziger, 130 Prince 5t.)

TiNa MopoTtTi (1896-1942)—Street photographs,
still-lifes with puppets, and other works made
in Mexico between 1923 and 1929, which
reveal a unique marriage of political con-
sciousness and formalist aesthetics. Through
Nov. 4. (Throckmorton, 153 E. 61st 5t.)

“"Ur/Down: Yariep Yiewroints"—The subject from
above or below, by Kertész, Coburn, Strand,
Abbott, Kuniyoshi, Callahan, and others.
Through Nov. 30. (Seagram Building, 375
Park Ave., at 52nd St., fourth floor. Open
Mondays; closed Saturdays.)

InternaTiONAL CENTER OF PHOTOGRAPHY, 1130 Fifth
Ave_ at 94th 5t —"'Feeling the Spirit: Search-
ing the World for the People of Africa,”
twenty years of photographs by Times stafi
photographer Chester Higgins, Jr. Through
Jan. B, ... 9 Street and prison scenes and
images of violence in Bogota, Colombia, by
Bastienne Schmidt. Through Jan, 8. (Open
daily, except Mondays, 11 to 6, and Tues-
day evenings until 8.)

InterMaTIONAL CENTER OF PHOTOGRAPHY MIDTOWN,
Sixth Ave. at 43rd St—'‘The Garden of
Earthly Delights: Photographs by Edward
Weston and Robert Mapplethorpe.’” Still-
lifes, nudes, and portraits, hung side by
side in comparative groupings. Through Nov.
26. (Open daily, except Mondays, 11 to 6,
and Tuesday evenings until 8.)

(See the museum listings for photography ex-
hibitions at the Museum of Modern Art and
the Guggenherm Museum,)

CLASSICAL MUSIC

(The box-office number for Avery Fisher Hall
t5 875-5030; for Carnegie Hall and Weill Re-
cital Hall, 247-7800; and for the Miller The-
atre, Broadway at 116th 5t., 854-7790,)

OPERA

MetropoLiTan Opera—carmen, with Denyee Graves,
Barbara Frittoli, Richard Margison, and Sergei
Leiferkus; conducted by John Fiore. (Oct.
18 at 8 and Oect. 21 at 1.)...DON GIOVANNI,
with Carolyn James, Carol Vaness, Hei-Kyung
Hong, Frank Lopardo, Thomas Hampson, and
John Cheel; Daniel Beckwith, (Oct. 19at 8) . . .
With Sharon Sweet instead of Ms. James, (Oct.

21 and Oct. 24 at B) ... apa, with

Nina Rautio, Dolora Zajick, Kristjan

Johannsson, and Timothy Noble;

Christian Badea. (Oct. 20 at 8) .

With Andrea Gruber, Ms, Zajll:k

Michael Sylvester, and Mr, Noble!

Mr. Badea. (Oct. 23 at 7:30.) {Met—

ropolitan Opera House. 362-6000.)

Mew York City Orera—Opening per-

formances of the first American pro-

duction of wnkakusn, with music by

Toshire Mayuzumi and libretto by

Claus Henneberg (after Mishima's

novel “The Temple of the Golden

Pavilion.” (Oct. 19 and Oct. 24 at

8.)...La poHEmE. (Oct. 20 at 8) ...

carmeN. (Oct. 21 at 1:30)) . .. TURAN-
pot. (Oct. 21 at E? . THE MAGIC FLUTE,
performed in Eng sh. (Oct. 22 at 1: Sﬁg
New York State Theatrﬁ 870-5570
mato Opera Company—Presenting
the opening performances of its pro-
duction of “Don Giovanni” (Amato

Opera Theatre, 319 Bowery, at 2nd

St. 228-8200. Oct. 21 at 7:30 and

Oct. 22 at 2:30. Through Nov. 19.)

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

Mew York PHiLHaRmONIC—AL Avery

Fisher Hall. Oct. 19-21 at B: John

Mauceri conducts music for the concert

stage and for the big screen—and there

will be a big screen over the stage—
by Miklos Rozsa and Erich Wolfgang

Korngold, two Central European émi-

gres who found success in Hollywood
The concert works—Korngold's “Symphonic
Serenade’” and Rozsa's “Theme, Variations and
Finale''—share the bill with excerpts from
notable motion-picture scores, during which
film sequences will be screened: the *“‘Archery
Contest’” and “‘Sword Fight Finale' from *The
Adventures of Robin Hood" (Warner Bros,,
1938, with a swashbuckling score by Korn-
gold); the “Great Waltz"" from ‘‘Madame Bo-
vary'' (M-G-M, 1949, with music by Rozsa);
and three sequences from “‘Ben-Hur'' (M-G-M,
1959, sel to another Rozsa score). ... NOTE:
Pre—cnncert lectures begin each night at 7.

JuitLiaro OrcHesTRA—Gerard Schwarz conducts
David Diamond’s Symphony No. 1 and ““The
Enormous Room,”” Janacek's Sinfonietta, and
Prokofiev's Sinfonia Concertante (with cellist
Ani Aznavoorian), (Avery Fisher Hall. Oct.
18 at 8.)

Boston SymeHoNy—35Seiji Ozawa conducts Tip-
pett’s “The Rose Lake,"” Sibelius's Violin
Concerto (with Leila Josefowicz), and a suite
from Prokofiev's “Romeo and Juliet.” (Car-
negie Hall, Oct, 18-19 at 8.)

OrcHesTRE SYmpHONIGUE DE MonTREAL—AL Carnegie
Hall, Charles Dutoit conducting. Oct. 21 at 8:
Berlioz’s ““Les Franes Juges'' Overture, Saint-
Saéns’ Piano Concerto No. 2 (with Yefim
Bronfman), Chausson’s Symphony in B-Flat
Major, and Ravel's "“Rapsodie Espagnole.’ . . .
€ Oct. 22 at 3: Berlioz's *'King Lear” Over-
ture, Beethoven's Piano Concerto No. 4 (with
Louis Lortie), Martin’s Symphony No. 5,
and Enesco's “‘Romanian Rhapsody No. 1. i

RicHarp Tucker Gara—The annual showcase of
vocal talent turns the spotlight on this year's
Tucker Award recipient, tenor Paul Groves, as
well as on sopranos Hildegard Behrens, Renee
Fleming, Denyce Graves, and Carol Vaness;
mezzo-soprano Dolora Zajick; tenor Kristjan
Johansson; and baritones Dmitri Hvorostovsky



The Portugieser minute
repeater from IWC.
A striking timepiece — in

every sense of the word.

IWC

$ 75,000.— yellow or rose gold with leather strap
$ 85,000.— platinum with leather strap

As a connoisseur with a keen eye for out-
standing examples of watchmaking, you've
probably always been fascinated by the
pocket watch-sized Portugieser. Created by
special request for the Portuguese market in
the 1940s, it was reissued in a limited edition
to mark our 125th anniversary in 1993.

Now, perhaps, it’s time you lent an ear to the
latest news from Schaffhausen. Because the
new Portugieser minute repeater tells you
the time acoustically, whenever you wish, in
hours, quarters and minutes on two finely
tuned gongs: a feat only made possible by
one of the most complex mechanisms ever
devised in the history of watchmaking.

If this all sounds like music to your ears, the
Portugieser is no less of a feast for the eyes.
Finished in platinum or 18 K rose or yellow
gold, it has a sapphire glass back through
which can be seen the hand-wound 95290
calibre movement and the unique serial
number, engraved on the case.

Which is just as well, because the Portugie-
ser minute repeater will be available in a
(very) limited edition of just 50 pieces in
platinum and 250 each in yellow and rose
gold. And that, it strikes us, is the best way
of ensuring that this truly unusual timepiece
loses none of its exclusiveness in the years to
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For complete catalog please call (800) 432-9330
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and Sherrill Milnes (among others). Steven
Mercurio conducts members of the Metropoli-
tan Opera Orchestra and the New York Cho-
ral Society. (Avery Fisher Hall. Oct. 22 at 6.)

JupiTer SympHONY—]ens Nygaard conducts Mo-
zart’s Symphony No. 36 (the “Linz’") and
G-Major Piano Concerto (K. 453, with
Claude Frank). (Good Shepherd Presbyte-
rian Church, 152 W. 66th St. Oct, 23 at 2
and 7 and Oct, 24 at & For information
about tickets, call 799-1259.)

RECITALS

51, Luke's Crameer EnsemBLe—Performing Mozart's
Clarinet Quintet, Dohnédnyi's C-Major Serenade
for String Trio, and Stravinsky's “L'Histoire
du Seldat’ (with actor Anthony Heald nar-
rating). (Weill Recital Hall. Oct. 18 at 8.)

TruLs Merk—Cellist, with pramst Artur Pizzaro,
performing works by Shostakovich, Brahms,
and others. (92nd Street ¥V, Lexington Ave.
at 92nd St. 996-1100. Oct. 22 at 3.)

Kent Teirte—The organist performs works by
Buxtehude, Bach (his C-Minor Passacaglia
and Fugue), Reger, Liszt, Messiaen, Dupré,
and Franck (his Chorale No. 2). (Church of
St. Ignatius Loyola, Park Ave. at 84th 5t
288-2520. Oct. 18 at 8.)

CHameer Music Society of Lincoun Center—In
the opening concerls of its twenty-seventh
season, the society presents Vivaldi's A-Minor
Concerto for Two Violins (Op. 3, No. 8), Mo-
zart's C-Major String Quintet, Corigliano’s
“Soliloquy” for clarinet and strings, and
Mendelssohn's Octet. (Alice Tully Hall. 875-
5050. Oct. 20 at 8 and Oct. 22 at 5.)

CuristopHer TavLor—This pianist made head-
lines two summers ago by becoming the first
American to win a medal at the Van Cliburn
International Piano Competition, in Fort Worth,
since 1981 (when contestants from the United
States swept the top five spots). He took third
place, but what was extraordinary about his
achievement was that he performed works
that are widely considered competition anath-
ema—DBach’s "Goldberg"” Variations (too
long), a section of Messiaen's “Vingt Regards
sur I'Enfant Jesus"” (too unfamiliar), and
Boulez's Sonata No. 2 (way, way too mod-
ernist). In this “four Bs" concert, he performs
the Boulez work (one of the most notoriously
difficult keyboard pieces written since the Sec-
ond World War) as well as Bach’s D-Minor
Chaconne (arranged by Brahms for the left
hand all:rn(g and Beethoven's C-Minor So-
nata (Op. 111). (Miller Theatre. Oct. 19 at 8.)

New York PHiLomusica—The ensemble offers
Beethoven's C-Major Cello Sonata (Op. 102,
MNo. 1) and piano quartets by Turina and
Brahms (in C Minor). (Merkin Concert Hall,
129 W. 67th St. 362-8719. Oct. 19 at 8.)

BorrowmEeo STrinGg Quarter—The foursome plays
Schubert’s G-Major Quartet (D. 887) and
C-Major String Quintet (with cellist Peter
Wiley). (Weill Recital Hall. Oct. 20 at 8.)

Anme-Lise BErnTSEN—Soprano, in a program of
songs by the Norwegian composers Johan Kvan-
dal and Lasse Thoresen, as well as several
by Mahler and Mussorgsky; with pianist
Pamela Pyle. (National Academy of Design,
Fifth Ave. at 89th St. 369-4880. Oct. 20 at 8))

IsLanp Sunpay—Mordechai Rechtman conducts
his arrangement for large chamber ensemble
of Brahms's A-Major Serenade. (Le Refuge
Inn, 620 City Island Ave., City Island, the
Bronx, 1-718 885-2478, Oct, 22 at noon.)

Saton Soirées—Violist Ori Kam and pianist
Liran Avni play Brahms's two viola sonatas,
(Hotel Wales, Madison Ave. at 92nd St. Oct.
22 at 6 and 8. No tickets necessary.)

AmericaN SymeHONY OrcHEsTRA CHAMBER PLAYERS —
In performances of music by Mendelssohn,
Ernst Bloch, and James Rothstein, members
of the orchestra explore Jewish musical life
under the Third Reich. (Merkin Concert
Hall. Oct. 22 at 7.)

GuiLLermo Ficueroa—The principal viohnist of the
Orpheus Chamber Orchestra surveys the vio-
lin music of Bartok: his Solo Vielin Sonata and
his two Sonatas for Vielin and Piano (with
Eobert Koenig assisting). (Miller Theatre.
Oct. 22 at 7:30. ... note: At 6:45, Mr. Figue-
roa and Peter Bartok, the composer's son,
will speak about the works on the program.)

Feuiciry Lotr, AN MugraY, AHD GRAHAM JOHNSON—
Johnson, the English *“‘collaborative pianist'
whose cncyclupcgic reperioire has shaped the
Songmaker's Almanac (a model vocal-chamber-
music ensemble) mans the keyboard for this
duo recital by two longtime Almanac constitu-
ents. Lott exudes good humor, generosity, and
a sense of grateful bemusement at her tremen-
dous popularity, Murray's dusky mezzo 1s the
pertect foil for Lott’s pure, more mature soprano,
and her wry sarcasm, intensified by a no-
nonsense Dublin accent, gives it grit. Their
pmiram, with luscious duets by Mendelssohn,
Brahms, and the French melodistes, looks stan-
dard enough, but these two leaven their recitals
with heaping spoonfuls of risibility; in Rossin’s
famous “'Comic Duet for Two Cats,”” you can
expect them to come off as a musical Lucy
and Ethel. (Alice Tully Hall. Oct. 23 at 7.)

St. Lawrence String Quarter—The Canadian
ensemble performs Mozart’s ““Hunt" Quar-
tet (K. 458), Fauré's *'La Bonne Chanson'' (with
baritone Russell Braun and pianist Carolyn
Maule), and Schumann's Quartet No. 1.
QNalter Reade Theatre, Lincoln Center, 165

M. 65th St plaza level. Oct. 23 at 7. For
information about tickets, call 875-5050))

Maurizio PorLuin—In the third installment of his
seven-concert traversal of Beethoven's piano
sonatas, the pianist performs the Sonatas in
B-Flat Major (Op, 22), A-Flat Major (Op.
26), E-Flat Major (Op. 27, No. 1), C-Sharp
Minor (Op. 27, No. 2, the “Moonlight'),
and D Major (Op. 28). (Camegie Hall. Oct. 23
at 7:30. The series then recesses until March.)

Sarute To Bermio—Soprano Christine Schade-
berg and members of the Musicians’ Accord
contemporary-music ensemble celebrate
Luciano Berio's seventieth birthday—to the
day—with a program that includes his
“Quattro Canzoni Populari,”’ “Opus Number
Zoo" “"Circles,”” and two of the Sequenzas
(one for flute, the other for oboe). (Miller
Theatre. Oct. 24 at &)

Eueenia Zukerman anp ANTHONY Mewman—The
flutist and the harpsichordist present an
evening of music and readings from the
late Barogue era, (New York Public Library,
Fifth Ave. at 42nd St. 930-0571. Oct. 24 at 6.)

Keatsiana, at the Grolier Club.

ABOVE AND BEYOND

FLep Is THat Music—The Grolier Club cel-
ebrates the two-hundredth anmiversary of
the birth of John Keats (on Halloween,
1795) with an exhibition of his letters, fair
copies of his poems, illustrated first edi-
tions, and such heartrending personal effects
as a lock of his hair, an 1816 life mask, and
a pen-and-ink portrait of the sleeping poet
drawn by his friend John Severn during the
bedside deathwatch in Rome (scrawled along
the bottom: ‘‘a deadly sweat was on him all
this night’"). The letters are full of nineteenth-
century devices: in one, to his brothers, Keats
wrote in two overlapping directions (twice
as much writing for the same postage), in
another, to his sister-in-law, he included a
twenty-one-line poem whose initial letters
spell out “Georgiana Augusta Keats." (47
E. 60th St. Through Nov. 22))

Granp MarcH of THE DacHsHunps—The Dachs-
hund Friendship Club invites all wiener
dogs and their friends to march around the
fountain in Washington Square Park this
Saturday, Oct. 21, at noon, The highlight of
the annual event comes when the assembled
dogs—last year, almost a thousand—are
hoisted toward the arch on the arms of their
cheering human companions. For more in-
formation, call Adrian Milton at 475-5512.

PeorLe WarcHing—City Lore (a.k.a. the New
York Center for Urban Folk Culture) waill
induct seven New Yorkers into the People's
Hall of Fame on Wednesday. The induct-
ees, most of whom will perform at the cer-
emonies, include Morris Adler and Zypora
Spaisman, of the Yiddish Folkbiene Play-
house, Virginia Hall, who leads quilting
circles in Bedford-Stuyvesant; Louis Mofsie,
the director of the Thunderbird American
Indian Dancers; Armando Sanchez, bandleader
and master of son, Lthe Cuban forerunner of
salsa; Mark D. Moss, the director of the
folk-music magazine Sing Cut!; and Tony
Spina, the proprietor of Tannen's, the world's
largest magic shop. (Great Hall, Cooper
Union, Third Ave, at 7th St, Oct. 18 at 6.
For more information, call 529-1955.)

Reapines—Oct. 19 al 6:30; Colum McCann reads
from his first novel, “Songdogs." (Glucks-
man Ireland House, New York University,
1 Washington Mews, 998-3950) ... 9 Oct.
20 at T7: Short-story writer Pam Houston will
read from her work. (West Side ¥, 5 W.
63rd 5i. Tickets at the door on the evening
of the reading.) . .. 9 Oct. 22 at 3: Poets Kurt
Brown, Laure-Anne Bosselaar, Grace Schul-
man, and Brooks Haxton read from their work.
{(Civie Center Synagogue, 49 White St. Tick-
ets at the door on the afternoon of the
reading.) . .. 9 Oct. 23 at & Carlos Fuentes
reads from his most recent novel, “‘Diana:
The Goddess Who Hunts Alone"’ (92nd Street
Y, Lexington Awve. at 92nd St. 996-1100.)

Tarks—Oct. 18 at 6: Librarian Alison Ryley
plucks cookbooks from the shelves of the
New York Public Library's culinary collec-
tion, (Fifth Ave. at 42nd St. For reserva-
tions, call the Culinary Historians of New
York, at 1-203 629-4653)...9 Oct. 19
at 6:15: Landscape designer Julie Moir
Messervy shows slides of private gardens
and public parks designed for solitude and
contemplation. (Horticultural Society of New
York, 128 W. 58th St. For more informa-
tion, call 1-718 817-8747.)...9 OcL. 21 at
7: At "Dagoes, Reds, and Aliens,”" atlorney
Robert Meeropol and novelist Anthony
Valerio, with activists Ruben Quiroz and
Gil Fagiani, among others, mark the sevenuy-
fifth anniversary of the arrest of Sacco and
Vanzetti. (Fashion Industries High School,
225 W. 24th St For more information, call
Juliet Ucelli at 643-8490.)

Tour—Oct. 22 at 3:30: Howard Goldberg of
Adventures on a Shoestring distributes cake
and sings “Happy Birthday"' to the George
Washington Bridge in his annual tour of the
fourteen-lane vehicular span that Le Corbusier
called “‘the only seat of grace in the disordered
city.” For more information, call 265-2663.
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INTIMATE SETTING
ADMIRING FRIENDS
CELEBRATING A
GENERATION OF SONG

AVAILABLE IN STORES
SEPTEMBER 26TH
TO ORDER DIRECT CALL

1 800 745 4477

“RING THEM BELLS”

JOAN BAEZ WITH
SPECIAL GUESTS

——
T

MARY BLACK
MARY CHAPIN CARPENTER
MIMI FARINA
TisH HINOJOSA
INDIGO GIRLS
JANIS TAN
KATE & ANNA MCGARRIGLE
DAR WILLIAMS

OUR MUSIC IS YOUR MUSIC

THE MOVIES

FILMS OPENING THIS WEEK

Ger SHorTy—Barry Sonnenfeld's film version
of Elmore Leonard's 1990 novel, with John
Travolta, Gene Hackman, Rene Russo, and
Danny DeVito. (Reviewed this week in The
Current Cinema.) Opening October 20. (34th
Street Showplace, Baronet, Orpheum VII,
Bdth Street Sixplex, and Criterion Cenler.)

MaLLraTs—A comedy written and directed by
Kevin Smith (“‘Clerks™), about teen-agers
in New Jersey. With Shannen Doherty, Jer-
emy London, and Jason Lee. Opening Octo-
ber 20. (Village Theatre VII, First & 62nd
Cinemas, 23rd St. West Triplex, and 84th
Street Sixplex.)

Les MiséraBLEs—Jean-Paul Belmonde stars in
Claude Lelouch’s adaptation of Victor Hugo's
1862 novel, updated to the Nazi occupation
of France. In French. Opening October 20.
(Lincoln Square.)

Mever TaLk 10 StRangers—A criminal psycholo-
gist (Rebecca De Mornay) assigned to inves-
tigate a series of murders falls in love with
a mysterious stranger (Antonio Banderas), in
a thnller directed by Peter Hall, With Den-
nis Miller, Harry Dean Stanton, and Len
Cariou. Dpimnf., October 20. (Mowe]q nd 8th
Street Triplex, First & 62nd Cinemas, Park
& 86th Street Cinemas, Chelsea Ciﬂf.'mﬂ!-i,
E4th Street Sixplex, and Criterion Center.,)

Now anp THen—Four young girls (Christina
Ricei, Thora Birch, Gaby Hoffmann, and
Pnﬂ"liﬂﬁh Aston ‘wlmrt) spend an eventful
summer together in 1970, then help each
other as adults (Rosie ﬂ‘Dﬂnnnl], Melanie
Griffith, Demi Moore, and Rita Wilson) two
decades later, in a comedy directed by Lesli
Linka Glatter and written by L. Marlene
King. Opening October 20. (Village East Cin-
emas, 19th Street East 6, Murray Hill Cin-
emas, Gotham Cinema, Orpheum VII, 84th
Street Sixplex, and Criterion Center.)

Tatk—An Australian day-in-the-life drama
directed by Susan Lambert, about two friends
and co-workers (Angie Milliken and Victoria
Longley) who are envious of each other's
lives. Written by Jan Cornall. Opening Oc-
tober 20. (Quad Cinema.)

CURRENT FILMS§

(The signed notes are by Bruce Diones, Sarah
Kerr, Anthony Lane, and Terrence Rafferty. If
a mouvie has been reviewed in The Current Cin-
ema, the date of its review is proen. Theatre in-
ﬁl?‘mvt!cm is listed on page 31 )

THe AppicTion—Abel Ferrara has made some
interestingly lousy movies (“‘King of New
York' “‘Bad Lieutenant™); this one is just
plain lousy. Another black-and-white vam-
pire film with a female bloodsucker (Lili
Taylor—wasted, in more ways than one), il
wants Lo be a sombre thesis on the banality
of evil, and brings in My Lai, Nazi atroci-
ties, and junkie night life to illustrate its
points, The dialogue, filled with academic
buzzwords and solemn proclamations, 15 too
staid and dreary to be laughable. The ac-
tors, including Annabella Sciorra and Chris-
topher Walken, are posed beautifully for
maximum noir effect, in lacy shadows and
dark alleys (the picture was shot in the
neighborhood of New York University), but

the blood has been drained out of their
performances —B.D. (Angelika Film Center
and Eastside Playhouse.)

Assassins—What made Richard Donner's “'Le-

thal Weapon' movies so enjoyable was the
over-the-top hysteria of the action scenes.
Here Donner goes for a more subdued, ar-
tistic pitch, and though the film is well
crafted it's a rather drab thriller. Sylvester
Stallone plays a hit man who wants to retire
(he brooeds nicely), Antonio Banderas is his
up-and-coming rival, and Julianne Moore
15 a surveillance expert who loves her cal
and spies on her neighbors, The plot con-
cerns a computer disk that she is selling,
but it's just an excuse for everyone to pick
up guns and start shooting. (Since this is an
art film, silencers are used most of the
time.) A cool languor develops between Stal-
lone and Moore, and Banderas gives a cack-
ling, exuberant performance, but the glum,
pensive mood never lifts—B.D. (Village
East Cinemas, 19th Street East 6, 34th
Street Showplace, Gemini, Orpheum VII,
84th Street Sixplex, and Criterion Center.)

Auvcustin—An intriguing if rather clinical

French comedy. Jean-Chretien Sibertin-Blanc
plays the title character, a Portuguese-French
clerk who catalogues brain deaths for an
insurance company and acts in his spare
time (his biggest roles to date have been in
an insecticide commercial and a wretched-
sounding play called “‘Better Of Deaf”).
Augustin is perfectly functional but wvirtu-
ally autistic in his misreading of the emo-
tional tenor of every situation he gets into:
he laughs when he should be serious and
gives a hilariously dry, affectless audition
for the role of an enraged cuckold. Stripped
of all sentimentality, he’s a modern clown—
never aware, not even for a moment, of his
loneliness. Written and directed by Anne
Fontaine. In French.—S.K. (Lincoln Plaza
Cinemas.

Brack Is . %mcu An't—The late Marlon Riggs's

final ducumemar}, about African-American
identity, includes mterviews with Cornel West,
Angela Davis, Bell Hooks, and Bill T, Jones.
(Film Forum 1; through Oct, 24.)

BLue v THE FACE—IIane} Keitel reprises his

role from *‘Smoke,’’ as the owner of a Brook-
lyn cigar store, in a comedy directed by
Wayne Wang and Paul Auster, with an en-
semble cast that includes Michael J. Fox, Jim
Jarmusch, Madonna, Lou Reed, Roseanne,
and Lily Tomlin. (Reviewed this week in
The Current Cinema.) (Angelika Film Cen-
ter, Sutton, and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)

Crockers—The new Spike Lee picture is

adapted from the 1992 thriller by Richard
Price (the two collaborated on the screen-
play), but thrills are low on the agenda of
this nervy, knowing tale. The clockers of the
title—low-grade crack dealers who work the
Brooklyn projects at all hours—belong to
the only successful business in the neigh-
borhood. Harvey Keitel plays a tired racist
cop, and newcomer Mekhi Phifer a black kid
suspected of murder, but neither of them is
used as a star: instead Lee has built an
ensemble piece to bring a small world onto
the screen. Though he sull can’t resist a
fancy visual trick from time to time, *‘Clock-
ers’’ is, in its compound of the jaunty and the
depressing, his ripest work to date.—A.L.
(9/18/95) (Manhattan Twin, Park & 86th Street
Cinemas, Art Greenwich Twm Chelsea Cin-
emas, 62nd & Broadway, Metro Cinema,
and National Twin.)

Deap Presipents—Albert and Allen Hughes's

first film, “Menace II Society,”” was an ex-
citing blast of ghetto life, loaded with edgy
humer that masked a deeper, more thought-
ful despair. Their new picture—aboul a
young black man's journey from the Bronx
to Vietnam and back again—is an ambi-
tious misfire. In the early scenes, which
introduce the main character (Larenz Tate)
and his friends and family, the Hugheses
find a natural humor and a soulful rhythm
Then the friends ship off to Vietnam, are
hardened by the insanity they live through
there, return to an America that offers them
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little opportunity, and turn to crime. Al-
though the movie is disjointed, the film-
makers pull off some bravura sequences
(the armored-car robbery at the end is spec-
tacular), and they know how to get a scene
moving and build on 1t with a Scorsese-like
sweep. Tate, Keith David, and Bokeem Wood-
bine put a great deal of heart into their
performances, but because the characters
are little more than types, the film turns
into one more indict-the-sysitem polemic
with little emotional pull.—B.D. (Village
East Cinemas, Murray Hill Cinemas, Sut-
ton, Orpheum VII, Chelsea Cinemas, 84th
Street Sixplex, Embassy 1, and Embassy 2 )

Linda Fiorentino and David Caruso in “Jade.”

DeviL in A BLue Dress—Denzel Washington plays

Easy Rawlins, the here of Walter Mosley's
popular detective novels. The action takes
place in 1948; Easy, an unemployed veteran,
reluctantly agrees to help a shady-looking
white man (Tom Sizemore) locate a woman
who may be lying low in one of L.A.'s black
neighborhoods. The movie, written and di-
rected by Carl Franklin (*‘One False Move'),
is the most enjoyable private-eye film in a
long time: a modest, skillful, unfussy genre
piece that tells an exciting story and lets its
more seripus concerns remain just below the
surface. Also with Jennifer Beals and Don
Cheadle (who does a virtuoso comic turn as
Easy's homicidal sidekick, Mouse).—T.R.
(10/2/95) (Village Theatre VII, 19th Street
East 6, Gemini, Orpheum VII, 84th Street
Sixplex, and National Twin.)

Feast of Juuy—When a small-town couple (Tom

Bell and Gemma Jones) give refuge to a
woman (Embeth Davidtz) whose lover has
abandoned her, their three sons vie for her
favor, in a drama set in late-nineteenth-
century England. Directed by Christopher
Menaul. Adapted by Christopher Neame
from the 1954 novel by H. E. Bates. (68th
St. Playhouse and Lincoln Square. . . . 9 Vil-
lage East Cinemas; starting Oct, 20.)

How 1o Make an American Quint—Winona

Eyder plays Finn, a graduate student who
spends the summer at the rural California
home of her grandmother (Ellen Burstyn)

and her great-aunt (Anne Bancroft), inter-
viewing members of a quilting circle for her
thesis and deciding whether to marry her
down-to-earth boyfriend The movie grew
out of a real-life master's thesis (by Whitney
Otto) that became a best-seller, and it sull
feels heavier on concept than on story. The
characters represent possible paths of woman-
hood: there's a lonely widow (Kate Nelligan),
a thwarted housewife (Lois Smith), a free spirit
(Alfre Woodard)—everything but a lesbian.
Saying that Ryder was born to play the self-
conscious, narcissistic Finn is not exactly praise.
Also with Maya Angelou. Script by Jane
Anderson; directed by Jocelyn Moorhouse
(*“Proof”’).—S.K. (34th St
East, Coronet, Orpheum VII,
Art Greenwich Twin, Chelsea
Cinemas, Lincoln Square, and
Metro Cinema.)
Jape—A thriller about the
murder of a San Francisco
socialite, starring David Ca-
ruso, Chazz Palminteri, and
Linda Fiorentino. Directed by
William Friedkin. Written by
Joe Eszterhas, (19th Street East
6, 34th Street Showplace, New
York Twin, East 85th Street,
Waverly, Lincoln Square,
Olympia, and Astor Plaza.)
Kicking anp Screaming—Noah
Baumbach’'s first movie fo-
cusses on the indecisive, en-
ervated months that four
college buddies spend to-
ether after graduation, be-
ore they go their separate
ways What finally makes
them move on, and sets this
film apart from other slacker
comedies, 1s the women they're
attracted to: risk-taking stu-
dents who are more capa-
ble than their men of stand-
ing on their own. Baumbach
doesn’t write grand speeches;
he lets details and repartee
carry the movie's emotional
weight. The picture has a
lovely, understated autobio-
graphical lilt. The perfect
ensemble cast includes Josh
Hamilton, Olivia d’Abo, Par-
ker Posey, and the reigning
king of independent-film en-
nui, Eric Stoltz. —B.D. (An-
gelika Film Center)
A MonTH By THE Lake—The era
is the nineteen-thirties. Van-
essa Redgrave is amazing as Miss Bentley, a
spinster photographer who has travelled to
Lake Como to find love; the actress avoids all
the repressed-schoolmarm clichés of the role
and plays it as a loud, slightly infantile tom-
boy. Edward Fox is equally touching, and
eccentric, as a lonely major. Trevor Bentham
wrote the oddly suspenseful script, based on
a novella by H.E. Bates; John Irvin di-
rected. Also with Uma Thurman,—S K. (Vil-
lage East Cinemas and Plaza. . . . 9 Gotham
Cinema; through Oct. 19.)

MoonLIGHT anp VaLENTiNo—The weepie is as

archetypal a genre as the Western. There
isn't much new in this story of a young
poetry professor (Elizabeth Perkins) who
calls on her ex-stepmother (Kathleen Turner),
best friend (Whoopi Goldberg), and little
sister (Gwyneth Paltrow) for comfort when
her husband goes out jogging and gets
flattened by a car, but at least evervone
connected with the production is topnotch.
Paltrow stands out as a confused bohemian
virgin, and Jon Bon Jovi 1s surprisingly good
as the soulful-eyed housepainter who brings
Perkins' heart back from the dead. Ellen Si-
mon adapted the script from her play; Da-
vid Anspaugh directed.—S.K. (Village East
Cinemas and Tower East.)

Persuasion—The yvoung British director Roger

Michell has made a Jane Austen movie that
is never pretty and only occasionally charm-
ing; instead, it is troubled, astringent, and
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“Next time dear, let me pack.”

So what's the holiday season without
snow? At the 5-star Wigwam Resort
it’s hayrides, eggnog & cookies, a visit
from Santa, a tree trimming party, a
southwestern holiday reception as well
as a host of other holiday festivities. It's
tennis, swimming and Camp Pow
Wow for the kids, and 54 holes
of championship golf. And it’s a

special holiday rate, starting at only
$150 a night. For reservations
call 1-800-327-0396 or your travel
professional. It’s everything you %:

could wish for under the sun.

THE WIGWAM RESORT
Authentic Arizona

touched with melancholy—not unlike the
novel, Amanda Root plays Anne Elliot, who
once turned down Frederick Wentworth
(Ciaran Hinds) and has regretted it ever
since. They come together again—in the
country, by the sea, and on the streets of
Bath—and vou can guess the outcome, but
Michell somehow tenses a simple narrative
into suspense, With Sophie Thompson as
Anne's sister, Corin Redgrave as their mon-
strous father, and Fiona Shaw as the worldly
wife of an admiral.—A.L. (9/25/95) (Paris.)

THe Scareer Lerter—Roland Joffé directs Doug-

las Day Stewart's adaptation of Hawthorne’s
masterpiece. The cast includes Demi Moore,
Gary Oldman, and Rebert Duvall, (Village East
Cinemas, 19th Street East 6, Cinema [, 86th
Streel East Twin, Guild, and Lincoln Square.)

Seven—The murders in David Fincher's serial-

killer mystery are grisly tableaux, each art-
fully arranged to illustrate one of the seven
deadly sins. This kind of self-conscious lit-
erary conceit can work if it's handled with a
light, parodic touch, but the movie’s clammy
design and glum cinematography try to per-
suade us that what we're watching 1s a seri-
ous meditation on the nature of evil. The
police detectives are Morgan Freeman, as
weary old Somerset, and Brad Pitt, as brash
young Mills; Freeman, with his immense
dignity and authority, manages to keep his
head above water, but Pitt goes under.—T.R.
(Village Theatre VII, 19th Street East 6,
Murray Hill Cinemas, Cinema II, Orpheum
VII, Lincoln Square, Olympia, and Crite-
rion Center.)

SHowsirLs—Director Paul Verhoeven and screen-

writer Joe Eszterhas, who last worked to-
gether on “Basic Instinct,” tell the story of
Nomi (Elizabeth Berkley), a young woman
who goes to Las Vegas determined to climb
the greasy pole of success, In an unusual
career move, she ends up actually licking the
pole—just one of the highlights of her dance
routine at the Cheetah Club. We soon find
her ascending to the heights of the Stardust,
an altogether classier joint (dry ice, gold
costumes), where she arouses the pleasant
lust of Zack (Kyle MacLachlan) and the
furious lust of Cristal (Gina Gershon); these
days, no Eszterhas seript is complete with-
out a dash of wandering sexuality. He and
Verhoeven are like a couple of kids snigger-
ing at a peepshow on 42nd Street—their
movie is full of really rude words, plus
women without their tops on! Berkley’s film-
acting début is a joy, if you can call it acting:
she jumps up and down a lot to indicate
excitement. Watching this picture is like
surfing the soaps for a couple of hours, There’s
no use being offended, so you might as well
have a good laugh.—A L. (10/9/95) (Village
Theatre VII, 34th Streel Showplace, First &
62nd Cinemas, and 23rd St. West Triplex. . . .
q Criterion Center; through Oct. 19.)

Sumoke—Five vears ago, the director Wayne

Wang asked the novelist Paul Auster to
work up one of his stories as a screenplay.
The result—a highly cerebral intertwining
of the lives of white and black characiers in
Brooklyn in 1990, centering on a cigar-store
owner (Harvey Keitel) and a lonely writer
(William Hurt)—is obvipusly a labor of love.
But Wang's sentimentality and Auster’s self-
consciousness don't go together: the direction
is literal, and the lines sound like short-
story dialogue read aloud. Only Forest Whit-
aker, playing a guilty father, comes off well.
A gorgeous sequence that runs behind the final
credits—with no dialogue, just a song by Tom
Waits—suggests what the film might have
been. With Harold Perrineau, Jr., Stockard
Channing, and Ashley Judd.—5.K. (Angelika
Film Center and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)

Stranee Davys—The year 2000 is hours away,

the streets of Los Angeles are erupting with
civil strife, and Lenny Nero (Ralph Fiennes)
is up to his stubble in bad news. Lenny re-
cords lives—every feeling and sensation—on
disk; it's a scummy business, and it sud-
denly pets worse when he receives a couple
of disks that appear to show police racism,
rape, and murder. (The movie is like a mad

fantasia on the Rodney King episode.) En-
listing the help of Max (Tom Sizemore) and
Mace (Angela Bassett), Lenny sets out to crack
the case, But for the director, Kathryn Bige-
low, the case 1s mainly an excuse (o let it rip.
This is her loudest, most rebellious movie to
date: she has shifted away from the sleek
manner of “‘Blue Steel'’ and *"Point Break’ and
arrived at a relentlessly wired style. Inspired
by her excess, some of the actors head straight
over the top. The worst offender is Juliette
Lewis, unwatchable in the role of Lenny's
old girlfriend, But Fiennes holds steady; his
moody, lonely performance, especially in
the beguiling first half hour, lends the story
an air of calm despair. Screenplay by James
Cameron and Jay Cocks—AL. (10/9/95)
(Movieland 8th Street Triplex, Murray Hill
Cinemas, Beekman, Orpheum VII, Chelsea
Cinemas, Ziegfeld, and Regency.)

Te Die For—Diirector Gus Van Sant's latest

movie is his funniest, but also his least
adventurous., Adapted by Buck Henry from
Joyce Maynard’s 1992 novel, it tells the
story of Suzanne Stone (Nicole Kidman), a
suburban nobody who, bored with her hus-
band (Matt Dillon), decides to become a
somebody in the world of television. She
joins a local station, starts to shoot a docu-
mentary about three schoolkids, and gradu-
ally lures them into her web. The film is
smartly structured, but Van Sant’s touch is
uncertain: the story's satirical bite begins to
loosen as his camera lingers more and more
on the plain, disaffected teen-agers. One of
them is played by Joaquin Phoenix, whose
brother River was so extraordinary in “‘My
Own Private Idaho'’; it's as though Van Sant
longed to recapture the wayward, carnal at-
mosphere of the earlier movie but found
himself locked in a smaller, more brittle
project.—A.L. (Village Theatre VII, First &
62nd Cinemas, Park & 86th Street Cinemas,
Chelsea Cinemas, and Lincoln Square.)

Unstrune Heroes—Diane Keaton's film, about

a boy who goes to live with his uncles in a
time of crisis (his mother is dying), is based
on sportswriter Franz Lidz’s 1991 memoir;
the script, by Richard LaGravenese, spins
sentimental colton candy around the expe-
rience. Keaton's style is fluid and detailed, and
she gets lovely performances from her actors,
particularly Maury Chaykin, as the neurotic
uncle who clutters his nest with old newspa-
pers and junk, and John Turturro, as the boy's
sad, down-to-earth dad. In the end, though,
the film is undone by its shaky premise that
crazy people are more in touch with life than
their rational counterparts. It tries too hard
to make lunacy endearing.—B.D. (Village
East Cinemas, Cinema 3rd Avenue, 23rd
St. West Triplex, and 84th Street Sixplex.)

The UsuaL Suseects—A treat. Five criminals,

ranging from peity to pro, are herded into a
police lineup on suspicion of armed rob-
bery., They walk, but not before joining
forces to plan a new crime—a bright idea
that soon darkens with treachery and ends
in a bulk order of dead bodies Director
Bryan Singer and screenwriter Christopher
McQuarrie somehow keep from getting losi
in the spiralling plot, a game in which
everyone—the good, the bad, and the audi-
ence—gets to play sucker, Singer's style
may overheat now and then, but his cast,
headed by Chazz Palminteri and Kevin
Spacey, keeps things cool—A. L. (8/14/95)
(Village Theatre VII, 19th Street East 6,
New York Twin, and Lincoln Square.)

ALSO PLAYING

BaBE (reviewed in our issue of 9/4/05): 59th Street

East Cinema. . . . seLLE DE Jour: Lincoln Plaza
Cinemas. . . . THE BI1G GrReen: Village East Cin-
emas, 86th Street East Twin, and 23rd St
West Triplex. . .. BRAVEHEART (6/5/95). Man-
hattan Twin, . . . THE BROTHERS MC MULLEN: An-
gelika Film Center, First & 62nd Cinemas,
23rd St. West Sixplex, and Carnegie Hall
Cinemas. . . . cLueLess: Movieland 8th Street
Triplex. . . . congo: Worldwide Cinemas. . ..



crume (5/1/95): Film Forum 3. ... pEAD BEAT:
Cinema Village. . . . pesperapo (9/11/95): Em-
bassy 3. .. . FREE WILLY 2: THE ADYENTURE HOME:
Worldwide Cinemas, . . . HALLOWEEN: THE CURSE OF
MiCHAEL MYERS: Movieland 8th Street Triplex,
86th Street East Twin, and Embassy 4. . . . THE
innocent: Worldwide Cinemas. . . . wios (7/31/95):
(Juad Cinema. . . . uviNg v oBivion: Quad Cin-
ema and Carnegie Hall Cinemas. . . . MORTAL
komeaT: Criterion Center, . ., MUTE WITHESS: An-
gelika 57. . . . mapJa; Angelika Film Center. . | .
THE HET (8/7/95): Worldwide Cinemas. . . . MINE
MONTHS (7/24/95)% Worldwide Cinemas. ...
THE POsTMaN: Quad Cinema and Lincoln Plaza
Cinemas. . . . THE RUN OF THE counTRY: Baronet, . . .
STEAL BIG, STEAL LITTLE: 59th Street East Cin-
€Ima. . .. TO WONG FOO, THANKS FOR EVERYTHING,
JULIE HEwWMaR (9/11/95): First & 62nd Cinemas,
Art Greenwich Twin, and Chelsea Cinemas. . . .
unzippen: Quad Cinema and Cinema 3. ... a
waLK 1M THE cLoups: Worldwide Cinemas, . ..
WINGS OF COURAGE (4/24/95). Lincoln Square,

i,

THEATRE ADDRESSES

(For show times, call 777-FILM )

EAST SIDE

AnGELIKA FiLm Center, 18 W. Houston St

MovieLanp BrH Steeer TrmipLex, 36 E. Sth St.

Yieace THeaTre YIl, 3rd Ave, at 11th St.

Cinema ViLLace, 22 E. 12th Si.

YiLLace East Cinemas, 2nd Ave. at 12th St.

I97H Street East 6, B'way at 19th St.

Murray HiLt Cinemas, 160 E. 34th St.

3411 Street SHoweLace, 238 E. 34th S.

3411 S1. East, 241 E. 34th St

Eastsipe PLavynouse, 3rd Ave. at 55th St

Sutton | amp 2, 3rd Ave. at 57th St

GotHam Cinema, 3rd Ave. at 58th St

PLaza, 42 E. 558th St

ManHATTAN Twin, 3rd Ave, al 59th St,

B91H Streer East Cinema, 239 E. 59th St

Barower ano Coronet, 3rd Ave. at 59th St

Cinema |, Cinema I, anp Cinema 3ro AveNUE,
3rd Ave, at 60th St.

First & 62np Cinemas, 400 E. 62nd St

Gemini | anp 2, 2nd Ave, at 64th St.

Beexman, Znid Ave. at 66th St

New York Twin, 2nd Ave. at 67th St.

&81H 51. PLavHouse, 3rd Ave, at 68th St

Tower East, 3rd Ave. al 71st St

East 85TH STreev, 1st Ave. at 85th St

Park & 86TH Streer Cinemas, 125 E. 86th Si.

OrepHeum VI, 3rd Ave. at 86th St.

BATH Streer East Twin, 3rd Ave at 86th Si,

WEST SIDE

Fim Forum | anp 3, 209 W, Houston St.

WaverLy | amp 2, 6th Ave. at 3rd St

ARrT GreenwicH Twin, Greenwich Ave. at 12th St

Quap Civema, 34 W. 13th Si.

CHesea Cinemas, 260 W, 23rd SL

23ro S51. WesT Tmipex, 333 W, 23rd St

Guie, 33 W_ 50th St

WorLbwine Cinemas, 50th St between 8th and
oth Aves,

ZiesreLp, 141 W. 54th St.

Carnecie Hate Cinemas, 7th Ave. between 56th
and 57th Sts.

AncELika 57, 225 W. 57th St

Paris, 4 W. 58th St

Cinema 3, 2 W. 59th St.

b2np & Broapway, 62 W. 62nd St

Lincoun Praza Cinemas, B'way at 63rd St

Recency, B'way at 67th St

LincoLn Square, B'way at 68th St

84t Streer SixpLex, B'way at 84th St

MEeTRO Cinema | anp 2, B'way at 99th St

Ovymeia | anp I, B'way at 107th St

TIMES SQUARE AREA

Criterion Center, B'way at 44th St
Emeassy |, B'way at 46th St

Emeassy 2, 3, anp 4, 7th Ave. at 47th St
Astor PLaza, 44th St. at B'way.
NationaL Twin, B'way at 44th St

“A handsome series of guides, complete with lots of
color photos, geared to the independent traveler.”

— The Boston Globe
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FDDDR’S EXPLURlNE GUIDES

DIALOGUES

The essence of guitarist Jim Hall's
‘Dialogues’ is the essence of jazz.
Improvisational dialogues spin
soulfully between Hall and his
guest soloists-jazz greats Bill
Frisell, Gil Goldstein, Tom Harrell,
Joe Lovano & Mike Stern-reveal-
ing rich, jazz-fluent conversations
that define the talents of each
soloist and the soul of jazz.

To order by uhune call J&R MusicWorld 800-221 Biﬂ{l
For your free copy of Tetarc’s full-color catatog, call 800-801-5810
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REVIVALS

(The follownng notes are by Pauline Kael and
Michael Sragow. Theatre addresses and phone
numbers appear with the listings following
these notes.)

Bap Lieutenant (1992)—It's supposed to be
about redemption; actually, it's beyond re-
demption, Harvey Keitel plays a degener-
ate New York City cop who gambles disas-
trously on the Mets, ingests drugs and booze
almosl continuously, grabs stolen money,
and sexually harasses a couple of
Jersey girls while masturbating in
the street. On the plus side, a bru-
tally raped nun forgives her at-
tackers and inspires Keitel to open
his heart to Jesus, who climbs off
the Cross and appears to him in a
vision. Eeitel overacts in a vacuum-—
he writhes in Method Hell. And
Abel Ferrara, who co-wrote the script
with Zoe Lund, directs in a re-
lentless lowdown style that dissi-
pates even the shock value. Yes,
yvou get to see Harvey Keitel's pe-
nis; the only surprise 1s thatl Jesus
keeps His under wraps.—M.5.
(American Museum of the Mov-
ing Image; Oct. 22.)

Le Beau Mariace (1982)—Béatrice
Fomand plays Eric Rohmer’s
heroine, Sabine, a bright working
girl who, at twenty-five, i1s weary
of freedom and insecurity. When
she meets a lawyer who she de-
cides is her type, she goes after
him so briskly and transparently
that she might seem a mad-
woman. She's an orderly little cam-
paigner—watching her lay siege
to this man is like watching some-
one arrange his desk. The film is
full of ghb, precise chatter and
the clickety-click of Sabine's high
heels, Rohmer, who wrote the
script, never gives us a clue to
why she doesn't draw upon her
knowledge of men to be more elusive. Since
we see her humiliating herself, she becomes
poignant, and at the end, when she comes to
her senses, we want to see her play the game
right. But the movie ends just when it begins
to be interesting., In French—P.K. (Flor-
ence Gould Hall; Oct. 24))

Cormina, Corrina (1994)—It's the fifties, and Ray
Liotta is a widowed, atheistic jingle writer
searching for a housekeeper who can also play
surrogate mommy to seven-year-old Tina
Majorino. He lucks out with Whoopi Gold-
berg. She boasts a degree in musicology, and
she’s a natural with kids and with words—she
can crack a rhyme scheme for Jell-O Instant
Pudding. Goldberg gives a varied, even jazzy
performance as Ms. Wonderful. But the
movie is hopelessly pedantic—chock-full of
lessons about grief, racism, and, so help us,
God. The bright spots include Joan Cusack’s
ticky cameo as Goldberg’s uppling, sex-
starved predecessor; Curtis Williams, Jr.,'s
showoff gaiety as Goldberg's nephew; club
singer Jevetta Steele doing **Over the Rain-
bow''; and choice cuts by Sarah Vaughan,
Dinah Washington, and Louis Armstrong
on the soundtrack, Jessie Nelson produced,
directed, and wrote the semiautobiographical
script.—M.S (Whitney Museum; Oct. 19-20.)

GHosreusTers (1984)—A scare comedy, with Bill
Murray, Dan Aykroyd, and Harold Ramis as
parapsychologists who try to save New York
City from an influx of spooks. Murray is the
film's comic mechanism: the more super-
natural the situation, the more jaded his reac-
tion. But nobody else has much in the way of
material, and since there’s almost no give-
and-take among the three men, Murray’s lines
fall on dead air. The film cost roughly thirty-
two million dollars, and the producer-director,
Ivan Reitman, may have been overwhelmed
by the scale of the sets and special effects; his
work here is amateurish, with kids'-movie
pacing. The movie does have some things going
for it. Playing opposite Murray, Sigourney

At Florence Gould Hall, films

Weaver is a living zinger; when she stands
talking to Murray, she's eye to eye with him
and she looks vivid and indestructible. —P. K.
(Walter Reade Theatre; Oct. 21-22))

Tre Huneer (1983)—The director, Tony Scott, de-
velops so many trashy, flashy ways to illus-
trate his premise that he doesn’t leave any room
to tell a story, Cathernine Deneuve 15 an Egyp-
tian vampire who mates with David Bowie
for three centuries. According to some demono-
logical biocycle, he becomes disgustingly old,
and she must find a new partner. Deneuve's

e

directed by Eric Robhmer.

prey is Susan Sarandon—an expert on aging!
Complete with a gauzy lesbian love scene, the
movie is laughably chichi.—M.S. (A Different
Light Bookstore; Oct. 22.)

Paisan (1946)—Each of the six parts of Roberto
Rossellini's episodic film has a story and
deals with an aspect of the war that had just
ended. The present-tense semidocumentary
visual style is innovative, the content less
s0. Some of the stories have a tidy O. Henry
finish, and there's a lot of sentimentality,
though the film gives the impression of
being loose and open. The script, by Federico
Fellini and Rossellini, was based on stories
they and others had written. In English,
French, Italian, and German.—P.K. (Walter
Reade Theatre: Oct. 20-22 and 24.)

LATE RUNS, CLASSICS, ETC.
(Titles with a dagger are reviewed abouve.)

Fitm Forum 2, 209 W. Houston St. (727-8110)—
Oct. 18: “‘Hatter’s Castle’” (1941, Lance Com-
fort) and “*A Window in London'’ (1939, Her-
bert Mason). . . . Oct. 19: “'London Belongs to
Me'' (1948, Sidney Gilliat) and ““The Dark
Man'’ (1950, Jefrey Dell). . . . Oct. 20: “‘Never
Let Go'' (1960, John Guillermin) and "'Obses-
sion’’ (1948, Edward Dmytryk). . . . Oct. 21-22:
“Gaslight'” (1939, Thorold Dickinson) and
“The Brothers' (1947, David Macdonald). . . .
Oct. 23 *“They Made Me a Fugitive’’ (1947, Al-
berto Cavalcanti) and “‘Daybreak’’ (1946, Comp-
ton Bennett). ... Oct. 24: ‘It Always Rains
on Sunday'’ (1947, Robert Hamer) and “‘For
Them That Trespass' (1948, Cavalcanti).

Museum oF Mopern Art, Roy and Niuta Titus
Theatres, 11 W. 53rd St. (708-9480)—0ct, 19
at 2:30: “The Last Flight” (1931, William
Dieterle). ... 9 Oct. 19 at 3 and 6: “Kihnu
Kristian'' (1922, an Estonian film, with En-
glish voice-over), “'Estonia Returns'' (1995,
Mark Soosaar), and *“The Elder of Diplomacy"’
(1995, Soosaar), all documentaries. . . . 4 Films
by the Greek director Pantelis Voulgaris. Most

of the films are in Greek, with English sub-
titles, Oct, 20 at 2:30 and Oct. 22 at 5: “'Jimmy
the Tiger’’ (1966) and *‘Happy Day"' (1976). . . .
OcL. 20 at 7: *‘The Thief’ (1965) and *‘The En-
gagement of Anna’’ (1972). . .. Oct. 21 at 12:30:
“Dance of the Goats" (1971) and ““The Great
Love Songs'' (1973) . .. . Oct. 21 and 24 at 2:30:
“‘Stone Years' (1985). ... Oct. 21 aL 5 and OcL.
23 at 6: "'Quiet Days in August’’ (1991). _ ..
Oct. 22 at 2: "'Eleftherios Venizelos™ (1980). . . .
Oct. 23 at 2:30 and Oct. 24 at 6 **The Striker
with No, 0" (1988). ... 9 Oct. 20 at 3, 6, and
8: Oct. 21-22 at 2 and 5; and Oct. 23 at 3: A
retrospective of the works of Stan Brakhage.

WaLter Reape THEaTre, Lincoln Center, 165 W.
65th St., plaza level (875-5600}—Roberto Ros-
sellini’s war trilogy. Oct. 19 at 2, Oct. 20 at 2
and 6:30, and Oct. 21-22 at 4: *'Open City"’
(1945). . . . Oct. 20 at 4 and 830, Oct, 21-22 at
6, and Oct. 24 at 2, 415, and 845: “Pai-
san” (7). ... 0Oct, 21-22 at 8:30: “‘Germany,
Year Zero' (1947). . . . @ Weekend showings for
children. Oct. 21-22 at 2: “‘Ghostbusters’’ (7).

SympHoNY Space, B'way at 95th St. (864-5400)—
Oct. 24 at 7; “Greed' (1924, Erich von Stro-
heim; silent)....Ocl. 24 at 9:30: “‘Aguirre,
the Wrath of God"' (1972, Werner Herzog; 1n
German).

Americad Museum ofF THE Movineg lmace, 35th
Ave. at 36th St., Astoria (1-718 784-0077)—
Films directed by Abel Ferrara. Oct. 21 at 2:
“Ms. 45" (1980)....0ct. 21 at 4 “Driller
Killer” (1979). . .. Oct, 22 at 2: *‘Bad Lieuten-
ant” Ei"). ... 0ct. 22 al 5: ""Snake Eyes'’ (1993).
Mr. Ferrara will be present on Ocl. 22,

AntHoLoeY FiLm ArcHives, 32 Second Awve., at
2nd St. (505-5181)—Films by the Russian
director Dziga Vertov. Oct. 19 at 7: “‘Shagai,
Soviet’’ (1926) and “‘A Sixth of the World"
51926). ... Oct. 20 at 10: “The Eleventh Year”

1928). . .. Oct. 21 at 8 “Man with the Movie
Camera’ (1929). ... Oct. 22 at 7: “Entuziam”’
(1931) and “‘Three Songs About Lenin"”
(1934)....9 Oct. 19 at 8:30: "“The Rules of
the Game'' (1939, Jean Renoir; in French). . . .
q Oct. 20 at 8 Four short films by Stan
Brakhage. . .. 9 Oct. 21 at 6: “‘A Child's Gar-
den and the Serious Sea'' (1991, Brakhage).

A Dirrerent LicHt Bookstore, 151 W, 10th St. (989-
4850)—A Sunday-night series of free films
(and popcorn). On Oct. 22 at 7, the feature
will be ““The Hunger'" ().

Frorence Gouwp Hawy, 55 E. 59th St. (355-
6160)—0ct. 24 at 12:30 and 6: *“The Aviator's
Wife'' (1981, Eric Rohmer; in French). . . . Oct.
24 at 3:15 and 845; “Le Beau Mariage' (1).

WHITNEY Museum, Madison Ave. at 75th St
(570-0537)—Oct. 18 at 3: ““Seven Songs for
Malcolm X'' (1993, John Akomfrah). . . . Oct.
19 at 2 and 6 and Oct. 20 at 3: “‘Corrina, Cor-
rina' (f)....0Oct. 21 at 1 and 4 and Oct. 22 at
1 and 3:30; *‘Mystery Train’’ (1989, Jim Jarmusch).

MitLer THeatre, Columbia University, Broad-
way at 116th St. (854-7799)—Documenta-
ries that have been nominated for or have
won the Academy Award for Best Docu-
mentary Feature or Best Documentary Short
Subject. Oct. 18 at 7:30; ““The Vanishing
Prairie'” (1954, James Algar), ‘‘Neighbors™
(1952, Norman McLaren), and “‘Universe"”
(1960, Roman Kroitor and Colin Low).

ANGELIKA 57, 225 W, 57th 5t.—The 12th Israel
Film Festival, from Oct. 19 to Nov. 2 (ex-
cept Fridays), will show feature, documentary,
and short films. Among those being shown
are ‘‘Passover Fever,"' directed by Shemi
Zarhin, and ""Under the Domin Tree,” di-
rected by Eli Cohen. (For information about
other titles and schedules, call 644-4151.)

Cinema YiLLase, 22 E. 12th St.—0Oct. 20-24,
the New York University International Stu-
dent Film Festival, showing sixty works
from twenty-two schools representing eigh-
teen countries (including Egypt, Germany,
Israel, Japan, Poland, and the United States).
(For titles and schedules, call 998-1795.)

Museum ofF TeLevision anp Rapio, 25 W. 52nd St.
(621-6800)—Television shows by the team
of William Hanna and Joseph Barbera.
Through Oct. 29: “Huckleberry Hound’’ and
“Tonny Quest.”. .., YW James Dean's televi-
sion appearances. Through Oct. 22: “A Long
Time Till Dawn'" (1953).

KELYMM Z. ALDER



Why would anyone design a speaker using magnetic material

100 times more expensive than that used in conventional speakers?

Would it be:

1. To create a very high performance speaker so small that you will discover
with amazement that your eyes simply do not believe your ears?

2. To free you from conventional large speaker design that dominates your

room’s decor?

3. To pursue the objective that speakers should be heard and not seen?

While all of the above are desirable
benefits, they were not the fundamental
reason to develop this new technolo-
gy. Research shows that the smaller
the vibrating surface of a loudspeak-
er the better its performance. Howev-
er, the challenge was to design a small
speaker capable of producing high vol-
ume levels. This is what motivated us
to research and select the rare-earth mag-
netic material called Neodymium Iron.

1995 Bose Corporanon JNS6328

To appreciate the result, compare
the sound of these Jervel Cube™ speak-

ers with that of any large, expensive

conventional speakers.

These Bose” Jewel Cube speakers
are available only in the new top-of-
the-line Lifestyle”20 music system. This
system features an advanced design
CD changer, AM/FM reception, con-
trol of two independent listening zones,

and a remote control that works

through walls from any room in
your home.

For a brochure, product information,
and the nearest location to experience

the Lifestyle” 20 music system, call:

1-800-444-BOSE Ext. 640

VS

Better sound through researche



AUTOMOBILE COMPANIES TALK ABOUT HOW FAST

THEIR CARS ARE FROM 0-60. WHEN'S THE LAST

TIME YOU PASSED A CAR STARTING FROM 07

AURORA POWER OUTPUT
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0% OF PEAK TORQUE BETWEEN
1,700 AMND 5600 RPM MAKES FOR
A USER-FRIEMDLY GAS FEDAL

Snappy acceleration off the
line is a worthy trait for an
automobile to have. Yet, the
reality is most driving situations
(at least the legal kind) require
a car underway to have deep
reserves of passing power. That
kind of ability is measured
as torque. It's what makes
getting around a trailer truck on
a two-lane road a joy, rather than
a cardiac event, And torque is
Aurora” has

something the

gobs of. The Aurora's V8 was

engineered to have 0o% of its

peak torque between 1,700 and
5,600 rpm. This kind of muscle
is manufactured through 32
valves, dual overhead cams,
sequential port fuel injection and
so many other technical advances
that numerous patents are still

pending. However, for all its

GM| i
I;q(ﬂi 1005 GM Corp. All rishes reserved Buckle U, Amerieal

strength, the Aurora, as befitting
a luxury performance sedan,
remains the strong silent type.
Which is perhaps reason enoush
to not brag about its
D AarROrR.A

0-60 time. For more

information, we invite you to call

1—800~718—7778. Demand better.

Aurora by Oldsmobile



ILLUSTRATIONS BY JARRETT HUDDLESTOM

THE TALK OF THE

CAITERING TO
THE UNITED NATIONS

AST month, Carl Sacks catered a cliff-
L hanger lunch at the United Na-
tions over the rickety Bosnia ac-
cord, but he says that that occasion wasn't
half as tense as the “tasting” that had been
convened to settle on the menu for
Mayor Rudolph Giuliani's October 21st
gala dinner in honor of the U.N.’s fiftieth
anniversary. With the sound of shrieking
power saws and pounding hammers in the
background, Sacks, the calm, slow-talking
general manager of a Manhattan cater-
ing company called Great Performances,
turned to Irene Halligan, Mayor Giuliani’s
commissioner for protocol, and explained
that there was construction going on next
door and that he'd go and check on it.
Then he rolled his eyes ever so slightly
and told David Rosengarten, who sat
across from him, to hold his thoughts
about the New York State goat-cheese
croutons.

The dinner being planned will prob-
ably be the largest gathering of world
leaders for a meal in the history of the
world: nearly two hundred were invited,
a hundred and fifty are expected. At the
last minute, the Mayor’s wife, Donna
Hanover, had bowed out of the tasting,
which was held at Grear Performances’
headquarters, on Spring and Hudson,
and sent Rosengarten, her bubbly co-

anchor on the TV Food Network, in her

place. “You know, I think the croutons
are too tough,” Rosengarten said ear-
nestly, after Sacks had returned to the
meeting. “We need to imagine a world
leader faced with the very real predica-
ment of being nervous about cutting his
crouton and breaking a plate.”

Perfectly framed between two specta-
cular silver candlesticks, Jeanne Stafford,
the executive director of the Mayor’s
Host Committee, nodded, as if Rosen-
garten were explaining the importance
of nuclear nonproliferation. Sacks turned
to Stafford and said, “Thinner croutons.
No problem.”

LONG with the usual florists, produce
venders, and rental agents, Sacks

has also had to spend a lot of time deal-
ing with the Secret Service, the F.B.L, the
White House, and the State Department.
“At last report, Fidel might come,” he
said. “What I want to know is: Is Saddam
coming? He’s invited. Christ, I think
they’re all invited.” Actually, seven nations
were not invited to the dinner. In a kind
of diplomatic “got lost in the mail” excuse,
the Mayor's office, which issued the invita-
tions, did not invite any world leader the
United States government is not speaking
to—that means Fidel, Saddam, Qaddafi,
Rafsanjani, North Korea, Somalia, and
Slobodan Milosevic of the Federal Re-
public of Yugoslavia. Outside of the mili-
tary arena, world leaders generally do not
crash events to which they are not invited.

c
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Sacks and his colleagues were trying
to visualize world peace as a cuisine. No
beef (Hindus); no shellfish (Jews and
Muslims); no alcohol in the food prepa-
ration (Muslims); no pork (forget it); no
white hand linen (Sacks’s explanation: “I
guess it's offensive to some East Asian
country. Anyway, we've been told it’s
out”). “The State Department told us
early on that only chicken is going to fly,”
Sacks said, and then offered his dis-
paraging assessment of the bird: “Hard
to remember, hard to ruin.” In the kitch-
en, standing in front of a pile of diced
bright-red peppers, Mary Beth Boller,
the chef, grimaced and said, “Chicken
is so neutral. You can stuff it, but then
it’s just stuffed chicken.” And chicken
is also easy to upstage: a colorful alter-
native vegetarian dish (also a require-
ment) might give the impression that
more fuss had been made over the veg-
etarian world leaders than over the
carnivorous ones. A telephone conferral
with the etiquette consultant Letitia
Baldrige resolved the issue; she suggest-
ed that hungry heads of state have been
slaughtering lamb for centuries, and the
Host Committee agreed. “We're going
with lamb,” Sacks said. He then went on
to explain that one of the things he has
learned is that the least politically prob-
lematic food on the planet seems to be
ice cream: “It’s just one of those things
that’s not controversial.” So Ben & Jerry’s
is donating something called a Multi
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Layer Ice Cream Bombe. “The Secret
Service is not thrilled with the name,”
Sacks said.

Diplomatic protocol demands that all
the world leaders be served at exactly
the same time. At last count, two hun-
dred and forty-five servers had been hired
for the dinner—one for each world
leader, or maybe even one and a half.
Earlier, Sacks’s biggest headache had
involved poison tasters, whose services
had been requested by some of the
world’s least secure leaders. “The Secret
Service assures me they will handle all
that,” he said. As for the seating arrange-
ments, Stafford explained that “the high-
est priority will be given to leaders who
have had a recent death threat made
against them.” At the most important
dinner party in world history, the best
seats will go to heads of state who can
prove that someone wants to kill them.

THE LUSH LIFE
OF A MUSCOVITE

ON the Russian island of Sakhalin,
workers with a persistent thirst
begin their day with a nip of ordinary
vodka, head into their coffee break with a
swig of bathtub gin, drink a lunch of eau
de cologne, sup with a tonic of bug spray,
and end it all (if possible) with the pur-
est grain alcohol and an optional splash of
fruit juice. Which is all to say that “Mos-
cow Stations,” the dramatic version of
Venedikt Yerofeyev's autobiographical
novel now on at the Union Square The-
atre, is a work of the purest realism—at
least, where the drinking is concerned.

It's a wonder that “Moscow Stations”
is not better known. In many ways, it is
the successor—the Soviet-era succes-
sor—to Gogol’s “Dead Souls.” The two
works are comic historical bookends,
with Gogol’s novel portraying the sloth
and corruption of feudal Russia and
Yerofeyev's novel portraying the sloth
and corruption of feudal Communism.
The truth is that while the streets of
Moscow may be clogged with Volvos
and Mercedes sedans these days—in
keeping with the flash of a new capital-
ism—the anguish and dissipation of the
late, coruscating empire are still the real
fact of life for most people. “Moscow

THE NEW YORKER, OCTOBER 23, 1995

Stations” remains a lesson in the current
events of the Russian soul.

Venedikt Yerofeyev, who died in 1990
of throat cancer and a lifetime of drink-
ing, never caught the notice of that vast
world known to pre-glasnost Russia

Tom Courtenay in “Moscow Stations”

as “abroad.” Unlike Solzhenitsyn or
Sinyavsky, or any number of other
samizdat writers, he didn’t seem to be
saying anything of great importance. He
revealed no body counts, exposed no offi-
cials, and engaged in no ideological
debates. Until just a few years before
Yerofeyev’s death, in fact, “Moscow Sta-
tions” was a cult classic, a manuscript that
circulated in typescript and rarely moved
beyond a few major cities.

HE production at the Union Square
Theatre, a brilliant one-man show
with the British actor Tom Courtenay, is
a remarkable rendition of the novel’s mix-
ture of high, drunken comedy—its por-
trait of a soul filled with wisdom and
pickled in Hunter’s vodka. Yerofeyev
worked at a variety of lousy jobs around
Moscow, and invariably lost each one af-
ter a few weeks by failing to meet even
the unexacting Russian standards of dili-
gence. Yerofeyev was a connoisseur of the
home-invented beverage. At one point,
he provides the recipes for his favorite
cocktails: Tears of a Komsomol Girl,
Balsam of Canaan, Aunt Clara’s Kiss,
and the Spirit of Geneva. (This last was
a heady blend of two hundred grams of
Zhiguli beer, fifty grams each of white-
lilac toilet water and athlete’s—foot rem-
edy, and a hundred and fifty grams of
alcohol varnish.)

Yerofeyev once remarked that “Mos-
cow Stations” was “ninety pages of funny
stuff and ten pages of sad stuff.” The
book 1s mostly about a clear-eyed man,
no matter how many Tears of a Kom-
somol Girl (mouthwash, nail polish,
lemon soda, lavender toilet water, ver-
bena, and herbal lotion) he has con-
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sumed. For one thing, he does not cater
to the American taste in Soviet writers:
he does not preach. He says, “I, who have
consumed so much that I've lost track of
how much, and in what order—I'm the
soberest man in the world.”

Last winter, Courtenay was in New
York for a production of “Uncle Vanya,”
which even he admits was a disaster. But
he connects absolutely with the Yerofeyev.
It is uncanny how much Courtenay looks
his part: drawn, reddened face; long,
greasy hair; freestanding trousers. Not
long ago, a producer asked Courtenay
whether, now that he is in his late fifties,
he might want to play the classic role
of aging and fatherhood—King Lear.
Courtenay, who has done his fill of
Shakespeare, said he did not. “Moscow
Stations,” which he performed for eight
weeks last year at London’s Garrick The-
atre, was the role—go ahead, say ir—of
a lifetime. The fact that so few have
heard of the book, or its author, makes it
all the sweeter.

“Yerofeyev seems like a soul brother to
me; Lear doesn’t,” Courtenay said the
other day. “I think if you are going to play
Lear you had best be a tyrant. Laurence
Olivier was a great |ear, and he was a kind
of tyrant. He did not need to shout or
rage. He could be the tyrant quietly—it
radiated from him. Yerofeyev is just such
a sympathetic character to me. Listening
to him is like listening to that Mozart
piece, the Divertimento, which seems to
take in everything—the sadness, the
heartbreak, the beauty, the fun in spite of
it all. He gets to the heart of the matter.”

CONNECTICUT-BOUND

ARVEY FIERSTEIN couldn’t wait to
get home on a recent Sunday eve-
ning. The playwright had just finished
his duties as the master of ceremonies for
the first annual Gay and Lesbian Amer-
ican Music Awards, at the Supper Club,
and was out of the building before the
lights came up. “T've got to get out of
here,” he said, as fans started to surround
him on West Forty-seventh Street. “My
dogs are at home in Connecticut waiting
for me with all their legs crossed.”
Keeping up with Fierstein as he
stormed along Broadway in an olive-
green Armani suit was Joe Grabarz, the
executive director of the Connecticut
Civil Liberties Union. “We've been see-
ing each other for under a year,” Fierstein

said, “so our relationship still feels like a
honeymoon—except for the fact that we
never see each other. If we could both
stop all these events, our life would be a
lot more romantic.”

Grabarz nodded, and said, “Harvey
likes to say that the quality he looks for
most in a lover is agoraphobia.”

“That’s right,” Fierstein said.

Earlier that day, Fierstein and Gra-
barz, like many of their neighbors, were
sitting on their deck and enjoying the fine
autumn weather. “We were both wonder-
ing why we were leaving to come down
here,” said Grabarz, who travels exten-
sively for work. For yet another worthy
event, of course, and an opportunity for
Fierstein to plug his new comedy album,
“This Is Not Going to Be Pretty.”

At a parking garage on West Forty-
eighth Street, Fierstein picked up an al-
most shockingly red Jeep Cherokee,
which had a bag of cans in the back
which would eventually be recycled. “Ev-
erybody in our town has four-wheel
drive,” Fierstein said.

“Except most of them are green, with
a child in the back seat named Chris,”
Grabarz added.

“Terrible shades of the darkest green,”
Fierstein said. “Who would want that?”

For Halloween, he and Grabarz
planned to have no plans. As Fierstein
started the engine, he said, “Going out on
Halloween is too much like work.”

AND THE
REAL ESTATE!

IF you've ever gazed out to port while
taking the ferry to Staten Island or
the Statue of Liberty, you will have no-
ticed a large forested island with low
brick buildings sheltered by the trees.
Governors Island, as this lovely and mys-
terious spot is called, belongs to the
United States government and, since
1966, has served as the largest Coast
Guard base in the country. You can’t visit
it without clearance. But the Coast
Guard is now preparing to formally an-
nounce that, as part of an ongoing
“streamlining” process, it will begin de-
camping from the island; a spokesman
said a decision 1s “imminent.” That will
be tough on the four thousand sailors and
civilians who are quartered there, but for
other New Yorkers the base-closing
could open some really staggering resi-
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dential opportunities—a hundred and
seventy-three acres of prime harbor-front
property with views of Wall Street, land-
mark houses, a nine-hole golf course, and
a Burger King that has its own bowling
alley. The House Transportation and In-
frastructure Committee voted earlier this
year to sell the island, whose potential
value the Congressional Budget Office
put at five hundred million dollars.
Donald Trump, one of many potential
bidders on the island should the federal
government auction it off, has described
the parcel as “great visually, great artisti-
cally, and great for security.” A recent
visit showed that Trump’s hyperbole was,
for once, justified.

Situated eight minutes by ferry from
the southern tip of Manhattan, Gover-

Governors Island

nors Island looks less like a military in-
stallation than an Ivy League campus.
The island has the gabled, shaded, cob-
blestoned serenity of a distant time and
place. And the real estate! Many of the
senior officers live along Nolan Park, a
grassy quadrangle dotted with shade
trees, where a lighthouse bell, dated
1888, stands as a small shrine in their
midst. The Nolan Park houses are mostly
clapboard, their second- or third-story
verandas supported by slender pillars with
fine scrollwork around the capitals—the
sort of Georgian touch that can send
property values through the roof. But
these dwellings pale by comparison with
their brick neighbors. The Donald him-
self might cast an envious eye on the
twenty-seven-room Admiral’s House,
which looks out over Buttermilk Chan-
nel toward the South Brooklyn shore and
is currently occupied by Vice Admiral
James Loy, commander of the Atlan-
tic Area. And down the road is the
Governor’s House, which dates from
1708 and is thus one of the oldest resi-
dences in New York City.

And the amenities! Governors Island
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has six tennis courts, four baseball dia-
monds, open fields, and the only golf
course convenient to Wall Street. The
first hole, a three-hundred-and-twenty-
five-yard par-four dogleg right, looks just
a little too forgiving, but Lieutenant John
Shallman, the chief press officer on the
base, says that club members keep the
rough long and the greens slick in order
to hold on to a U.S.G.A. rating. When
the golf association decided to raise some
funds for maintenance by selling five cor-
porate and twenty-five individual mem-
berships to the public, they received
twenty-five hundred calls within two
hours. Besides that Burger King with a
bowling alley, the island also has a movie
theatre, a beauty salon, a motel, a hospi-
tal, a public school, and its very own his-
toric stockade—the forbidding Castle
Williams. Considering the castle’s com-
manding views of lower Manhattan, the
cells, though on the cozy side, could
make for smashing studio apartments.

The market is there—especially, as
Trump has suggested, to provide a moated
and fortified compound for the super-rich.
The Coast Guard has kept everyone up in
the air by postponing the formal decision
to leave from the spring to the summer
to the fall, and the delay has made for a
trying time on the island. Captain Ronald
Silva, the base’s commanding officer, just
arrived from Portsmouth, Virginia, this
summer, and he says that he doesn’t know
whether he’s supposed to run the best
darned base in the Coast Guard, insur-
ing port safety and responding to marine
disasters and so forth, or close up shop.

The Coast Guard expects to take up
to three years to fully debark. After that,
it’s up to the U.S. Congress. The Trans-
portation Committee is willing to give
New York City and State first crack at a
purchase at a negogiated price. Since the
full Congress has not yet voted, the fate
of Governors Island remains undecided.
If you want to see a Greek island in the
middle of New York Harbor, write to
your congressman today.

THE RELIEF COWDBOY

HATEVER it was that drove Fred
Cuny, it wasn’t conventional re-
ligion—there was precious little about
Cuny that was in any way conven-
tional—and he had long let it be known
that if anything should ever happen to

him on any of his dangerous humani-

tarian missions, he’d be damned if any of
his survivors would try to pull any sort of
memorial “service” on his behalf. He
hated the idea, and it was one that par-
ticipants in the Cuny “Celebration,” held
recently at the Washington, D.C., head-
quarters of the Carnegie Endowment for
International Peace, did their best to avoid.
Indeed, the atmosphere at the gath-
ering was hardly funereal. For one thing,
there was no body, nor is there ever like-
ly to be one: Cuny disappeared mysteri-
= ously this past April
while he was on a
mission to Chech-
nya. It appears that
¥  he was murdered
A by the very Che-
% chens whom he was
" trying to assist, who
== 7} had been goaded
into a homicidal
frenzy by a cleverly
: = ¢t framed campaign
of disinformation
Fyea Uiy attributed to the
Russians, whose ire Cuny had provoked
through public pronouncements that he
had taken to making (notably in a piece
that appeared in The New York Review of
Books) following an earlier trip at the be-
ginning of the year. After that first trip,
Cuny told friends that Chechnya was
“the scariest place I've ever been”—
which, for a veteran of missions to Biafra,
Cambodia, and Somalia, to Guatemala
and Mexico City and Armenia after their
earthquakes, and to Bangladesh, Sri
Lanka, Iraqi Kurdistan, and Sarajevo, to
name just a few, was really saying some-
thing. Nevertheless, he’d headed back
without 2 moment’s hesitation. After all
he’d been through, he may have begun to
feel that he was (as others certainly imag-
ined him to be) immortal. He was, in

fact, only fifty.

THE assembled guests seemed to be
vying with one another to frame
perfect epithets that captured the essence
of the man. Aryeh Neier, the president of
the Soros Foundations (at whose behest
Cuny had gone to Chechnya), recalled
how, in trying to compose a press release
immediately after the disappearance, he'd
hit upon the phrase “a mountain of a
man —and everyone nodded concurrence.
Someone else com Cuny to an over-
brimming river. He was variously hailed as
“the Red Adair of humanitarian relief,”

“the Lone of emergency assistance,”
“the Relief Cowboy,” “a cross between
MacGyver and the Fridge” (Cuny, a Texan,
was a ig football fan), “halfway between a
general and a saint,” “the Cal Ripken of
relief aid,” and “a universal Schindler.”
Many of the leading figures from the
world humanitarian movement regaled
the crowd with incredible tales of Cuny’s
courage, unflappability, and ingenuity.
At one point, for instance, the journalist
William Shawcross recalled an interview
that Cuny had recently given a British TV
crew that was putting together a docu-
mentary on Biafra, one of Cuny’s first cri-
ses. They'd asked him what it had been
like working as a pilot ferrying relief ship-
ments to outlying districts, and he re-
called taxiing his ramshackle aircraft onto
an outback roadway, preparing to take off
after one such delivery, when a voice
came over his earphones: “Hold it, Red
Cross Three, we've got another plane
coming in.” Watching that plane as it ap-
proached, Cuny noticed that it had been
hit and its engines were expelling smoke.
The plane lurched, banked, and slammed
onto the tarmac, erupting into flames—
a sheet of fire racing right past Cuny’s
idling plane. “All right,” the squawking
voice in his earphones now said. “Red
Cross Three cleared for takeoff.” Shaw-
cross continued, “And, as Fred put it,
‘Nothing stopped, we just kept on going.’
Well, in that great relief operation in the
sky, Fred will, I know, keep on going.”
Toward the end of the convocation,
Cuny’s youngest brother, Chris, gotup and

joshed about how he’d heard that Red

Adair recently attended a benefit where he
found himself being introduced as “the
Fred Cuny of oil-field fires.” At which
point Adair supposedly leaned over, nudged
his neighbor, and asked, “Fred who?”
Finally, Cuny’s astonishingly diminu-
tive mother, Charlotte, approached the
podium. “You see before you a very hum-
ble person,” she said. “When I think of all
the wonderful help that the people in this
room have given to the world in one way
or another, 1 feel about #his bigh.” (The
mild joke here, of course, was that she s

about that high.) “And I've done nothing,”

she went on, “except to give you Fred.” ¢

—

“Caterng to the United Nations,” Jobn Hockenberry;
“The Lush Life of a Muscovite,” David Remnick;
“Connecticut-Bound,” Bob Morris; “And the
Real Estatel,” James Traub; “The Relef Corw-
boy,” Lawrence Weschier.
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ANNALS OF LAW

A HORRIBLE HUMAN EVENT

The author looks back on being dealt the race card, the lawyers’
courtroom tricks—and how the media played the game.

BY JEFFREY TOOBIN

HEN I left Judge Lance A.
Ito’s courtroom at noon on
Friday, September 29th, and

stood before the steam tables in the caf-
eteria of the Los Angeles Criminal
Courts Building, I had only one thought:
Praise be—the last lunch. Marcia Clark,
the lead prosecutor in the double-murder
trial of O. J. Simpson, had begun her re-
buttal summation in the morning, and
she clearly intended to conclude it later
that day. As Clark addressed the jury, rac-
ing to rebut each of the defense team’s ar-
cane claims about the scientific evidence
in the case, she looked the way everyone
in that courtroom felt—exhausted, hag-
gard, fed up, and desperate for a glimpse
of the outside world. Once she had
paused at the lunch break, 1 ordered my
umpteenth chicken burrito and staggered
to a table with Sally Ann Stewart, a re-
porter for USA Today, and we chatted
about the impending finish of this all-
consuming ordeal and the resumption of
our normal lives.

The cafeteria covers almost the entire
western third of the ground floor of the
glass-walled C.C.B. The food is ladled
out in the middle, and you can take your
tray to either of two seating arecas—one
facing Temple Street and the other look-
ing out on a parking lot and the Los An-
geles Times building beyond. Sally and 1
had turned left, toward the parking lot,
where the room was uncharacteristically
deserted for that time of day. A few mo-
ments later, though, three of Simpson’s
eleven defense lawyers arrived: Johnnie L.
Cochran, Jr.; Carl Douglas; and Barry
Scheck. (Lawrence Schiller, the collabo-
rator on the defendant’s best-selling book,
“I Want to Tell You,” was with them.)
They set their trays down at a centrally lo-
cated table, and six bodyguards from the
Fruit of Islam, dressed in their trademark
bow ties, formed a circle with their backs
to Cochran’s table and their eyes trained
warily outward.

The guards had first appeared in the

courthouse at the beginning of the week,
and had added a new level of unease and
mistrust to an environment that was al-
ready extraordinarily charged. By that
point, of course, racial tensions had been
festering in the Simpson trial for months,
yet Cochran had managed to engineer a
couple of final ratchets upward for the
dénouement. The weekend before sum-
mations, he travelled to Washington and
spoke to an adoring crowd at the annual
legislative conference of the Congres-
sional Black Caucus. In his speech there,
he Listed the trial in Los Angeles as the
latest landmark in the long civil-rights
struggle of African-Americans—a pro-
cession that, as he summarized it, in-
cluded Plessy v. Ferguson, Brown v.
Board of Education, the Rodney King
trial, and, “yes, even the Simpson case.”
Now, as the case was about to go to the
jury, he had imported into the courthouse
the very symbols of strident black na-
tionalism. At that Friday lunch, however,
the presence of the grim-faced sentries
seemed merely ludicrous, for they had
only two reporters and Rose, the cashier,
to monitor for false moves.

A few minutes later, Robert Shapiro ar-
rived. There had been a moment—around
the time Simpson was arrested—when
Shapiro was probably the most famous
lawyer in America. He dominated the
case by spinning reporters and promoting
himself. In January of 1993, almost a year
and a half before the murders on Bundy
Drive, Shapiro had written a casually re-
vealing article in The Champion, a trade
publication for criminal-defense lawyers.
Entitled “Using the Media to Your Ad-
vantage,” it offered a step-by-step guide
for attorneys handling high-profile cases.
The article combined sensible advice—be
truthful, be courteous, be prompt—with
unctuous preening. Shapiro said, for ex-
ample, that lawyers should avoid using
clichés in talks with the press. “Refer-
ring to a case as a tragedy or to a client as
being framed does not convey a thought-
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ful message,” he wrote. “T'o describe an
unfortunate death situation, I use the
term ‘a horrible human event.’”

By this final Friday, however, Shapi-
ro’s voluble, visible role had been usurped.
He had brought both Cochran and F. Lee
Bailey into the case, and then had had to
watch as Cochran inexorably claimed the
lead courtroom role for himself. In Janu-
ary, just before the opening statements in
the trial, Shapiro had a very public falling
out with Bailey, who was the godfather of

one of his sons and had been a close
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groups can't share meals, elevators, bath-
rooms, and gossip and maintain a formal
distance. So Sally and I, feeling a little
sorry for Shapiro—and always eager to
chat with an insider—asked him to sit
with us. He picked up his tray, sidled
over, and joined in our reveries of life af-
ter O.]. His own fantasy, he said, would be
to take a month off and join Oscar De La
Hoya’s training camp at Big Bear Lake.
A serious and skilled amateur boxer at the
age of fifty-three, Shapiro couldn’t wait to
tear into the heavy bag. He also told us that

e

41

happened, one of the first race cards had
been dealt to me. In an article in the July 25,
1994, issue of this magazine entitled “An
Incendiary Defense,” I noted that at
Simpson’s preliminary hearing on murder
charges Shapiro “could not explain away
the most damaging evidence against his
client—matching bloody gloves,” espe-
cially the glove found by Detective Mark
Fuhrman on a pathway at the rear of
Simpson’s property. But, as I discovered
in conversations with defense lawyers,
they had seized upon Fuhrman as “a

Jobnnie Cochran said that the Fubrman tapes were “like Lay’s potato chips—you can’t put them down, and you can’t eat just one.”

friend. Shapiro claimed that Bailey was
leaking disparaging information about
him to reporters, and though both re-
mained on the defense team, Shapiro was
on his way to becoming the odd man out.
As the trial proceeded, the other defense
lawyers usually came and went together,
but Shapiro arrived and left by himself.
He often appeared in the cafeteria alone
as well, and on Friday he paid Rose, took
a long look at his colleagues and their sen-
tinels, and after this ostentatious pause
took a seat by himself at a small table
nearby.

In a big trial, month after month in
close proximity fosters a certain intimacy
between reporters and lawyers: the two

he had been appalled when Cochran
brought the Fruit of Islam into his en-
tourage and that he had been disappointed
by Cochran’s summation the previous day.
“It was nothing but race, race, race,” he
said. “And why am I not reading that in
the paper? All I hear is how great his
summation was. Why do I keep reading
this?” The fact was that many reporters
had excoriated Cochran’s naked appeal
for an acquittal based on racial solidarity,
but Shapiro’s bitterness was such that he
apparently had registered only the favor-
able words about his colleague.

And, of course, “race, race, race” had
been central to the defense strategy almost

since the day of Simpson’s arrest. As it

rogue cop who, rather than solving the
crime, framed an innocent man,” and they
said they intended to depict Fuhrman as
a racist. Given the history of poisonous
relations between the Los Angeles Police
Department and the city’s black commu-
nity—a history symbolized by the beating
of Rodney King only three years earlier—
this was bound to be an inflammatory ac-
cusation. The foundation for the defense
assault on Fuhrman was a disability claim
that Fuhrman had filed against the cityin
the early nineteen-eighties, in which he
said that the stress of patrolling the inner
city had left him psychologically scarred.
“I have this urge to kill people that upset
me,” Fuhrman had told a psychiatrist who



42

examined him. Fuhrman had lost the case
and consequently remained with the
L.A.P.D., but the file on his claim lay
buried in public court files, and that ex-
plosive detonated around the time Simp-
son’s lawyers began talking to me.

Thus did Mark Fuhrman become the
indispensable bogeyman in the defense
team’s strategy. At the time of my article
not even Simpson’s lawyers
knew how lucky they were in
having come up with the vain- @/U )
glorious, hate-filled Fuhrman. s
A superior had noted in an
evaluation of him that Fuhr-
man was obsessively intent
upon making “the big arrest,”
and, as we now know, Fuhr-
man’s ego eventually drove him
to spin his unforgettable tales of
bigoted braggadocio for the
tape recorder of the aspiring screenwriter
Laura Hart McKinny. It is astonishing in
itself that Fuhrman would boast to Mc-
Kinny about beating suspects, hating “nig-
gers,” concocting evidence, and the like.
That he would do so on tape suggests a
special, twisted vanity. (It is odd, too, that
Fuhrman, knowing that the McKinny
tapes existed, would sue me and this
magazine for libel after the publication of
my original story. His lead lawyer in that
case dropped him when the tapes became
public, and Fuhrman withdrew the suit
altogether during the week of the verdict.)

However, it required a certain kind of
lawyer to exploit the Fuhrman issue to full
effect. Raising a provocative theory with
a reporter is one thing; focussing an en-
tire courtroom defense strategy in a na-
tionally televised trial on the racism of an
L.A. police officer is another. For that
task, the defense brought on Cochran,
whose record of success in Los Angeles
is probably unparalleled. He has made a
handsome living over several decades by
representing well-heeled black men ac-
cused of crimes and by suing the City of
Los Angeles on behalf of black people
mistreated by the L.A.P.D. However, to
judge by many of Cochran’s press clip-
pings, he is a quasi-ecclesiastical figure,
doing God’s bidding as much as his cli-
ents. When the Los Angeles Times ran
an article on Cochran in its Sunday maga-
zine on January 29, 1995, the cover head-
line read, “WHY DID JOHNNIE COCHRAN
PRAY BEFORE HE TOOK ON THE O. J.
SIMPSON CASE?” In any event, Cochran
had no qualms about going for the jugu-
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lar. Indeed, he took an almost unseemly
delight in the Fuhrman issue. Though he
claimed to have been appalled at the con-
tents of the McKinny tapes, at one point
he told Judge Ito that the tapes were “like
Lay’s potato chips—you can’t put them
down, and you can’t eat just one.”

The Simpson team began exploiting
racial tensions in Los Angeles while Sha-
piro was running Simpson’s
defense, but Shapiro apparently
grew increasingly uncomfort-
able with the tactic over time—
a reflection, perhaps, as much
of his displeasure at Cochran’s
mastery in the courtroom as of
his growing unease with the
team’s strategy. At the defense
table in Judge Ito’s courtroom,

$
fi
Shapiro looked for months like

g
a man caught in a Thanksgiv-

ing from Hell—trapped with fellow-
guests he can neither abide nor escape. By
the end, Shapiro’s alienation was so pro-
found that his joy at his client’s stunning
acquittal appeared to range from modest
to downright imperceptible. When Judge
Ito closed the proceedings moments af-
ter the verdict was announced, and the
television camera went off, Cochran,
Douglas, and all the other defense lawyers
except Shapiro joined Simpson’s family in
a fist-pumping, back-slapping explosion
of delight. Shapiro did not even smile; in-
stead, he walked over to the prosecution
table and offered his hand in consolation.
That night, which was Yom Kippur, Sha-
piro skipped the defense team’s victory
party, at the Georgia restaurant, on Mel-
rose Avenue, and later that week, in in-
terviews with Barbara Walters and Larry
King, he conveyed his disgust at Coch-
ran’s use of the race card.

In spinning his reaction to Cochran,
Shapiro may simply have been position-
ing himself for life after the case. He has
joined a large law firm—he was in private
practice for himself before the Simpson
case—and he has an interest in not of-
fending prospective white clients. Still, by
nature, and even by legal training, Shapiro
1s a conciliator, and he turned out to be
ill suited for the racial brawl that the case
became. He has an unusual quality for a
successful lawyer—a strong aversion to
conflict. He is a diplomat, a dealmaker.
Plea bargains please him; both sides win.
Early in his career, after a brief stint as a
prosecutor, Shapiro learned the criminal-
defense business as the protégé of Harry
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Wieiss, a legendary figure in Los Angeles
legal circles. Still elegant and vigorous at
age seventy-nine, Weiss, a onetime child
star of the vaudewville stage, who wears a
trademark monocle, remains a familiar
sight in courtrooms around the city. He has
long had many clients in Los Angeles’s gay
community, and in the days when Sha-
piro worked with him—in the nineteen-
seventies and eighties—the police were
still routinely arresting men for having sex
with one another. “Bob handled many of
these cases—vag lewds, we called them,”
Weiss told me recently. “The cops always
had these guys dead bang, and no one
ever wanted to go to trial. In those days,
the men couldn’t stand the embarrass-
ment of fighting it in public, and, anyway,
judges never came down too hard on
them. So you had to make deals, and Bob
made deals. That’s the way you've got to
do it. He learned.”

Nevertheless, Shapiro is a superb trial
lawyer, and his examinations were some
of the most pointed and effective of the
Simpson trial. His cross-examination of
Detective Philip Vannatter was a text-
book example of zealous, ethical advo-
cacy. Shapiro pointed out that Vannatter
had made inaccurate statements to a mag-
istrate in support of a search warrant for
Simpson’s home the day after the mur-
ders; worse, Vannatter had implied that
Simpson had fled to Chicago suddenly,
though the trip had long been planned.
Shapiro also dwelled on Vannatter’s pe-
culiar decision to transport Simpson’s
blood sample all the way from police
headquarters to the defendant’s house, in
Brentwood, when it could easily have
been delivered to a nearby site downtown.
In a case where the defense was claiming
that blood was planted, Shapiro made the
detective look foolish at best and sinister
at worst,

As always, though, Shapiro couldn’t
resist hedging his bets. As he conducted
his cross-examination of Vannatter, he
wore a blue ribbon, symbolizing support
for the L.A.P.D., even though the blue
ribbon had been revived as an emblem of
defiance against the Simpson defense
team’s attacks. Nor did Shapiro exactly
eschew the race card. His clumsy, if ge-
nial, use of it turned out to be one of the
most unintentionally hilarious episodes of
the trial. It came on August 10th, when,
as part of the defense case, Shapiro called
Dr. Michael Baden, the former chief
medical examiner of New York City, to
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testify about how the results of the au-
topsies of Ronald Goldman and Nicole
Brown Simpson might suggest that
someone other than O. J. Simpson had
killed them.

Curly-haired and loquacious, Baden
practically raced to the familiar blue chair
when Shapiro summoned him. As with
any expert witness, Shapiro began by elic-
iting Baden’s qualifications, which are
considerable. The jury learned that Baden
had graduated from the City College of
New York in 1955 and from the New
York University School of Medicine in
1959. Shapiro asked Baden what awards
he had received at City College. “T was
seruor-class president,” Baden reported.
“Phi Beta Kappa, editor-in-chief of the
newspaper, and I was essentially the vale-
dictorian. I spoke at the commencement
for the students.”

“And where,” Shapiro continued
seamlessly, “was that college located?”

Baden was suddenly struck dumb,
clearly puzzled by how the location of
City College might edify these jurors on
any issue relevant to the guilt or innocence
of Shapiro’s client. Baden stumbled as he

began his answer. “It is located in upper
Manhattan, New York City,” he said.

Then he caught on, and hastily completed
his response with “Harlem area of New
York City.”

Having informed the nine African-
American jurors that this white defense ex-
pert came of age in the unofficial capital
of black America, Shapiro was oft and
running.

I[n example after shameless example,
Shapiro sought to turn Baden into a sort
of Abraham Lincoln of the autopsy table.
Did he serve on any state commissions?
“Yes,” he replied. “The New York State
commission that investigates all deaths
that occur in prisons and police custody
in New York State™—an entity that Ba-
den said had been set up “after the Attica
deaths.” Had he served on any federal
commissions? Yes, he said, on the con-
gressional committee “formed to inves-
tigate the deaths of President John F.
Kennedy and Dr. Martin Luther King.”
Shapiro then elicited from Baden a
lengthy exegesis on “the purpose of the
examination of the death of Dr. Martin
Luther King.” Asked for any “highlights”
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of his efforts on behalf of prosecutors over
the years, Baden replied, “I was recently
a witness for . . . a prosecutor of Jackson,
Mississippi, in the reinvestigation of the
death of Medgar Evers, who had been a
civil-rights leader who had been killed in
1963.” Had he ever investigated cases for
the Los Angeles District Attorney’s of-
fice? Indeed he had. “I was involved in the
investigation—re-autopsy—of a death of
a young athlete, a football player in Los
Angeles County, Ron Settles, who died
in a police precinct in Signal Hill. . . . Ini-
tially I was called by the attorney for the
family, Mr. Cochran, Johnnie Cochran.”

A the cafeteria on that final Friday
of the trial, Henry Weinstein, the
legal-affairs writer for the Los Angeles
Times, approached Cochran’s table and
requested a word with him. Weinstein
felt that he had been shoved by one of
Cochran’s guards a few moments earlier,
and he wanted to register a protest. Coch-
ran replied in typical fashion. He rose
from the table and hstened hard to what
Weinstein had to say, and then put both
of his hands on Weinstein’s shoulders,
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looked the reporter in the eye, and apolo-
gized for the incident, which he said
would not happen again. There was no
further confrontation, and the matter
ended there.

All of us covering the case had had
similar encounters with Cochran. By the
end of the trial, either Dan Abrams, a
correspondent for Court TV, or I was
commenting on the case almost every day
on NBC’s “T'oday” show. Cochran ap-
parently watched the program regularly,
for he seemed to catch many of our ap-
pearances. During the trial, about two
dozen reporters gathered every morning
outside Judge Ito’s courtroom, on the
ninth floor. Shortly before nine, the law-
yers would drift in, and you could some-
times catch a word with one of them. But
when Cochran had seen Abrams or me
on “T'oday” he would make a beeline for
us. Ignoring our colleagues, he would put
both hands on our shoulders and offer a
critique.

Cochran understood the inherent
limitations of our bite-size analyses, and,
though he might needle us a little or claim
that we had missed the day’s important
development, he was never harsh. One
day near the end of the trial, I said on
“T'oday” that prosecutors were preparing
to prove that the gloves found at the mur-
der scene and at Simpson’s home were the
same pair that Nicole Brown Simpson
had bought as a gift for her husband in
1990. As it turned out, the prosecution

established only that they were probably
the same pair. Cochran remembered my
commentary a day later and stopped me
in the men’s room on the ninth floor.
“You see, Jeffrey, that’s what you get for
listening to them,” he told me benevo-
lently as he washed his hands. “They say
they’re going to prove things, and they
don’t. Not your fault, but you gotta be
careful, Jeffrey.” Being singled out that
way was flattering—and effective. As
Abrams and I made our predawn trips to
NBC in Burbank, it was hard not to
think, What will Johnnie say?

Even though both Shapiro and Coch-
ran cultivated the press, they received
strikingly dissimilar treatment. Shapiro
was widely mocked for his perceived hun-
ger for media attention and for his ap-
pearances at [..A. society events: Shapiro
“goes to the opening of every (bleep)-ing
door,” said an “eye-rolling publicist”
quoted by the Los Angeles Times on De-
cember 25, 1994. Yet Cochran made
Shapiro look like a wallflower. Shapiro
did not give a single television interview
until after the trial; Cochran gave dozens.
Cochran travelled to Washington to at-
tend the Congressional Black Caucus
event the weekend before his summation
and to Florida to receive an honorary doc-
torate the weekend before that; Shapiro
never spent a full weekend away. (The
L.A. Times made only one reference to
the fact that Cochran’s first wife, during
their divorce proceedings, had charged

“Fresh-raked leaves?”
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him with beating her.) In all, the press
gave Cochran almost every break, perhaps
fearing the consequences of taking on a
prominent African-American.

In the courtroom, Cochran’s strategy
was simple: impugn the credibility of the
evidence by hammering away at the in-
competence and racism of the L.A.P.D.,
personified by the horrifying figure of
Mark Fuhrman. Prosecutors tried re-
sponding in several ways, none especially
successful. At first, before the McKinny
tapes rendered Fuhrman indefensible,
Marcia Clark tried to defend the L.A.P.D.
before the jury, nine of whose members
were African-American. Then, once Fuhr-
man had been damaged beyond repair,
she retreated to a yes-but position: yes, he
is a racist, but the evidence establishes that
he couldn’t have planted evidence and
that Simpson must be the killer. At the
heart of Clark’s strategy was a relentless
but small-bore response to every single
defense claim about the evidence. At
times, she was brilliant. Her examination
of Allan Park, the limousine driver who
took Simpson from his home to the air-
port shortly after the murders, was a mas-
terpiece. Shifting smoothly between
Park’s cellular-phone records and his pre-
cise recollections, Clark established con-
vincingly that neither Simpson nor his
Bronco was at his home at the time of the
murders. It is difficult to imagine how else
Clark might have tried her case, and in an
ordinary trial this method might have
worked. Her strategy bespoke an al-
most ingenuous confidence in the
jurors: if only she could show them
all the little things that added up to
the government’s case, those facts
would trump the big thing—race—
that formed the heart of the defense.

ClarK’s partner, Christopher Dar-
den, seemed to know better. His
position throughout the trial was an
excruciating one, and it exacted a
considerable emotional toll—most
noticeable when he broke down at
the prosecutors’ post-verdict news
conference. Clearly, though, those
tears were a long time in coming. I
frequently found myself in the el-
evator with him, and I was struck by
the dramatic fluctuations in his de-
meanor—ifriendly one day, taciturn
the next. As the black prosecutor
having to deny time and again that
he was an Uncle Tom, he spent the
entire trial on the defensive. It was
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scandalous, of course, that any black man
should have been forced into such an
undignified posture under such circum-
stances, but that Darden, of all people,
should have had to endure it is a rich and
disturbing irony.

Darden spent six of his fifteen years as
a deputy district attorney prosecuting cor-
rupt police officers. During that assign-
ment, his biggest case involved a police
raid, on August 1, 1988, of apartment
units at Thirty-ninth Street and Dalton
Avenue, a predominantly black part of the
city. “This was supposedly a small-time
drug den, and they sent about eighty
officers to the scene,” said Ira Reiner, who
was the District Attorney at the time.
“And they basically wrecked the place,
used a battering ram, pulled out the plumb-
ing, even tore off the outside stairways.”
Darden headed the investigation. “The
first thing that we did was go after the
rank-and-file cops,” Reiner explained.
“But Chris felt very strongly that we
needed to hold the command level re-
sponsible, and at that point Daryl Gates
got involved.” Gates, of course, was the
longtime police chief in Los Angeles,
who had notoriously poor relations with
the city’s black community. Reiner went
on to say, “Gates wrote me this letter
claiming that Chris was pushing too hard
against the cops, being too aggressive, in
his investigation. Anyone else would have
laughed it off, but not Chris. He wanted
to fire back a letter. This was a classic case
of police misconduct, and of course we
went ahead with 1t, and Chris handled it
with commitment and emotion. That’s
just the way he operates.” (Of the four
officers charged in the case, one defendant
pleaded guilty; the others were acquitted
after trial.)

In the Simpson case, Darden had rec-
ognized Cochran’s tactic from the outset.
In a pretrial legal argument in January
over whether the defense could elicit the
information that Fuhrman had used the
word “nigger,” Darden warned Judge Ito
of the consequences of allowing such
inflammatory material to be introduced.
The evidence would be cast aside, he
warned, and the question for the jury
would become a very different one from
whether O. J. Simpson murdered his ex-
wife and her friend. “The test will be
whose side are you on,” Darden told the
judge. “The side of the white prosecutors
and the white policemen or the side of the
black defendant and his very prominent

black lawyer? That is what it is going to
do. Either you are with the Man or you
are with the Brothers.” And, nine months
later, that is exactly what happened.

Like Clark, however, Darden was hard
pressed to do anything about Cochran’s
strategy. An astonishing exchange that
took place on July 12th, as the heart of
Simpson’s defense case was being pre-
sented, shows just how far Cochran was
willing to go to keep the case focussed on
race. Cochran had called a man named
Robert Heidstra, who lived near Nicole
Brown Simpson, to testify about what he
saw and heard on the night of the mur-
ders. Meek and middle-aged, the French-
born Heidstra had testified on direct
examination that while he was walking
his dogs at around ten-forty on June 12th
of last year he heard a commotion near
Nicole Brown Simpson’s condo—two
voices, one clear, saying, “Hey, hey, hey!”
and the other indistinct. Heidstra initially
appeared to be a good defense witness,
since placing the murders at around ten-
forty made it seem difficult for the defen-
dant to return to his home and catch his
limousine ride by five minutes to eleven.

But Heidstra fell apart during Dar-
den’s cross-examination. Heidstra admit-
ted that he usually walked his dogs at ten
o’clock, which, if he had done so on the
night of the murders, would have put the
killings at precisely the time the prosecu-
tion claimed. Heidstra said, further, that
he saw a white car that could have been a
Bronco leaving the scene—another fact
that was consistent with the government’s
case. Finally, Darden pursued him with
the statement “The second voice that you
heard sounded like the voice of a black
man, is that correct?”

Cochran nearly vaulted out of his
chair. “Objected to, Your Honor,” he
sputtered. “I object.” The defense caused
such a commotion that Judge Ito excused
the jury and told Heidstra to step out-
side for a moment. Darden patiently re-
counted to the judge that an acquaintance
of Heidstra's, Patricia Baret, had told De-
tective Tom Lange that Heidstra told her
that “he heard the very angry screaming
of an older man who sounded black.”
Thus, Darden explained to Ito, he had
every right to ask the question.

But Cochran was not to be molli-
fied. “I resent that statement,” he thun-
dered. “You can’t tell by somebody’s voice
whether they sounded black. I don’t
know who made that statement, Baret or
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Lange, and I resent that [as] a racist state-
ment.” His tirade continued, “This state-
ment about whether he sounds black or
white is racist and ] resent it, and that is
why I stood and objected. And I think it
is totally improper that in America, at this
time in 1995, we have to hear this and en-
dure this.”

Darden looked stricken. In their many
confrontations during the trial, the physi-
cal contrast between Cochran and Dar-
den was notable. Cochran 1s all chest, in-
variably clad in a sleek double-breasted
suit, and he exudes a booming, strutting
vitality. Darden still has the body of the
college runner he used to be—reedy and
lean. He wore double-breasted suits, too,
but his jacket was often left unbuttoned,
and his chest seemed to disappear behind
the fabric. Darden never shouted back,
never tried to match Cochran in volume.
Instead, on this day, as on other occa-
stons, he merely did his characteristic
stooped, duck-toed little pace behind the
podium as Cochran thundered on. When
Cochran finished, Darden replied evenly
that he was simply questioning Heidstra
about a statement the witness himself had
allegedly made earlier. Then he came as
close as he ever did to lashing back, and
addressed Cochran with quiet dignity:
“T'hat is what created a lot of problems for
myself and my family, statements that you
make about me and race, Mr. Cochran.”

Ito called a recess, tempers cooled, and
the entire bizarre exchange provoked little
comment in the media. Cochran’s statement
was outrageous. Whether one sometimes
can tell if a speaker is African-American
on the basis of his or her speech is inar-
guable. (In this magazine four weeks
ago, for example, Henry Louis Gates, Jr.,
quoted Julian Bond describing Colin Pow-
ell as “verbally not black” and Powell him-
self saying, “I speak reasonably well, like a
white person.”) Cochran’s outburst was a
transparent courtroom trick. How better
to stop an effective cross-examination than
by throwing a stink bomb of racial griev-
ance into the middle of the courtroom?

Cochran never seemed to miss an op-
portunity to play racial politics in Ito’s
court. In cross-examining Detective
Lange, Cochran pointed out no fewer
than three times that the detective lived
in Simi Valley—the site of the acquit-
tals of the police officers who beat Rod-
ney King. On September 11th, in the
midst of the Fuhrman controversy,
Cochran arranged for the entire defense

team to wear African kente-cloth ties in
front of the jury. These antics brought
hoots from the reporters watching the
trial on the closed-circuit feed into the
media compound, on the twelfth floor of
the courthouse, but when it came to ac-
tual reporting on the trial we all turned
into a remarkably timorous crew. The re-
porters were an overwhelmingly white
group, and, as far as I could tell, no one
ever worried that their treatment of the
defense was unduly favorable.

FEAR of being called racist transcended
everything in that newsroom. This
extended, I think, even to discussions of
the evidence. The safe course for those of
us covering the case was to nitpick along
with the defense attorneys. Sure, Simp-
son cut his Jeft hand on the night of the
murders, and DNA tests showed conclu-
sively that it was Simpson’s blood to the
left of the footprints leaving the scene, but
could those blood samples have been con-
taminated? It was likewise settled that
Nicole’s blood was on a sock found in
Simpson’s bedroom, and that Ron Gold-
man’s blood was found in Simpson’s
Bronco, but perhaps both those sam-
ples had been planted? Hair consistent
with Simpson’s was found in the knit
cap at the murder scene and on Ron
Goldman’s shirt, but hair matches are not
one-hundred-per-cent dispositive. The
gloves that Nicole bought for Simpson in
1990 were almost certainly the ones used
by her killer, but maybe—somehow—
not. Our caution and fear, however, mis-
led. The case against Simpson was simply
overwhelming. When we said otherwise,
we lied to the audience that trusted us.

By contrast, it would have been no ex-
aggeration to say that the defense’s case
against the police was absurd. In their
summations, Cochran and Scheck sug-
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gested that the police, in their effort to
frame Simpson, had planted at least the
following items: (1) Simpson’s blood on
the rear gate at Bundy; (2) Goldman’s
blood in Simpson’s Bronco; (3) Nicole’s
blood on the sock (which was found in his
bedroom); and (4) the infamous glove at
Rockingham, which had, as Clark put it
in her summation, “all of the evidence on
it: Ron Goldman, fibres from his shirt;
Ron Goldman’s hair; Nicole’s hair; the
defendant’s blood; Ron Goldman’s blood;
Nicole’s blood; and the Bronco fibre.”
(Last Wednesday, Simpson understand-
ably decided to forgo a detailed discussion
of this evidence when he cancelled his
ballyhooed interview with NBC.) The
defense never spelled out how all this ne-
farious activity took place, but to do so
would have required more or less the fol-
lowing. The core of the defense case was,
of course, that Fuhrman surreptitiously
took that glove from the murder scene to
the defendant’s home. Not only would he
have had to transport the glove with its
residue of the crime scene, but he would
also have had to find some of Simpson’s
blood (from sources unknown) to deposit
upon it and then wipe the glove on the
inside of Simpson’s locked car (by means
unknown)—all the while not knowing
whether Simpson had an ironclad alibi for
the time of the murders. The other con-
spirators (conspicuously unnamed) would
have had to be equally adept and even
more determined. In his contemporane-
ous notes from the crime scene, Fuhrman
wrote that there was blood on the gate at
Bundy; someone would have had to wipe
that off and apply Simpson’s. The autop-
sies, where blood samples from the vic-
tims were taken, were not performed un-
til June 14th, two days after the murders.
Someone would have had to take some
of Goldman’s blood and put it in the
Bronco, which was then in police custody.
And someone (the same person? an-
other?) would have had to take some of
Nicole’s blood and dab it on the sock,
which was then in a police evidence lab.
All of these illegal actions by the police
would have had to take place at a time
when everyone involved in the case was
under the most relentless media scrutiny
in American legal history—and all for the
benefit of an unknown killer who, like
only nine per cent of the population, hap-
pened to share Simpson’s shoe size, 12.

In the months leading up to the ver-
dict, I was asked approximately ten thou-
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sand times how I thought the case would
end. Of course, the real answer was that
1 didn’t know, but generally I did my duty
in the sound-bite culture into which I had
willingly propelled myself: Braves in five;
Jets with the points; and (my usual guess)
Simpson in a hung jury or an acquittal.
The jurors’ single request to re-hear tes-
timony did throw me. It was after listen-
ing to a read-back of the testimony of the
limousine driver, Allan Park—which to
me was some of the most incriminating
evidence in the entire case—that the ju-
rors announced they had reached a ver-
dict. Perhaps, I speculated the night be-
fore the verdict was announced, the jury
had been watching the same trial that I
had after all. In the “T'oday” panel of “ex-
perts” on the morning of the verdict, two
of us (including me) predicted conviction,
two bet on acquittal.

At ten on Tuesday morning, Octo-
ber 3rd, Judge Ito started court with un-
characteristic promptness. I was in my
usual seat—B-11, in the second row, just
behind Ron Goldman’s sister, Kim. I
didn’t realize how nervous I would be; I
couldn’t look at her. It was one thing to
do blithe handicapping on a morning
news show, but it was another, I then re-
alized, to confront what was before me.
Of course, I had talked about an acquit-
tal almost until the end, but, as we sat
there waiting for the verdict, it did not oc-
cur to me that O. J. Simpson might ac-
tually be going home that afternoon. I
couldn’t believe it. I saw Judge Ito study
the verdict forms before he handed them
to his clerk, Dierdre Robertson, to read
to the public. I noticed that Ito took a
long time studying them: it must be a
complicated verdict, I inferred—one first-
degree conviction, say, and one second-
degree. When Robertson first looked at
the forms, 1 thought that her grim de-
meanor, too, suggested a conviction in the
works.

The words when they came—*Not
guilty”—went straight into my sinuses. I
tried to be a reporter and look at Simp-
son for his reaction, but [ don’t remem-
ber seeing anything at all. After Robert-
son intoned her second “Not guilty,” Kim
Goldman, her father, Fred, and her step-
mother, Patti, rocked forward in front of
me and howled. I thought how rarely life
is like this—a single moment when every-
thing changes. I urged myself to seize it,
capture it, write something profound in

my notebook. And yet all I could think
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of was that I knew and understood a lot
less than I'd thought I did.

ARCIA CLARK suggested that she

and | and a friend of hers meet

for lunch at noon on the Friday after the
verdict—which was, as it happened, a
week to the moment after I had eaten
with Shapiro in the C.C.B. cafeteria. She
chose an old haunt of hers—the Ham-

burger Hamlet, on Bonner Drive, in
West Hollywood. When I arrived there,
with Clark’s fellow deputy district at-
torney Lynn Reed Baragona, we found
that the restaurant had been sold—four
months before, it turned out—and was
undergoing renovations. “Marcia hasn’t
been getting out a lot lately,” Baragona
said, laughing.

Clark pulled up a few minutes later.
She wore a gray T-shirt, black leggings,
and a roomy, black sweatshirt that
flopped over her painfully thin frame.
Since the verdict on Tuesday, she’d spent
a couple of days relaxing with friends and
her kids. On Thursday, she and Baragona
had prowled the outlet malls in Oxnard
and had bought Halloween decorations
for their kids at a discount card shop. The

—HENRY HART

toll taken by the months of her exhaust-
ing efforts was still apparent. The dark
circles under her eyes, which had been so
pronounced during her summation, re-
mained very much in evidence. With the
Hamburger Hamlet gone, we decided to
walk a block west to the considerably
more upscale Ivy for lunch. “T'ime to live
it up, eh?” Clark said.

The previous day, CNN had quoted
Clark as saying “a majority black jury
won't bring a conviction in a case like
this.” She was furious about that quote. “I
didn’t say it,” she told me, “and I don’t be-
lieve it.” Clark asserts that the reporter
garbled a brief off-camera, off-the-record
telephone conversation. (CINN stands by
the story.) So if the racial composition of
the jury wasn't the key issue in the case, I
asked her, what was?

Clark paused a long time, and then
said, “T haven't sorted it all out, and I don'’t
think it’s all that simple.” The astonish-
ing brevity of the jury’s deliberation seems
to have provided a peculiar kind of com-
fort to her. There appears to have been no
one thing the prosecution could have
done—or undone—that would have

changed the result in the case. She recalled
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that shortly after the verdict her boss, Gil
Garcetts, the District Attorney, had asked
her what she thought the turning point in
the trial was. “I told him there wasn't one,”
she said. The result, it now seems, was
preordained. She has watched the frenzied
aftermath of the trial—the juror inter-
views, the defense-lawyer squabbles—
with some detachment. (As for the asser-
tions by various defense lawyers that one
or another of their number had discussed
the possibility of Simpson’s pleading
guilty to lesser charges, Clark is emphatic.
“I never heard from any of the defense law-
yers about a plea bargain,” she told me.)

The racial divisions spawned by the case
trouble Clark deeply. She is especially ran-
kled by the CNN report, because she be-
lieves it may exacerbate these tensions. Now
forty-two years old, she came of age in the
years of the civil-rights movement, and
she remains a political liberal. It aston-
ishes and appalls her that she finds her-
self a representative of her race in a black-
white confrontation. But she is coming to
terms with the fact that heightened racial
animosity may be the principal legacy of
her great moment in the public eye.

I asked Clark what she was going to
do next in her life.

“I honestly don’t know,” she said. “I
might stay in the DD.A.’s office, and I
might not.” As it happened, the day be-
fore our lunch the L.A. County Board of
Supervisors, facing a fiscal crisis, had uni-
laterally cut the pay of all county employ-
ees, including Clark and Baragona, by five
per cent. (The board has since reconsid-
ered.) Clark is a divorced parent of two
young children. According to press re-
ports, she has signed on as a client of Nor-
man Brokaw, the chairman and chief ex-
ecutive of the William Morris Agency, for
help in weighing her options about writ-
ing a book, working in television, or oth-
erwise capitalizing on her renown. (Dar-
den has signed on with William Morris
as well.)

By the time we left the restaurant, it
was apparent that even in these jaded en-
virons Clark has become an enormous ce-
lebrity. When we finished lunch, about a
dozen customers left their tables to follow
Clark into the street—seeking handshakes,
autographs, and brief words. An espe-
cially persistent face-lifted matron sub-
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jected Clark to a lengthy and mysterious
harangue. After the woman was safely out
of earshot, a measure of Clark’s frustra-
tion surfaced. Brentwood, after all, was
her Waterloo. Rolling her eyes, amused
rather than despondent, Clark told Bara-
gona, “T've had enough of West L.A.”

For several years before the Simpson
case, Clark and Baragona had made
weekly pilgrimages to this neighborhood
to have lunch and wvisit the Mysterious
Bookshop, an L.A. landmark. The two
women read and swap the novels they buy
there, with their tales of tidy mayhem,
and they wanted to resume this ritual. I
had to catch my plane for New York and
couldn’t join them, but I did ask Clark
what she wanted to read. She was full of
enthusiasm, as eager to browse in the
store as to get on to the next chapter in
her life. She reeled off a string of authors
who were unfamiliar to me—chroniclers
of maniacal serial murderers, wily medi-
cal examiners, and the like. As I walked
away, she added that, as was her custom,
she would be avoiding one part of the
store. “No true crime,” Clark said. “I only
want fake crime these days, thanks.” ¢
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THE SUPERNOTE

A near-perfect counterfeit hundred-dollar bill is coming out of the Middle East.
Is it an act of economic terrorism? And can the 1reasury stop it?

BY FREDRIC DANNEN AND IRA SIlVERMAN

born drug traffickers found them-

selves in jail in Massachusetts, and
their prospects looked grim. Gebran
Hanna, of Ottawa, and Peter Kattar, of
Andover, Massachusetts, had shipped
more than three tons of hashish, con-
cealed in plastic barrels of olives, from the
Bekaa Valley, in Lebanon, to
Boston Harbor, and they were
caught. If they were convicted,
they would likely face manda-
tory sentences of thirty years or
more. Their only hope for
clemency was to codperate with
the government of the United
States, and provide useful infor-
mation. As it happened, they
knew about something big.

Hanna was escorted to the
office of Paul Kelly, the Boston
federal prosecutor who had
brought the hashish case. After
Kelly, a slim blond man in his
thirties, and an agent of the
United States Customs Service
interrogated him about the
drug business, Hanna suddenly
changed the subject. Was the
government interested in learn-
ing about a counterfeit United
States hundred-dollar bill of re-
markable quality being printed
in Lebanon? Hanna said he
had inside knowledge of the
operation, and offered to direct
his brother, who lived in Ottawa, to travel
to Beirut and obtain samples. Kelly was
skeptical but interested. “We said, ‘Fine.
Do that,” ” he recalls. As had been ar-
ranged, the brother stopped at Logan
Airport on his way back from Lebanon,
and there he met the customs agent and
turned over five bills.

Kelly was stunned when the bills were
presented to him. Two of them did not
appear to be fraudulent. “I've done coun-
terfeiting cases, and 1 know what a coun-

terfeit bill looks like,” he says. “These bills

IN the spring of 1992, two Lebanese-

looked genuine. They felt genuine. I said,
‘If these are counterfeit, this is a serious
problem for the United States.”” Kelly
immediately called the Boston office of
the United States Secret Service, a branch
of the Treasury. “I said, “‘We have some
outstanding-looking bills, and they came
from Lebanon, ” he recalls. “Secret Service
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The Supernote: Singularly poised to damage

world confidence in the dollar?

was at our door in three and a half min-
utes. They knew exactly what I was talk-
ing about.”

Kelly, it turned out, had obtained
samples of a counterfeit hundred-dollar
bill that had been dubbed the Supernote.
It had surfaced around 1990 and origi-
nated in the Middle East, and, the agents
told Kelly, as far as they could deter-
mine between two and three billion dol-
lars’ worth had been printed in two years.
It was indeed no ordinary counterfeit.
Most fake currency is printed on an offset

ANTHONY FREDA



press—the type used for books and
magazines—and it tends to look and feel
flat. The Supernote, however, was being
manufactured by the same industrial pro-
cess used to make authentic United States
currency, known as intaglio printing, in
which an etched plate meets paper with
tremendous force, giving the note a dis-
tinctive, embossed feel. The paper used
for the Supernote was an uncanny replica
of the currency stock produced exclusively
for the United States government since
1879 by Crane & Company, of Dalton,
Massachusetts—seventy-five per cent
cotton, twenty-five per cent linen, with
embedded red and blue fibres.

"The workmanship of the Supernote was
extraordinary. It had sequential serial
numbers, and the printing plates continued
to be refined. A Secret Service agent iden-
tified Kelly's two samples as Supernotes
by three minuscule imperfections. Even
when the flaws were pointed out, Kelly
says, “I frankly couldn’t see the damn im-
perfections.” (A former employee of the
Secret Service’s forensic division says that
when a sample of the Supernote first ar-
rived at the agency’s laboratory, in Wash-
ington, a top technical analyst “examined
it the way he has every other counterfeit
note in the world, and called it genuine.”)

Most alarming of all, the Supernote
was so well engineered that it could fool
currency scanners at the nation’s twelve
Federal Reserve banks. The black ink on
the front of American currency contains
ferrous oxide, which is magnetic, and the
Fed’s scanners read the magnetic field
down the center line of the portrait with
such precision that a thousand genuine
hundred-dollar bills are rejected for every
one that is later found to be counterfeit.
Yet, Kelly recalls, “Secret Service told me
the bills went through those machines.”

The Supernote, Kelly learned, had
been circulating in Europe, the Far East,
the Middle East, and the former Soviet
Union, but only a limited supply had
reached the United States. This was not
reassuring. Of the almost three hundred
and ninety billion dollars in American pa-
per money now in existence, some two-
thirds, or more than two hundred and
fifty billion, is in foreign hands. The
worldwide popularity of the dollar is a
tremendous boon to the United States.
As the Federal Reserve is fond of point-
ing out, every bill in circulation is in ef-
fect an interest-free loan; an equivalent
amount in government securities would

cost the United States more than twenty-
five billion dollars in annual interest pay-
ments. The beauty of bills stuffed in a
mattress in Kazakhstan, for instance, is
the good chance that the notes will never
be called in. The Supemote was by no
means the first foreign-made or foreign-
distributed counterfeit of American cur-
rency, but because of its frightening and
unprecedented quality it seemed singu-
larly poised to damage world confidence
in the dollar.

N general, foreign counterfeiting of

American paper money is an enforce-
ment quandary for the Secret Service,
which is essentially a domestic police
force. At home, its anti-counterfeiting
record is exemplary; by tracking suspi-
cious purchases of paper and ink, the Ser-
vice is able to seize more than ninety per
cent of the counterfeit money that is
printed in the United States before it can
be distributed. Only a fraction of the
Service’s two thousand agents are sta-
tioned abroad, however, and to make
cases outside the United States the agency
depends heavily on foreign law enforce-
ment. In Thailand in 1985, for example,
with the aid of the Royal Thai Police, the
Service tracked down Lee Ah-sin, nick-
named King Kong, an eccentric, obses-
sively meticulous Malaysian-born en-
graver who manufactured an outstanding
hundred-dollar bill using a converted
squid-processor as a press.

The Supernote was clearly not the
work of an eccentric. It appeared instead
to be the Secret Service’s worst nightmare:
an industrial-level counterfeit printed in a
hostile region of the world. What’s more,
there was evidence that the printing op-
eration was protected by the military of
Syria, an essentially hostile government.
The Secret Service agents, Kelly recalls,
envisioned the Supernote facility as “a
barn or a big warehouse” with multiple
presses, either in the Syrian-controlled
Bekaa Valley of Lebanon—the notorious
badlands of the Middle East, where drugs
are harvested and terrorist groups con-
duct field exercises—or in Syria itself,
but in either case guarded by Syrian sol-
diers. That scenario raised another ugly
possibility—that the Supernote was a
form of state-protected terrorism, a
charge that would not be new to Syria.
“The Secret Service did believe that
this was an effort not just to acquire
amazing wealth but also to destabilize the
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Another decade or so, and 1t'll be warm enough for us.”

economy of the United States,” Kelly says.

The Secret Service had done its best
to investigate the Supernote, and earlier
in 1992 it had set up a task force in
Cyprus. If the agency could locate the
printing facility, Kelly was now told, that
information would be turned over to the
United States military or intelligence
services. | he Secret Service was eager to
speak to Gebran Hanna and Peter Kattar,
the hashish smugglers, and a meeting
was at the U.S. Attorney’s Office.

Hanna and Kattar said that, as they un-
derstood it, the counterfeit operation had
begun in Lebanon in the mid-seventies,
during the civil war between Christian
Phalangists and Muslims. The Phalan-
gists, who were short of money, con-
scripted skilled Armenian engravers to
make the plates of a counterfeit United
States hundred, and this was printed on
the bleached paper of genuine one-dollar
bills. The counterfeits, though imperfect,
were successfully passed in Czechoslova-
kia to buy rifles. Years later, according to
Hanna and Kattar, high-ranking officials
of the Syrian military in Lebanon took
control of the counterfeiting operation,
and the Supernote was developed, al-
though counterfeit hundreds of lesser
quality also continued to be produced.
Hanna and Kattar said that they knew of

three printing facilities in Lebanon, and
that the counterfeit hundreds were trans-
ported via drug routes—in trucks passing
through Turkey to Europe and in ships
from the Lebanese port of Juniyah to
Cyprus.

The debriefing sessions with Hanna
and Kattar lasted several months. In Feb-
ruary, 1993, the two men pleaded guilty
to the hashish conspiracy and were sen-
tenced, Hanna to eight years in prison
and Kattar to ten. Both men were given
lighter sentences in return for their infor-
mation about counterfeiting and about
other items of interest to the government.
With that, Kelly’s involvement in the
Supernote investigation came to an
end, but what he had learned from the
Secret Service continued to trouble him.
“I'm here in Boston prosecuting drug
traffickers and murderers, but this was
several notches above anything I'd seen
before,” he says. “It seemed to me a tre-
mendous problem for the country.”

ELLY has been proved right. Today,

the Supernote remains one of the
longest unsolved counterfeiting cases in
the modern history of the Secret Service,
and it has begun to undermine interna-
tional confidence in United States cur-
rency. Its rate of manufacture appears
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prodigious; in the Russian Federation
alone, where the dollar has supplanted the
unstable ruble as the primary currency,
the Russian Central Bank estimates that
the volume of Supernotes is as high as
four billion dollars. And because of the
possibility of economic terrorism as a mo-
tive for the Supernote, the full dimen-
sions of the problem are not yet known.

It is a problem that has not been
widely or accurately reported. To date,
the few press accounts of the Supernote
have mostly been based on a July, 1992,
report of the House Republican Research
Committee Task Force on Terrorism and
Unconventional Warfare. The report
blamed Syria and Iran for distributing the
Supernote, and stated that it was actually
being printed by the government of Iran
at the mint in Teheran—charges that
Iran called “wild hallucinations of the ex-
treme right.”

Indeed, the theory expressed to Paul
Kelly by the Secret Service agents in
1992—that the Supernote facility is in ei-
ther Lebanon or Syria, and is protected
by the Syrian military—is now considered
fact by many at the State Department, ac-
cording to insiders. A counterfeit hun-
dred of lesser quality is also being printed
in the same region. State Department
sources say that a diplomatic solution to
the Supernote problem has been sought
in several discussions with the Syrian
government, including a May, 1994,
meeting between Warren Christopher
and the Syrian President, Hafiz al-Assad.
The State Department is hindered in
those discussions, however, by the slow
progress of the Supernote investigation
on the part of the Secret Service; without
knowing the precise location of the print-
ing operation, one source says, “it’s
difficult to pound the table.”

The Secret Service, meanwhile, may
not be altogether to blame for its lack of
progress on the Supernote. It has appar-
ently been held back by a curious policy
decision of the United States Treasury,
which has often been accused of being a
schizophrenic institution—part banker,
part cop. In dealing with the Supernote,
the banker constituency evidently has set
the agenda. The Treasury, taking its cue
from the Federal Reserve, has a difficult
time regarding counterfeiting, even on a
very large scale, as a macroeconomic
problem, because cash is a relatively small
percentage of the total money supply.
Wire transfers, checks, and credit-card
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transactions, after all, run into the tril-
lions. Counterfeiting becomes signifi-
cant to the Fed only if it undermines
confidence in the dollar.

Dozens of interviews with high-level
insiders left the impression that the Fed-
eral Reserve and the Treasury don't fear
the Supernote itself as much as they fear
a confidence problem that might result if
they publicly acknowledge it and counte-
nance a large-scale investigation. (As one
expert on international terrorism who has
looked 1nto the Supernote puts it, “If the
note is that nearly perfect, it doesn’t ex-
ist.”) Last March, the Secret Service
briefed the Senate Appropriations Com-
mittee on its foreign enforcement prob-
lems, and the committee, deeply con-
cerned, urged a significant increase of
Secret Service agents overseas. In late
August, the Service finally won approval
to open its first permanent office in the
Middle East, in Cyprus.

The Treasury’s efforts to keep the ex-
istence of the Supernote quiet have failed.
After five years of Supernote production,
merchants and bank tellers in many for-
eign cities, notably in Europe and the Far
East, are increasingly reluctant to accept
hundred-dollar bills. In August of 1994,
for example, the columnist Liz Smith
noted that “top banks” in London would
not exchange pound notes for hundreds
because of concern about a counterfeit,
which, they suspected, came from the
Middle East. Last February, the Hong
Kong Standard reported that a rash of
counterfeit hundreds had hit that city.
Senator Patrick Leahy, who serves on the
Banking Committee, complained re-
cently that while he was on vacation in
Ireland this summer establishments
would sooner accept his traveller's checks
than his hundreds. Similar problems have
been reported in Greece.

Finally, last month, the Treasury did
take action on the Supernote—though
without ever once publicly mentioning it.
At a press conference notable for its lev-
ity (introductory remarks were delivered
by an actor dressed as Ben Franklin),
Robert E. Rubin, the Secretary of the
Treasury, announced the first significant
redesign of American currency since
1929, to commence next year with a new
hundred-dollar bill. Among the modi-
fications are a larger, off-center portrait,
a watermark, and a patch of ink that shifts
from green to black when viewed from
different angles. Rubin insisted that the
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redesign had been prompted not by any
existing problem but, rather, by the “fu-
ture and potential threat” of counterfeit-
ing posed by color photocopiers, digital
scanners, and color laser printers. He de-
scribed the amount of counterfeit cur-
rency now in existence as “de minimis”
and “not an economic problem,” and as-
serted that the redesign was an example
of “anticipating a problem” and “staying
ahead of the curve.”

It remains to be seen just how effec-
tive a solution the currency redesign will
be. Even if the Middle Eastern counter-
feiters cannot duplicate the new hundred,
they can continue to cause damage for
some time with the old. The Treasury has
a policy of never recalling existing currency,
for fear that the world’s hoarders of dol-
lars might switch to Deutsche marks or
yen. Eventually, a market preference for
the new hundred, and the replacement of
old bills as they pass through the Federal
Reserve system, is expected to drive the
old one out of existence, but that could
take years. In the meantime, Mary Ellen
Withrow, the Treasurer of the United
States, emphasizes that “we will have two
kinds of money circulating at the same
time, the old and the new—and they
both will be good.”

While the threat of widespread ama-
teur counterfeiting on color reprographic
equipment is indeed serious, it is far-
fetched to think that that threat alone
prompted the currency redesign. Since
1990, hundreds and fifties have had two
anti-reprographic features: a translucent
polymer thread embedded in the paper,
and microprinting around the portrait. By
1993, the thread and the microprinting
had been added to twenties, tens, and
fives. Even those features, which did vir-
tually nothing to alter the look of the cur-
rency, took years to implement. Redesign
like the one announced last month is a
radical step for the Treasury, which be-
lieves that the consistent look of green-
and-black American currency conveys its
stability. Many politicians, meanwhile,
have long held that a dramatic redesign
of the currency would be highly offensive
to the American public—like changing
the flag. While other nations regularly al-
ter their currency—Great Britain, for
example, has remade the pound note six
times since 1914—the printing plates of
American paper money have changed
so little since 1929 that on the back of a
new ten-dollar bill the car driving by the

Treasury Building is of Model T vintage.

Needless to say, the consistency of
those printing plates is a benefit to coun-
terfeiters. Back in 1981, the Secret Ser-
vice began agitating for a full-scale rede-
sign of the currency, out of concern that
United States paper money might be vul-
nerable not merely to amateur reprogra-
phy but to an industrial-leve] counterfeit-
ing problem like the Supernote. Officials
of the Secret Service pressed for more
than a dozen anti-counterfeiting features,
including holograms, chemical markers,
and the use of multiple colors, a standard
feature in major currencies throughout
the world.

In 1984, after three years of study and
experimentation, the Secret Service and
the Bureau of Engraving and Printing
had developed three prototype twenty-
dollar bills, all with multicolored printing.
Robert Leuver, the director of the B.E.P.
at the time, says he brought the proto-
types to Donald Regan, the Treasury
Secretary, who then took them to the
White House. “They didn’t float,” Leuver
recalls Regan telling him. Early the next
year, James Baker replaced Regan as
Treasury Secretary, and representatives of
both the B.E.P. and the Secret Service
showed the prototypes to Baker's deputy,
Richard Darman, who, one of those
representatives says, flatly rejected them.
In 1986, Baker finally approved only
two new features—the polymer thread
and the microprinting. The Secret
Service made it clear that it considered
the changes insufficient protection
against various types of counterfeiting,
and received assurances from the Trea-
sury that other changes would come soon.

As it turned out, even the new features
approved by Baker did not begin to take
effect until 1990. Crane & Company, the
exclusive supplier of American currency
paper, was initially unable to master the
technical difficulties of embedding a poly-
mer thread, and in 1986 the B.E.P. was
forced to seek other bidders. The most
promising new supplier, Portals Ltd., a
British paper manufacturer, was knocked
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out of the running the following year,
however, when Massachusetts Represen-
tative Silvio Conte, a close friend of
Crane’s late chairman, put through an
amendment to an appropriations bill re-
quiring that American currency paper be
supplied by an American-owned concern.
Crane got another chance to produce pa-
per with an embedded thread, and finally
succeeded in 1989.

The Treasury’s reluctance to alter the
traditional look of the currency is appar-
ent even in the redesign that is to take
effect next year. Secretary Rubin stresses
that the new currency “retains the basic
American feel and look”™ —it will be
printed on the same Crane paper, of the
same size, and in the same two colors.
Mary Ellen Withrow, the Treasurer, says
that the use of additional colors was never
seriously considered. “Green is the color
of prosperity, and black is a good thing,
too—it shows we're sound and solid and
in the black,” she says.

HE Treasury remains obsessively se-
cretive about the Supernote, to the
point of denial. At a hearing before the
House Banking Committee last year,
Guy Caputo, then the deputy director of
the Secret Service, would not confirm the
existence of a high-quality Middle East-
ern counterfeit; nor would Ronald K.
Noble, the Treasury’s under-secretary
for enforcement, in an interview for this
account. In late August, Theodore E.
Allison, assistant to the board of gover-
nors of the Federal Reserve, insisted,
unblinkingly, “We've talked to thirty
Russian banks in the past month, and
they don’t have any problems with coun-
terfeits. . . . There’s no sign of it.”
Allison’s statement was an astounding
one, considering that on September 13th
Vikror Melnikov, the director of foreign-
currency regulation and control for the
Russian Central Bank, met with represen-
tatives of the State Department and de-
scribed a Supernote epidemic in his coun-
try. Melnikov, whose observations were
reported in a cable to the State Depart-
ment from the American Embassy in
Moscow, said the Central Bank had cal-
culated that the people of Russia were
holding between fifteen and twenty billion
dollars—more dollars than rubles—and
that the American hundred was an espe-
cially popular denomination. Unfortu-
nately, he said, between fifteen and twenty
per cent of those dollars were believed to
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be “counterfeit, ‘Supernotes, ” and he added
that “the situation was so bad that Ger-
man banks would no longer accept 100
dollar bills from Russian citizens.”

The severity of the Supernote problem
in Russia is even more remarkable in light
of the volume of genuine hundred-dollar
bills that are being sent there. In the last
year, a handful of American banks—led
by Republic National—have shipped
more than twenty billion dollars in crisp,
new hundred-dollar bills to about fifty
Moscow banks, in return for other cur-
rencies or gold bullion. Viktor Melnikov
does not think this is a good thing; he
told the State Department representatives
that at least half the banks in Russia were
believed to be controlled by organized
crime, and expressed concern that much
of the money coming from the United
States “was being used for illegal pur-
poses, including narcotics trafhicking.”
Republic National and the other banks
may be profiting handsomely on their
transaction fees, but they are breaking no
laws in sending all that cash to Russia; in-
deed, they buy it directly from the Fed-
eral Reserve, and the stacks of hundreds
arrive by plane in Moscow still in their
government shrink-wrap. Allison, of the
Fed, acknowledged that some “undesir-
able stuff ” might be going on in Russia—
it’s a big country, he pointed out—but he
spoke with obvious satisfaction of the
Russian demand for dollars. “Issuing cur-
rency is about the best racket there is for
a government,” he said, smiling.

The closest that any Treasury employ-
ees interviewed for this account came to
admitting the existence of the Supernote
was an acknowledgment by two Secret
Service officials—Paul Hackenberry, the
assistant director of investigations, and
Richard Rohde, the head of the counter-
teit division—that a “family” of counter-
feit hundreds was being printed in the
Middle East. But they insisted that the
term Supernote was a “misnomer” and
was not employed by the Secret Service.
“They are good-quality notes, but not
that good,” Rohde said. When he was
asked to present some samples of the
Middle Eastern counterfeit for inspec-
tion, he produced two notes—one a Se-
ries 1988 and the other a Series 1993. Al-
though he took considerable pains to
point out various imperfections, the 1993
note nevertheless looked flawless to an
untrained eye. Moreover, the note con-
tained an embedded polymer security

thread, a feat that had taken Crane &
Company years to accomplish.

But Hackenberry and Rohde were
willing, even eager, to talk about the
alarming rise of foreign counterfeiting of
American currency, and the need for the
Secret Service to enhance its overseas
presence—an obvious source of frustra-
tion. Rohde said that of the counterfeit
American money seized within the
United States last year, seventy-two per
cent was manufactured abroad, and that
the volume of seizures outside the United
States was increasing every year. In Au-
gust, the Royal Canadian Mounted Po-
lice, with the help of the Secret Service,
confiscated a hundred and twelve million
dollars in fake hundreds in Saint-Constant,
Quebec; in Bogoti, Colombia, counter-
feiters copiously produce hundreds and
twenties on the bleached paper of authen-
tic dollar bills.

The establishment of a new office in
Cyprus may at last help the Secret Ser-
vice answer some key questions about the
Supernote. (Until now, the task force in
Cyprus has consisted mostly of agents on
temporary loan from offices in Rome and
the United States, with occasional assis-
tance from the Paris office, the State De-
partment, the C.LA., Israeli intelligence,
and the German federal police.) A per-
son familiar with the efforts of the
Supernote task force says that one of
those key questions 1s whether the mo-
tive for the counterfeit extends beyond
simple greed to the funding of Islamic
terrorist groups, or an ideological attack
on a symbol of the United States. An
even darker, though highly speculative,
scenario, advanced by, among other
people, a senior staff member for a Sen-
ate subcommittee that investigates money
laundering, is that the Supernote may be
used to underwrite the development of a
deployable nuclear device; in the former
Soviet Union, weapons-grade plutonium
is reputedly for sale. Robert Leuver is
convinced that the Supernote is designed
to cause economic harm. “This is an act
of terrorism—monetary warfare,” he says.
“T'he Treasury won'’t admit it.”

Since 1979, Syria has appeared on the
State Department’s list of terrorist na-
tions—a small club of countries that in-
cludes Cuba, Iran, Irag, Libya, North
Korea, and Sudan. While no Syrian
officials are known to have been directly
involved in planning or executing terror-
1st attacks since 1986, Syria permits Iran
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to supply arms to Hezbollah, the Islamic
terrorist group, through Damascus, and
allows other groups, including Hamas
and the P.K.K., to train or take refuge in
the Bekaa Valley. Nevertheless, Syria has
tried to initiate discussions with the State
Department to have its name removed
from the list; Damascus is publicly com-
mitted to the Middle East peace process,
and during the past three years President
Clinton has met twice with President As-
sad. Before one of those meetings, Clin-
ton was briefed by then Treasury Secre-
tary Lloyd Bentsen, who, in turn, had
been briefed on the Supernote by two Se-
cret Service agents from the Cyprus rask
force. A State Department official says
that stopping production of the Super-
note would likely be a condition of Syria’s
removal from the terrorist list.

There is little reason to believe that a
diplomatic solution will work. Syria,
some people have observed, is as much a
racketeering enterprise as it is a nation,
and for years it has allegedly been in-
volved in the international drug trade—a
business often complemented by counter-
feiting. According to a 1992 congres-
sional report, large quantities of heroin—
at the time of the report, nearly twenty
per cent of United States consumption—
along with hashish and cocaine, are pro-
duced in the Bekaa Valley. The report
named several high-ranking members of
the Syrian government and military as
conspirators in the drug traflicking,
including President Assad’s brother
Rifaat. The motive behind the Super-
note remains the subject of greatest
speculation, and may determine whether
military force is used to destroy the
printing facility, if it is ever located.
It will also determine whether the
Treasury has blundered in failing to
treat the Middle Eastern counterfeit
as an urgent law-enforcement issue,
let alone one of national security. ¢

BLOCK THAT METAPHOR!
| From the Los Angeles Times]

“What can be ered from this order is
that the court tentatively has decided at least
one section of the proposition 1s unconstitu-
tional,” said Stephen Yagman, who has filed one
of five anti-Proposition 187 lawsuits before
Pfaelzer. “If 1t turns out that finding one un-
constitutional means the others can’t be en-
forced, the court doesn't need to look at any
particular sections, because they fall like domi-
noes rather than each being a duck having to
be hit wath a round of buckshot.”



ANNALS OF RACE

THIRTEEN WAYS OF LOOKING
AT A BLACK MAN

A different kind cgf}'mj,i—anf made up of black cultural leaders—weighs n
on the Simpson verdict and the Million Man March.

“EUERY day, in every way, we are
getting meta and meta,” the phi-
losopher John Wisdom used to
say, venturing a cultural counterpart to
Emile Coué’s famous mantra of self-
improvement. So it makes sense that in
the aftermath of the Simpson trial the
focus of attention has been swiftly dis-
placed from the verdict to the reaction to
the verdict, and then to the reaction to
the reaction to the verdict, and, finally,
to the reaction to the reaction to the re-
action to the verdict—which is to say,
black indignation at white anger at black
jubilation at Simpson’s acquittal. It’s a
spiral made possible by the relay circuit
of race. Only in America.

An American historian I know regis-
ters a widespread sense of bathos when
he says, “Who would have imagined that
the Simpson trial would be like the Ken-
nedy assassination—that you'd remem-
ber where you were when the verdict was
announced?” But everyone does, of course.
The eminent sociologist William Julius
Wilson was in the red-carpet lounge of a
United Airlines terminal, the only black
in a crowd of white travellers, and found
himself as stunned and disturbed as they
were. Wynton Marsalis, on tour with his
band in California, recalls that “every-
body was acting like they were above
watching it, but then when it got to be
ten o'clock—zoom, we said, ‘Put the ver-
dict on!’ ” Spike Lee was with Jackie
Robinson’s widow, Rachel, rummaging
through a trunk filled with her husband’s
belongings, in preparation for a bio-pic
he’s making on the athlete. Jamaica
Kincaid was sitting in her car in the park-
ing lot of her local grocery store in Ver-
mont, listening to the proceedings on
National Public Radio, and she didn’t
pull out until after they were over. [ was
teaching a literature seminar at Harvard

BY HENRY LOUIS GATES, JR.

from twelve to two, and watched the
verdict with the class on a television set
in the seminar room. That's where I first
saw the sort of racialized response that
itself would fill television screens for the
next few days: the white students looked
aghast, and the black students cheered.
“Maybe you should remind the students
that this is a case about two people who
were brutally slain, and not an occasion
to celebrate,” my teaching assistant, a
white woman, whispered to me.

The two weeks spanning the O. J.
Simpson verdict and Louis Farrakhan’s
Million Man March on Washington
were a good time for connoisseurs of ra-
cial paranoia. As blacks exulted at Simp-
son’s acquittal, horrified whites had a
fleeting sense that this race thing was
knottier than they'd ever supposed—
that, when all the pieties were cleared
away, blacks really were strangers in their
midst. (The unspoken sentiment: And I
thought 1 knew these people.) There was
the faintest tincture of the Southern slave-
owner’s disquiet in the aftermath of the
bloody slave revolt led by Nat Turner—
when the gentleman farmer was left to
wonder which of his smiling, servile re-
tainers would have slit Ais throat if the
rebellion had spread as was intended,
like fire on parched thatch. In the day
or so following the verdict, young ur-
ban professionals took note of a slight

froideur between themselves and their

nannies and babysitters—the awkward-
ness of an unbroached subject. Rita Dove,
who recently completed a term as the
United States Poet Laureate, and who
believes that Simpson was guilty, found
it “appalling that white people were so
outraged—more appalling than the de-
cision as to whether he was guilty or
not.” Of course, it’s possible to overstate
the tensions. Marsalis invokes the ex-

ample of team sports, saying, “You want
your side to win, whatever the side is
going to be. And the thing is, we're sull
at a point in our national history where
we look at each other as sides.”

The matter of side-taking cuts deep.
An old cartoon depicts a woman who has
taken her errant daughter to see a child

iatrist. “And when we were watch-
ing “The Wizard of Oz,’ ” the distraught
mother is explaining, “she was rooting
for the wicked witch!” What many
whites experienced was the bewildering
sense that an entire population had been
rooting for the wrong side. “This case is
a classic example of what I call intersti-
tial spaces,” says Judge A. Leon Higgin-
botham, who recently retired from the
federal Court of Appeals, and who last
month received the Presidential Medal
of Freedom. “The jury system 1s predi-
cated on the idea that different people
can view the same evidence and reach
diametrically opposed conclusions.” But
the observation brings little solace. If we
disagree about something so basic, how
can we find agreement about far thornier
matters? For white observers, what's
even scarier than the idea that black
Americans were plumping for the vil-
lain, which is a misprision of value, is
the idea that black Americans didn’t rec-
ognize him as the villain, which is a mis-
prision of fact. How can conversation
begin when we disagree about reality?
To put it at its harshest, for many whites
a sincere belief in Simpson’s innocence
looks less like the culture of protest than
like the culture of psychosis.

ERHAPS you didn’t know that Liz Clai-
borne appeared on “Oprah” not long

ago and said that she didn’t design her
clothes for black women—that their hips
were too wide. Perhaps you didn’t know



that the soft drink Tropical Fantasy is
manufactured by the Ku Klux Klan and
contains a special ingredient designed to
sterilize black men. (A warning flyer dis-
tributed in Harlem a few years ago claimed
that these findings were vouchsafed on
the television program “20/20.”) Perhaps
you didn’t know that the Ku Klux Klan
has a similar arrangement with Church’s
Fried Chicken—or is it Popeye’s?
Perhaps you didn’t know these things,
but a good many black Americans think
they do, and will discuss them with the
same intentness they bring to speculations
about the “shadowy figure” in a Brent-
wood driveway. Never mind that Liz Clai-

which the official story was a poor guide
to anything that mattered much, and in
which rumor sometimes verged on the
truth. Heard the one about the L.A. cop
who hated interracial couples, fantasized
about making a bonfire of black bodies,
and boasted of planting evidence? How
about the one about the federal govern-
ment’s forty-year study of how untreated
syphilis affects black men? For that mat-
ter, have you ever read through some of
the F.B.I.’s COINTELPRO files? (“There is
but one way out for you,” an F.B.1. scribe
wrote to Martin Luther King, Jr., in 1964,
thoughtfully urging on him the advan-
rages of suicide. “You better take it be-
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ies of “The Protocols of the Elders of
Zion” sold by black venders in New
York—who are supplied with them by
Lushena Books, a black-nationalist book
wholesaler—were published by the white
supremacist Angrift Press, in Hollywood.
Paranoia knows no color or coast.

FINALLY, though, it's misleading to
view counternarrative as another
pathology of disenfranchisement. If the
MLI.A. myth, say, is rooted among a largely
workmg—dass constituency, there are many
myths—one of them known as Reagan-

ism—thar hold considerable appeal among

the privileged classes. “So many white

bome has never appeared on “Oprah,” that
. the beleaguered Brooklyn company that
makes Tropical Fantasy has gone as far as
to make available an F.D.A. assay of its
ingredients, and that those ﬁied-chickcn
' franchises pose a threat mainly to black
folks’ arteries. The folklorist Patricia A.
- Turner, who has collected dozens of such
tales in an invaluable 1993 study of ru-
mor in African-American culture, “I
Heard It Through the Grapevine,” points
. out the patterns to be found here: that
these stories encode regnant anxieties,
that they take root under particular condi-
tions and play particular social roles, that
he currency of rumor flourishes where
“official” news has proved untrustworthy.
Certainly the Fuhrman tapes might
; have been scripted to confirm the old
saw that paranoids, too, have enemies. If
= you wonder why blacks seem partlcularly
susceptible to rumors and conspiracy
theories, you might look at a history in
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fore your filthy, abnormal, fraudulent self
is bared to the nation.”)

People arrive at an understanding of
themselves and the world through narra-
tives—narratives purveyed by schoolteach-
ers, newscasters, “authorities,” and all
the other authors of our common sense.
Counternarratives are, in turn, the means
by which groups contest that dominant re-
ality and the fretwork of assumptions that
supports it. Sometimes delusion lies that
way; sometimes not. There’s a sense in
which much of black history is simply
counternarrative that has been document-
ed and legitimatized, by slow, hard-won
scholarship. The “shadowy figures” of
American history have long been our own
ancestors, both free and enslaved. In any
case, fealty to counternarratives is an in-
dex to alienation, not to skin color: wit-
ness Representative Helen Chenoweth, of
Idaho, and her devoted constituents. With
all the appositeness of allegory, the cop-

Different readings, top row: Spike Lee, John Edgar Wideman, Anna Deavere Smith, Cornel West, Thelma
Golden, Bell Hooks, Walter Mosley, Rita Dove. Middle Row: Maya Angelou, Glenn Loury, William Julius Wilson,
Erroll McDonald, Angela Davis, Jessye Norman, Kathleen Cleaver. Bottom row: Amiri Baraka, Anita Hill, Wynton
Marsalis, Patricia Williams, Jamaica Kincaid, Sidney Poitier, A. Leon Higginbotham, Ishmael Reed.

brothers and sisters are living in a state of
denial in terms of how deep white suprem-
acy is seated in their culture and society,”
the scholar and social critic Cornel West
says. “Now we recognize that in a funda-
mental sense we really do live in different
worlds.” In that respect, the reaction to the
Simpson verdict has been something of an
education. The novelist Ishmael Reed talks
of “wealthy white male commentators who
live in a world where the police don't lie,
don'’t plant evidence—and drug dealers give
you unlimited credit.” He adds, “Nicole,
you know, also dated Mafia hit men.”

“I think he’s innocent, I really do,”
West says. “I do think it was linked to
some drug subculture of violence. It
looks as if both O.]. and Nicole had
some connection to drug activity. And
the killings themselves were classic ex-
amples of that drug culture of violence.
It could have to do with money owed—
it could have to do with a number of
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“We've got to talk. 3

things. And I think that O.]. was quite
aware of and fearful of this.” On this
theory, Simpson may have appeared at
the crime scene as a witness. “I think
that he had a sense that it was coming
down, both on him and on her, and
Brother Ron Goldman just happened to
be there,” West conjectures. “But there’s
a possibility also that O.]. could have been
there, gone over and tried to see what
was going on, saw that he couldn’t help,
split, and just ran away. He might have
said, T can’t stop this thing, and they are
coming at me to do the same thing.’ He
may have actually run for his life.”

To believe that Simpson is innocent
is to believe that a terrible injustice has
been averted, and this is precisely what
many black Americans, including many
prominent ones, do believe. Thus the
soprano Jessye Norman is angry over
what she sees as the decision of the me-
dia to prejudge Simpson rather than
“educate the public as to how we could
possibly look at things a bit differently.”
She says she wishes that the real culprit
“would stand up and say, T did this and I
am sorry I caused so much trouble.” ” And
while she is sensitive to the issue of spou-
sal abuse, she 1s skeptical about the way
it was enlisted by the prosecution: “You
have to stop getting into how they were

at home, because there are not a lot of
relationships that could be put on televi-
sion that we would think, O.K., that’s a
good one. I mean, just stop pretending
that this is the case.” Then, too, she asks,
“Isn’t it interesting to you that this Faye
Resnick person was staying with Nicole
Brown Simpson and that she happened
to have left on the eighth of June? Does
that tell you that maybe there’s some aw-
ful coincidence here?” The widespread
theory about murderous drug dealers
Norman finds “perfectly plausible, know-
ing what drugs do,” and she adds, “Peo-
ple are punished for being bad.”
There’s a sense in which all such ac-
counts can be considered counternar-
ratives, or fragments of them—subaltern
knowledge, if you like. They dispute the
tenets of official culture; they do not re-
ceive the imprimatur of editorialists or of
network broadcasters; they are not seri-
ously entertained on “MacNeil/Lehrer.”
And when they do surface they are given
consideration primarily for their ethno-
graphic value. An official culture treats
their claims as it does those of millenar-
ian cultists in Texas, or Marxist decon-
structionists in the academy: as things to
be diagnosed, deciphered, given mean-
ing—that is, another meaning. Black
folk say they believe Simpson is inno-
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cent, and then the white gatekeepers
of a media culture cajolingly explain
what black folk really mean when
they say it, offering the explanation
from the highest of motives: because
the alternative is a population that, by
their lights, is not merely counter-
normative but crazy. Black folk may
mean anything at all; just not what
they say they mean.

ET you need nothing so grand as
an epistemic rupture to explain
why different people weigh the evi-
dence of authority differently. In the
words of the cunning Republican
campaign slogan, “Who do you trust?”
It's a commonplace that white folks
trust the police and black folks don’t.
Whites recognize this in the abstract,
but they’re continually surprised at
the depth of black wariness. They
shouldn’t be. Norman Podhoretz’s
soul-searching 1963 essay, “My Ne-
gro Problem, and Ours™—one of the
frankest accounts we have of liberal-
ism and race resentment—tells of a
Brooklyn boyhood spent under the
shadow of carefree, cruel Negro assail-
ants, and of the author’s residual unease
when he passes groups of blacks in his
Upper West Side neighborhood. And
yet, he notes in a crucial passage, “I
know now, as I did not know when I
was a child, that power is on my side,
that the police are working for me and
not for them.” That ordinary, unremark-
able comfort—the feeling that “the po-
lice are working for me”—continues to
elude blacks, even many successful
blacks. Thelma Golden, the curator of
the Whitney’s “Black Male” show,
points out that on the very day the ver-
dict was announced a black man in Har-
lem was killed by the police under dis-
puted circumstances. As older blacks like
to repeat, “When white folks say ‘justice,
they mean ‘just us.””

Blacks—in particular, black men—
swap their experiences of police encoun-
ters like war stories, and there are few
who don’t have more than one story to
tell. “These stories have a ring of cliché
about them,” Erroll McDonald, Pan-
theon’s executive editor and one of the
few prominent blacks in publishing,
says, “but, as we all know about clichés,
they’re almost always true.” McDonald
tells of renting a Jaguar in New Orleans
and being stopped by the police—simply
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“to show cause why I shouldn’t be deemed
a problematic Negro in a possibly stolen
car.” Wynton Marsalis says, “Shit, the
police slapped me upside the head when
I was in high school. I wasn’t Wynton
Marsalis then. I was just another nig-
ger standing out somewhere on the
street whose head could be slapped and
did get slapped.” The crime novelist
Walter Mosley recalls, “When I was a
kid in Los Angeles, they used to stop
me all the time, beat on me, follow me
around, tell me that I was stealing
things.” Nor does William Julius Wil-
son—who has a son-in-law on the Chi-
cago police force (“You couldn’t find a
nicer, more dedicated guy”)—wonder
why he was stopped near a small New
England town by a policeman who
wanted to know what he was doing in
those parts. There’s a moving violation
that many African-Americans know as
D.W.B.: Driving While Black.

So we all have our stories. In 1968,
when I was eighteen, a man who knew me
was elected mayor of my West Virginia
county, in an upset victory. A few weeks
into his term, he passed on something
he thought I should know: the county
police had made a list of people to be ar-
rested in the event of a serious civil dis-
turbance, and my name was on it. Years
of conditioning will tell. Wynton
Marsalis says, “My worst fear is to have
to go before the criminal-justice system.”
Absurdly enough, it’s mine, too.

A\IDTHER barrier to interracial com-
prehension is talk of the “race
card™—a phrase that itself in-
furiates many blacks. Judge
Higginbotham, who pro-
nounces himself “not un-
comfortable at all” with the
verdict, is uncomfortable in-
deed with charges that
Johnnie Cochran played the
race card. “This whole point
is one hundred per cent in-
accurate,” Higginbotham
says. “If you knew that the
most important witness had
a history of racism and hos-
tility against black people,
that should have been a rel-
evant factor of inquiry even

if the jury had been all

expressed anti-Semitism and having
planted evidence against innocent per-
sons who were Jewish, I can’t believe
that anyone would have been saying that
defense counsel was playing the anti-
Semitism card.” Angela Davis finds the
very metaphor to be a problem. “Race 1s
not a card,” she says firmly. “The whole
case was pervaded with issues of race.”

Those who share her view were espe-
cially outraged at Robert Shapiro’s fa-
mous post-trial rebuke to Cochran—for
not only playing the race card but deal-
ing it “from the bottom of the deck.”
Ishmael Reed, who is writing a book
about the case, regards Shapiro’s re-
marks as sheer opportunism: “He wants
to keep his Beverly Hills clients—a per-
fectly commercial reason.” In Judge
Higginbotham’s view, “Johnnie Cochran
established that he was as effective as any
lawyer in America, and though whites
can tolerate black excellence in singing,
dancing, and dunking, there’s always
been a certain level of discomfort among
many whites when you have a one-on-
one challenge in terms of intellectual
competition. I[f Edward Bennett Wil-
liams, who was one of the most able
lawyers in the country, had raised the
same issues, half of the complaints
would not exist.”

By the same token, the display of
black prowess in the courtroom was
heartening for many black viewers.
Cornel West says, “I think part of the
problem is that Shapiro—and this is
true of certain white brothers—has a
profound fear of black-male charisma.
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And this is true not only in the law but
across the professional world. You see,
you have so many talented white broth-
ers who deserve to be in the limelight.
But one of the reasons they are not in
the limelight is that they are not charis-
matic. And here comes a black person
who’s highly talented but also charis-
matic and therefore able to command
center stage. So you get a very real vis-
ceral kind of jealousy that has to do
with sexual competition as well as pro-
fessional competition.”

Erroll McDonald touches upon an-
other aspect of sexual tension when he
says, “The so-called race card has always
been the joker. And the joker is the his-
tory of sexual racial politics in this coun-
try. People forget the singularity of this
issue—people forget that less than a
century ago black men were routinely
lynched for merely glancing at white
women or for having been thought to
have glanced at a white woman.” He
adds, with mordant irony, “Now we've
come to a point in our history where a
black man could, potentially, have mur-
dered a white woman and thrown in a
white man to boot—and got off. So the
country has become far more complex in
its discussion of race.” This is, as he ap-
preciates, a less than perfectly consoling
thought.

“TAUT he’s coming for me,” a woman

muses in 1 oni Morrison’s 1994
novel, “Jazz,” shortly before she is mur-
dered by a jealous ex-lover. “Maybe to-
morrow he’ll find me. Maybe tonight.”

white. If the defendant had
been Jewish and the police
officer had a long history of

‘Stop having good ideas for other people.”
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Morrison, it happens, is less interested in
the grand passions of love and requital
than she is in the curious texture of com-
munal amnesty. In the event, the wom-
an’s death goes unavenged; the man who
killed her is forgiven even by her friends
and relatives. Neighbors feel that the man
fell victim to her wiles, that he didn't
understand “how she liked to push people,
men.” Or, as one of them says of her,
“live the life; pay the price.” Even the
woman—who refuses to name the culprit
as she bleeds to death—seems to accede to
the view that she brought it on herself.

It’s an odd and disturbing theme, and
one with something of a history in black
popular culture. An R. & B. hit from
1960, “There’s Something on Your
Mind,” relates the anguish of 2 man who
is driven to kill by his lover’s infidelity.
The chorus alternates with spoken nar-
rative, which informs us that his first
victim is the friend with whom she was

unfaithful. But then:

Just as you make it up in your mind to
forgive her, here come another one of your
best friends through the door. This really
makes you blow your top, and you go right
ahead and shoot her. And realizing what
you've done, you say: “Baby, please, speak to
me. Forgive me. I'm sorry.”

“We are a forgiving people,” Anita
Hill tells me, and she laughs, a little un-
easily. We're talking about the support
for O. J. Simpson in the black commu-
nity; at least, I think we are.

A black woman told the Times last
week, “He has been punished enough.”
But forgiveness is not all.

There is also an element in
this of outlaw culture: the
tendency—which unites our
lumpenproles with our post-
modern ironists—to celebrate
transgression for its own sake.
Spike Lee, who was surprised
but “wasn’t happy” at the ver-
dict (“I would have bet money
that he was going to the slam-

mer”), reached a similar conclusion: “A
lot of black folks said, Man, O.]. is bad,

you know. This is the first brother in the
history of the world who got away with
the murder of white folks, and a blond,
blue-eyed woman at that.””

But then there is the folk wisdom on
the question of why Nicole Brown
Simpson had to die—the theodicy of the
streets. For nothing could be further
from the outlaw ethic than the simple

and widely shared certainty that, as Jes-
sye Norman says, people are punished
for doing wrong. And compounding the
sentiment is Morrison’s subject—the
culturally vexed status of the so-called
crime of passion, or what some took to
be one, anyway. You play, you pay: it’s
an attitude that exists on the streets, but
not only on the streets, and one that
somehow attaches to Nicole, rather than
to her ex-husband. Many counter-
narratives revolve around her puta-
tive misbehavior. The black feminist
Bell Hooks notes with dismay that what
many people took to be a “narrative of a
crime of passion” had as its victim “a
woman that many people, white and
black, felt was like a whore. Precisely by
being a sexually promiscuous woman, by
being a woman who used drugs, by be-
ing a white woman with a black man,
she had already fallen from grace in
many people’s eyes—there was no way
to redeem her.” Ishmael Reed, for one,
has no interest in redeeming her. “To
paint O. ]J. Simpson as a beast, they
had to depict her as a saint,” he com-
plains. “Apparently, she had a violent
temper. She slapped her Jamaican maid.
I'm wondering, the feminists who are
giving Simpson such a hard time—do

they approve of white women slapping
maids?”

F course, the popular trial of Nicole
Brown Simpson—one conducted

off camera, in whispers—has further oc-
cluded anything recognizable as sexual
politics. When Anita Hill

heard that O. J. Simpson was

going to be part of the Million

Man March on Washington,

she felt it was entirely in keep-

ing with the occasion: a trial

in which she believed that

matters of gender had been
“bracketed” was going to be
succeeded by a march from

which women were excluded.

And, while Minister Louis Farrakhan
had told black men that October 16th
was to serve as a “day of atonement” for
their sins, the murder of Nicole Brown
Simpson and Ronald Goldman was ob-
viously not among the sins he had in
mind. Bell Hooks argues, “Both O.].’s
case and the Million Man March con-
firm that, while white men are trying to
be sensitive and pretending they’re the
new man, black men are saying that pa-

triarchy must be upheld at all costs, even
if women must die.” She sees the march
as a congenial arena for Simpson in
symbolic terms: “I think he'd like to strut
his stuff, as the patriarch. He is the dick
that stayed hard longer.” (“The surpris-
ing thing is that you won'’t see Clarence
Thomas going on that march,” Anita
Hill remarks of another icon of patriar-
chy.) Farrakhan himself prefers meta-
phors of military mobilization, but the
exclusionary politics of the event has
clearly distracted from its ostensible
message of solidarity. “First of all, I
wouldn’t go to no war and leave half
the army home,” says Amiri Baraka,
the radical poet and playwright who
achieved international renown in the six-
ties as the leading spokesman for the
Black Arts movement. “Logistically, that
doesn’t make sense.” He notes that
Martin Luther King’s 1963 March on
Washington was “much more inclusive,”
and sees Farrakhan’s regression as “an
absolute duplication of what's happening
in the country,” from Robert Bly on: the
sacralization of masculinity.

Something like that dynamic is what
many white feminists saw on display in
the Simpson verdict; but it’'s among
women that the racial divide is especially
salient. The black legal scholar and ac-
tivist Patricia Williams says she was
“stunned by the intensely personal re-
sentment of some of my white women
friends in particular.” Stunned but, on
reflection, not mystified. “This is Greek
drama,” she declares. “Two of the most
hotly contended aspects of our lives are
violence among human beings who hap-
pen to be police officers and violence
among human beings who happen to be
husbands, spouses, lovers.” Meanwhile,
our attention has been fixated on the
rhetorical violence between human be-
ings who happen to disagree about the
outcome of the O. J. Simpson trial.

IT’S a cliché to speak of the Simpson
trial as a soap opera—as entertain-
ment, as theatre—but it’s also true, and
in ways that are worth exploring further.
For one thing, the trial provides a fitting
rejoinder to those who claim that we live
in an utterly fragmented culture, bereft
of the common narratives that bind a
people together. True, Parson Weems
has given way to Dan Rather, but public
narrative persists. Nor has it escaped no-

tice that the biggest televised legal con-
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tests of the last half decade have involved
race matters: Anita Hill and Rodney
King. So there you have it: the Simpson
trial—black entertainment television at
its finest. Ralph Ellison’s hopeful insis-
tence on the Negro’s centrality to Amer-
ican culture finds, at last, a certain taw-
dry confirmation.

“The media generated in people a
feeling of being spectators at a show,”
the novelist John Edgar Wideman says.
“And at the end of a show you applaud.
You are happy for the good guy. There
is that sense of primal identification and
closure.” Yet it’s a fallacy of “cultural lit-
eracy’ to equate shared narratives with
shared meanings. The fact that Ameri-
can 1V shows are rebroadcast across the
globe causes many people to wring their
hands over the menace of cultural impe-
rialism; seldom do they bother to inquire
about the meanings that different people
bring to and draw from these shows.
When they do make inquiries, the re-
sults are often surprising. One researcher
talked to Israeli Arabs who had just
watched an episode of “Dallas™ —an epi-
sode in which Sue Ellen takes her baby,
leaves her husband, J.R., and moves in
with her ex-lover and his father. The
Arab viewers placed their own construc-
tion on the episode: they were all con-
vinced that Sue Ellen had moved in with
her own father—something that by their
mores at least made sense.

A similar thing happened in America
this year: the communal experience
afforded by a public narrative (and what
narrative more public?) was splintered by
the politics of interpretation. As far as
the writer Maya Angelou is concerned,
the Simpson trial was an exercise in
minstrelsy. “Minstrel shows caricatured
every aspect of the black man’s life, be-
ginning with his sexuality,” she says.
“They portrayed the black man as devoid
of all sensibilities and sensitivities. They
minimized and diminished the possibil-
ity of familial love. And that is what the
trial is about. Not just the prosecution
but everybody seemed to want to show
him as other than a normal human be-
ing. Nobody let us just see a man.” But
there is, of course, little consensus about
what genre would best accommodate the
material. Walter Mosley says, “The story
plays to large themes, so I'm sure some-
body will write about it. But I don’t
think it’s a mystery. I think it’s much
more like a novel by Zola.” What a

THE SHARPING STONE

In an apothecary’s chest of drawers,

Sweet cedar that we’'d purchased secondhand,
In one of its weighty deep-sliding recesses

I found the sharping stone that was to be
Our gift to him. Still in its wrapping paper.
Like a baton of black light I'd failed to pass.

*

Airless cinder-depths. But all the same,

The way it lay there, it wakened something, too...
I thought of us that evening on the logs,

Flat on our backs, the pair of us, parallel,
Supported head to heel, arms straight, eyes front,
Listening to the rain drip off the trees

And saying nothing, braced to the damp bark.
What possessed us? The bare, lopped loveliness
Of those two winter trunks, the way they seemed
Prepared for launching, at right angles across

A causeway of short fence posts set like rollers.
Neither of us spoke. The puddles waited.

The workers had gone home, saws fallen silent.
And next thing, down we lay, babes in the wood,
Gazing up at the flood-face of the sky

Untl it seemed a flood was carrying us

Out of the forest park, feet first, eyes front,

Out of November, out of middle age,

Together, out across the Sea of Moyle.

*

Sarcophage des époux. In terra cotta.

Etruscan couple shown side by side,

Recumbent on left elbows, husband pointing

With his right arm and watching where he points,
Wife in front, her earrings in, her braids

Down to her waist, taking her sexual ease.

He is all eyes, she is all brow and dream,

writer might make of the material 1s one
thing; what the audience has made of it
is another.

“Simpson 1s 2 B-movie star and peo-
ple were watching this like a B movie,”
Patricia Williams says. “And this is 7ot
the American B-movie ending.” Or was
it? “From my perspective as an attorney,
this trial was much more like a movie
than a trial,” Kathleen Cleaver, who was
once the Black Panthers’ Minister for
Communication and is now a professor
of law at Emory, says. “It had the budget
of a movie, it had the casting of a movie,
it had the tension of a movie, and the

happy ending of a movie.” Spike Lee,

speaking professionally, is dubious about
the trial’s cinematic possibilities: “I don’t
care who makes this movie, it 1s never
going to equal what people have seen in
their living rooms and houses for eight
or nine months.” Or 1s it grand opera?
Jessye Norman considers: “Well, it cer-
tainly has all the ingredients. I mean,
somebody meets somebody and some-
body gets angry with somebody and
somebody dies.” She laughs. “It sounds
like the ‘Ring’ cycle of Wagner—it really
does.”

“This story has been told any number
of times,” Angelou says. “The first thing
I thought about was Eugene O’'Neill’s



Her right forearm and hand held out as if

Some bird she sees in her deep inward gaze
Might be about to roost there. Domestic

Love, the artist thought, warm tones and property,
The frangibility of terra cotta. ..

Which is how they figured on the color postcard
(Louvre, Département des Antiquités),

We sent him once and found among his things.

*

He loved inspired mistakes: his Spanish grandson’s

English transliteration, thanking

him

For a boat trip. “That was a marvellous

Walk on the water, Granddad.” And indeed
He walked on air himself, never more so
Than when he had been widowed and the youth
In him, the athlete who had wooed her—
Breasting tapes and clearing the high bars—
Grew lightsome once again. Going at eighty
On the bendiest roads, going for broke

At every point-to-point and poker school,

“He commenced his wild career” a second time
And not a bother on him. Smoked like a train
And took the power mower in his stride.
Flirted and vaunted. Set fire to his bed.

Fell from a ladder. Learned to microwave.

¥*

So set the drawer on freshets of thaw water

And place the unused sharping stone inside it:

To be found next summer on a riverbank

Where scythes once hung all night in alder trees
And mowers played dawn scherzos on the blades,
Their arms like harpists’ arms, one drawing towards,
One sweeping the bright rim of the extreme.

‘All God’s Chillun.”” Then she con-
siders how the event might be retrieved
by an African-American literary tradi-
tion. “I think a great writer would have

to approach it,” she tells me pensively.
“James Baldwin could have done it. And

Toni Morrison could do it.”
“Maya Angelou could do it,” I say.
“I don’t like that kind of stuff,” she
replies.

THERE are some for whom the ques-
tion of adaptation is not entirely
abstract. The performance artist and
playwright Anna Deavere Smith has
already worked on the 911 tape and

—SeEAMUS HEANEY

I'. Lee Bailey’s cross-examination of
Mark Fuhrman in the drama classes
she teaches at Stanford. Now, with a
dramaturge’s eye, she identifies what
she takes to be the climactic moment:
“Just after the verdict was read I will al-
ways remember two sounds and one im-
age. I heard Johnnie Cochran go "Ugh,’
and then I heard the weeping of Kim
Goldman. And then I saw the image of
O. ].’s son, with one hand going upward
on one eye and one hand pointed down,
shaking and sobbing. 1 couldn’t do the
words right now; if I could find a col-
laborator, I would do something else.
| feel that a choreographer ought to
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do that thing. Part of the tragedy was
the fact of that ‘Ugh’ and that crying. Be-
cause that ‘Ugh’ wasn’t even a full sound
of victory, really.” In “Thirteen Ways of
Looking at a Blackbird” Wallace Ste-
vens famously said he didn’t know
whether he preferred “The beauty of
inflections / Or the beauty of innuen-
does, / The blackbird whistling / Or just
after.” American culture has spoken as
with one voice: we like it just after.

Just after is when our choices and al-
legiances are made starkly apparent. Just
after is when interpretation can be de-
tached from the thing interpreted. Anita
Hill, who saw her own presence at the
Clarence Thomas hearings endlessly
analyzed and allegorized, finds plenty of
significance in the trial’s reception, but
says the trial itself had none. Naturally,
the notion that the trial was sui generis 1s
alien to most commentators. Yet it did
not arrive in the world already costumed
as a racial drama; it had to be racialized.
And those critics—angry whites, indig-
nant blacks—who like to couple this
verdict with the Rodney King verdict
should consider an elementary circum-
stance: Rodney King was an unknown
and undistinguished black man who was
brutalized by the police; the only thing
exceptional about that episode was the
presence of a video camera. But, as Bell
Hooks asks, “in what other case have
we ever had a wealthy black man being
tried for murder?” Rodney King was a
black man to his captors before he was
anything else; O. ]. Simpson was, first
and foremost, O. J. Simpson. Kathleen
Cleaver observes, “A black superhero
millionaire is not someone for whom
mistreatment is an issue.” And Spike
Lee acknowledges that the police “don’t
really bother black people once they are a
personality.” On this point, I'm re-
minded of something that Roland Gift,
the lead singer of the pop group Fine
Young Cannibals, once told a reporter:

“I'm not black, I'm famous.”

IMPSON, too, was famous rather than
black; that is, until the African-
American community took its lead from
the cover of Time and, well, blackened
him. Some intellectuals are reluctant to
go along with the conceit. Angela Davis,
whose early-seventies career as a fugitive
and a political prisoner provides one
model of how to be famous and black,
speaks of the need to question the way
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“O. J. Simpson serves as the generic
black man,” given that “he did not iden-
tify himself as black before then.” More
bluntly, Baraka says, “T'o see him get all
of this God-damned support from
people he has historically and steadfastly
eschewed just pissed me off. He es-
chewed black people all his life and then,
like Clarence Thomas, the minute he
gets jammed up he comes talking about
‘Hey, I'm black.” ” And the matter of
spousal abuse should remind us of an-
other role-reversal entailed by Simpson’s
iconic status in a culture of celebrity:
Nicole Brown Simpson would have
known that her famous-not-black hus-
band commanded a certain deference
from the L.A.P.D. which she, who was
white but not yet famous, did not.

“It’s just amazing that we in the black
community have bought into it,” Anita
Hill says, with some asperity, and she
sees the manufacture of black-male
heroes as part of the syndrome. “We
continue to create a superclass of indi-
viduals who are above the rules.” It be-
wilders her that Simpson “was being
honored as someone who was being per-
secuted for his politics, when he had
none,” she says. “Not only do we forget
about the abuse of his wife but we also
forget about the abuse of the commu-
nity, his walking away from the com-
munity.” And so Simpson’s connection

to a smitten black America can be con-
strued as yet another romance, another
troubled relationship, another case study
in mutual exploitation.

Yet to accept the racial reduction
(“WHITES V. BLACKS,” as last week’s
Newsweek headline had it) is to miss
the fact that the black community itself
is riven, and in ways invisible to most
whites. I myself was convinced of Simp-
son’s guilt, so convinced that in the mid-
dle of the night before the verdict was
to be announced I found myself worry-
ing about his prospective sojourn in
prison: would he be brutalized, raped,
assaulted? Yes, on sober reflection, such
worries over a man’s condign punish-
ment seemed senseless, a study in mis-
placed compassion; but there it was.
When the verdict was announced, I was
stunned—but, then again, wasn’t my
own outrage mingled with an unac-
countable sense of relief? Anna Deavere
Smith says, “I am seeing more than that
white people are pissed off and black
people are ecstatic. I am seeing the diffi-
culty of that; I am seeing people having
difficulty talking about it.” And many
are weary of what Ishmael Reed calls
“zebra journalism, where everything is
seen in black-and-white.” Davis says, “I
have the feeling that the media are in
part responsible for the creation of this
so-called racial divide—putting all the
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white people on one side and all the
black people on the other side.”

Many blacks as well as whites saw the
trial’s outcome as a grim enactment of
Richard Pryor’s comic rejoinder “Who
are you going to believe—me, or your
lying eyes?” “I think if he were innocent
he wouldn’t have behaved that way,” Ja-
maica Kincaid says of Simpson, taking
note of his refusal to testify on his own
behalf. “If you are innocent,” she be-
lieves, “you might want to admit you
have done every possible thing in the
world—had sex with ten donkeys, twenty
mules—but did not do this particular
thing.” William Julius Wilson says mourn-
fully, “T'here’s something wrong with a
system where it’s better to be guilty and
rich and have good lawyers than to be
innocent and poor and have bad ones.”

The Simpson verdict was “the ulti-
mate in affirmative action,” Amiri Ba-
raka says. “I know the son of a bitch did
it.” For his part, Baraka essentially agrees
with Shapiro’s rebuke of Cochran: “Coch-
ran is belittling folks. What he’s saying 1s
‘Well, the niggers can’t understand the
question of perjury in the first place. The
only thing they can understand is, ‘He
called you a nigger.”” He alludes to
Ebony’s fixation on “black firsts”"—the
magazine’s spotlight coverage of the first
black to do this or that—and fantasizes the
appropriate Ebony accolade. “They can
feature him on the cover as “The
first Negro to kill a white woman
and get away with it,” ” he offers
acidly. Then he imagines Farra-
khan introducing him with just
that tribute at the Million Man
March. Baraka has been writing a
play called “Othello, Jr.,” so such
themes have been on his mind.
The play is still in progress, but
he has just finished a short poem:

Free Mumia!
O.]. did it
And you know it.

i RIALS don’t establish abso-

lute truth; that’s a theo-
logical enterprise,” Patricia Wil-
liams says. So perhaps it is appro-
priate that a religious leader,
Louis Farrakhan, convened a
day of atonement; indeed, some
worry that it is all too appropri-
ate, coming at a time when the
resurgent right has offered us a
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long list of sins for which black men
must atone. But the crisis of race in
America is real enough. And with re-
spect to that crisis a mass mobilization is
surely a better fit than a criminal trial.
These days, the assignment of blame for
black woes increasingly looks like an ex-
ercise in scholasticism; and calls for in-
terracial union increasingly look like an
exercise in inanity. (“Sorry for the Mid-
dle Passage, old chap. I don’t know what
we were thinking.” “Hey, man, forget
it—and here’s your wallet back. No, re-
ally, I want you to have it.”) The black
economist Glenn Loury says, “If 1 could
get a million black men together, I
wouldn’t march them to Washington,
I'd march them into the ghettos.”

But because the meanings of the
march are so ambiguous, it has become
itself a racial Rorschach—a vast ambula-
tory allegory waiting to happen. The ac-
tor and director Sidney Poitier says, “If
we go on such a march to say to our-
selves and to the rest of America that we
want to be counted among America’s
people, we would like our family struc-
ture to be nurtured and strengthened by
ourselves and by the society, that’s a
good point to make.” He sees the march
as an occasion for the community to say,
“Look, we are adrift. Not only is the na-
tion adrift on the question of race—we,
too, are adrift. We need to have a sense
of purpose and a sense of direction.”
Maya Angelou, who agreed to address
the assembled men, views the event
not as a display of male self-afhrmation
but as a ceremony of penitence: “It’s a
chance for African-American males to
say to African-American females, T'm
sorry. I am sorry for what I did, and I am
sorry for what happened to both of us.””
But different observers will have differ-
ent interpretations. Mass mobilizations
launch a thousand narratives—especially
among subscribers to what might be
called the “great event” school of history.
And yet Farrakhan’s recurrent calls for
individual accountability consort oddly
with the absolution, both juridical and
populist, accorded O. J. Simpson. Simp-
son has been seen as a symbol for many
things, but he is not yet a symbol for
taking responsibility for one’s actions.

All the same, the task for black Amer-
ica is not to get its symbols in shape:
symbolism is one of the few commodi-
ties we have in abundance. Meanwhile,
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Are we thinking here, or 1s this just so much pointing and clicking?”

Du Bois’s century-old question “How
does it feel to be a problem?” grows in
trenchancy with every new bulletin
about crime and poverty. And the Simp-
son trial spurs us to question everything
except the way that the discourse of
crime and punishment has enveloped,
and suffocated, the analysis of race and
poverty in this country. For the debate
over the rights and wrongs of the Simp-
son verdict has meshed all too well with
the manner in which we have long talked
about race and social justice. The defen-
dant may be free, but we remain captive
to a binary discourse of accusation and
counter-accusation, of grievance and
counter-grievance, of victims and vic-
timizers. It 1s a discourse in which O. J.

Simpson is a suitable remedy for Rodney

King, and reductions in Medicaid are
entertained as a suitable remedy for O. J.
Simpson: a discourse in which everyone
speaks of payback and nobody is paid.
The result is that race politics becomes a
court of the imagination wherein blacks
seek to punish whites for their misdeeds
and whites seek to punish blacks for
theirs, and an infinite regress of score-
settling ensues—yet another way in
which we are daily becoming meta and
meta. And so an empty vessel like O. J.
Simpson becomes filled with meaning,
and more meaning—more meaning
than any of us can bear. No doubtitisa
far easier thing to assign blame than to
render justice. But if the imagery of the
court continues to confine the conversa-

tion about race, it really will be a crime. ¢
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A CRITIC AT LARGE

THE FALL GUY

Buster Keaton’s genius turned slapstick and catastrophe into comic gold.

BY ANTHONY LANE

N a dark night, in a nameless
town, a nameless man decides
to end his life. He sees a pair of

headlights approaching. Why not make
it quick, step out in front of a car? He
walks out into the road and goes into a
half crouch, with hands on his knees and
eyes squeezed tight like someone who can
feel a sneeze coming on. The two head-
lights hurtle toward him and go on hur-
tling, passing harmlessly by on either
side: two motorcycles. The man opens his
eyes, straightens up, and walks off as if
nothing had happened. That is his prob-
lem: he wants something to happen, but
nothing keeps on happening, in a big way.

The scene comes from “Hard Luck,”
a two-reel Buster Keaton movie made in
1921. The movie lasts twenty-two minutes,
and was lost for more than sixty years.
The final scene is still missing. The re-
constructed film proved to be unrecon-
structed Keaton—a sequence of sight gags
that would have little or no logical con-
nection were it not for the man at the cen-
ter of them. Whether he is suffering the
impact of the gags or willing them into
being is hard to tell, but they flock toward
him as though his very nature were a kind
of magnetic north. “Hard Luck” is dumbly
plotted, cheaply shot, and drizzling with
age; there is no reason it should do any-
thing except stutter along. And yet it
flows. Again and again, the hero tries to
do away with himself—by swallowing a
bottle of poison that turns out to be boot-
leg hooch, by lying in front of a tram that
never reaches him—with a will that verges
on the heroic. He courts death as if his
life depended on it. Still, there is no de-
spair on his face, not a whiff of melodra-
ma. He seems to favor the minor-league
emotions: determination, embarrass-
ment, a gentle breeze of ennui. So what
s it with this guy? Where does he fit in?

Nearing the millennium, we like to

think that black comedy is our specialty,
our big number—that, after all that's hap-
pened, we've earned it. But Buster Keaton
was there before us. If you're looking for
irony and fatigue, high speed and hard
luck, the strong toil of grace, then Keaton

IS your mari.

OSEPH FRANK KEATON was born on
October 4, 1895, in Piqua, Kansas.
This year, therefore, we are celebrating
two important anniversaries: Keaton was
born a hundred years ago, and so was cin-
ema. The more one thinks about this co-
incidence, the happier it seems. It has been
agreed, for the sake of argument, that the
images projected by the Lumiére broth-
ers in 1895 signalled the fact that pictures
were now officially in motion. Since then,
it's been a blast. No other medium has ac-
celerated with such outrageous brio from
a crude new technology to a fully expres-
stve art form; on the other hand, many
movie lovers fear that it may have stalled
along the way and is currently heading
with equal haste in the opposite direction.
In a sense, it’s all Buster Keaton's fault.
He was just too good, in too many ways,
too soon. We call his films comedies, but
the more closely you inspect them the more
convincingly he seems to have invaded
and mastered other genres. No action
thriller of the last, blood-streaked decade
has matched the kinetic violence at the
end of “Steamboat Bill, Jr.,” in which a
storm pulls Keaton through one random
catastrophe after another. Anyone who
thinks that the movie-within-a-movie is
a recent conceit, the province of “I'he
Purple Rose of Cairo” and “Last Action
Hero,” should check out “Sherlock Jr.,”
a film in which Keaton dreams himself
into another film: he strolls up the aisle
of the theatre, hops into the action, and
fights to keep up with its breakneck
changes of scene. As for “The General,”

PHOTOGRAPH BY RICHARD AVEDON
Buster Keaton, New York City, September 18, 1952.
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where do you start? It’s a film about a
train, but it’s also a spirited romance,
peppered with bickering and longing,
and its evocation of the Civil War period
has never been surpassed. Keaton’s trans-
formation from a hapless Ashley Wilkes
type into a manly serial kisser—a Rhett
without the bombast—is not something
that he needs to sell us. We just believe it.
He is the first action hero; to be precise,
he 1s a small, pale-faced American who is
startled, tripped, drenched, and
inspired into decoming a hero.

These days, we look down
on physical comedy; critics
like to say that movies “de-
scend” into slapstick. Physical
comedy has gained a reputa-
tion for being cheap, an easy
way out for directors and per-
formers when their ideas run
dry. The old skills seem to be
fading: nobody knows how
to take a fall anymore, and
some of what we sit through
is cruder than the antics of
the Keystone Cops. When the
Cops pitched off trucks or
bopped their adversaries over
the head, the craziness was
hardly sophisticated, but the
energy felt appropriate to the
spirit of a quickening indus-
try: every frame was a space
to be filled, like a shop-
window. Early movies didn’t
descend; they rose to the oc-
casion of a speedy, febrile art
that was itself founded on
the spinning of a reel, where-
as the physical gags of today
(what you can find of them)
come across as mean and tired.

We know that Buster Keaton entered
the world in the fall of 1895. The exact
point at which he entered the world of
entertainment is harder to pin down, al-
though there is a photograph that shows
his father, Joseph Keaton, in blackface,
with a baby Buster plumped down be-
tween his legs. Joe came from Quaker
stock, but he grew up a drifter and a
brawler, with a high kick that could break
a man’s jaw; he quit his home state of In-
diana and wound up in Frank Cutler’s
Comedy Company, a troupe that worked
the new small towns south of the Chero-
kee Strip. He also fell for Cutler’s daugh-
ter, Myra; they married in 1894, and
made a meagre living in travelling medi-
cine shows. In 1899, they moved their act

to New York to try their luck in vaude-
ville; within a year, “The Two Keatons”
became “The Three Keatons”™; soon af-
ter that, the billing changed to “BUSTER,
assisted by Joe & Myra Keaton.” The
toddler had become a professional per-
former at an age when most people
are still amateurs at going to the toilet.
Buster was once sent to school, but
the experiment lasted less than a day.

It was no surprise that he came to the

Grzmos and gags: Buster unites man and machine in a
publicity shot for “The Cameraman™ (1928).

attention of the Gerry Society, which
fought against the injustices of child la-
bor. As part of the act, his father would
grab hold of a suitcase handle stitched to
the back of Buster’s jacket, swing him
through the air, and let go. Sometimes
the boy would be spread flat and pushed
around the stage as if he were a mop: Joe
wiped the floor with him. In an effort
to deter the Gerry investigators, Joe took
his son to the mayor of New York; Bus-
ter was stripped bare and inspected for
bruises. No one believed that a youngster
should be kicked and hurled for a living,
let alone that he might ezjoy the experi-
ence, and might relish the refinement of
his skills. There is an argument that the
famous Keaton expression is not just re-
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strained but close to tears, that he is mus-
ing on miseries past and is bent on blank-
ing them out, and that his screen persona
was essentially rooted in a form of child
abuse. The trouble with this theory is
that the adult Buster was anything but
blank: within the quietude of his gaze—
backstage, behind the eyes—there is a
chorus of emotions, many of them run-
ning close to eagerness and joy. In
Keaton’s universe, violence means no
harm; the scene from “Bat-
tling Butler,” in which he
pummels a guy into submis-
sion, is weirdly out of charac-
ter and is difficult to watch. In
any case, he revered his par-
ents and learned almost ev-
erything he knew about com-
edy from their example. Joe
Keaton was later employed in
some of his son’s movies, to-
gether with other cronies
from vaudeville.

Slapstick toughened and
seasoned the young Buster.
The bruises mattered less
than the muscles. Keaton's
pictures often play on his
shortness (he was five feet six)
or play it up by casting him
against men shaped like grain
silos. The archetypal Buster
plot—the one that fuels
“College,” “Steamboat Bill,
Jr.,” “The Navigator,” and a
host of shorts—involves the
weedy, hapless loner who
slides into the jaws of fate,
finds undreamed-of strength,
and gets the girl. It is a mea-
sure of Keaton’s delicacy as an
actor that we can believe in
this transformation, because he himself was
a strongman from the start. When the
shy scholar of “College,” taunted by his
beloved, finally strips down to running
gear and joins the other athletes, we no-
tice just how sinewy and streamlined he
really is. The shape never changed: from
the time Buster was a boy, that amazing,
rectangular head remained too big for the
torso beneath it. The mismatch is just right:
you feel sure that the body will never fly
out of control while the mind is in com-
mand. No wonder Buster balked at dou-
bles; it is just conceivable that another
man, with similar training, might have
survived the ordeals that assault a Keaton
hero, but no one else could have borne &£
them with such equanimity. As Buster =
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explained, “stuntmen don’t get laughs.”

Keaton was not unbreakable. While
working on “The Electric House,” in
1922, he smashed an ankle; two years
later, in “Sherlock Jr.,” the gush from a
water tank blew him oft the top of a train.
The impact knocked him out, and gave
him gruesome headaches; in 1935, an
X-ray showed that he had broken his
neck. Having been reared as a human
beach ball, Keaton was able to survive
jolts that would have killed a normal,
non-rubberized person. The weird thing
1s that, unlike Jerry Lewis or Jim Carrey,
he never melts or weakens into bendi-
ness. The traditional Buster stance de-
mands that he remain upstanding, full
of backbone, looking ahead. His moral
attitude and his physical attitude are in-
distinguishable; where Lewis and Car-
rey cringe and swank, Keaton holds firm.
Nothing is more exhilarating than the
great sequence in “The General” in
which he clambers onto the roof of his
locomotive and leans gently forward to
scan the terrain, with the breeze in his
hair and adventure zipping toward him
around the next bend. It is the angle
that you remember: the figure perfectly
straight but tilted forward, like the Spirit
of Ecstasy on the hood of a Rolls-Royce.

HE theatrical career went on until
1917. The Three Keatons found

fame, toured England, and then broke
up. And then: “I was walking down
Broadway—down along Eighth or
someplace—and I met an old vaudevil-
lian, and he was with Roscoe Arbuckle.
Roscoe asked me if I had ever been in a
motion picture, and I said, ‘No, I haven’t
even been in a studio.” And he said,
‘Well, come on down to the studio Mon-
day and do a scene or two with me and
see how you like it.””

That, at least, is the story that Keaton
gave to an interviewer in 1958. His bi-
ographer Rudi Blesh makes it more pro-
saic: in “Keaton” (1966) Blesh writes that
the vaudevillian took twenty-one-year-
old Buster to visit the Colony Studio, on
East Forty-eighth Streer, where three
pictures were being shot—one with Ros-
coe (Fatty) Arbuckle; one with Con-
stance Talmadge, starring opposite the
charmingly named Harrison Ford; and
one with Norma Talmadge. (Luckily,
no one told Buster that four years later
he would marry the third Talmadge sis-
ter, Natalie, and that all three sisters and
thetr mother would move in with him.)

Buster started work with Arbuckle the
next day.

It is typical of Keaton that his first in-
stinct was to find out precisely what hap-
pened inside a camera. He was a gadget
freak, stirred by his good fortune at be-
ing on hand for the youthful, exploratory
years of a new mechanical medium; you
sometimes feel that his movies’ obsession
with machines is a homage to that era.
The guy who practically crawled into
Arbuckle’s camera is the same guy who
stuffed his films with trains and boats and
whiled away his later years by rnigging up
vast contraptions designed to pour a shot
of bourbon or crack walnuts. One of the
disappointments of Keaton’s first full-
length feature, “The Three Ages,” is that
much of it is set in Stone Age and Ro-
man times, both of which are sadly
gizmo-free. He does his best, and piles
up the chariot gags, but it isn’t until he
hits the modern era that you sense him
relaxing into the chaos of mechanized so-
ciety. He drives a low-grade automobile
over a bump in the road, and the car just
crumbles beneath him. Rerun it on video,
in slow motion, and you can see Buster
riding the collapse like a surfer, hanging
on to the steering wheel, coming beauti-
fully to rest as the wave of wreckage
breaks.

None of this is an indictment of the
industrial age. It is Chaplin who took
that noble, simpleminded line: when he
walked away from the conveyor belt in
“Modern Times,” his hands still tighten-
ing an invisible bolt, the joke implied that
the human soul was under threat from
machinery, and that man must strive to
escape its grip. Keaton, more thought-
fully, identifies an element of play: his
work suggests that man and machine are
a good match—that man, on occasion, can
even come out on top. In “Sherlock Jr.”
we see him perched precariously on the
handlebars of a fast-moving police mo-
torbike; far from panicking, he soon
settles into this new arrangement, con-
siders his options, crosses his legs as if he
were perched on a sofa, and prattles ami-
ably to the cop. In his coolness, his love
of improvisation, his casual reluctance to
be crushed, Keaton moves further away
from the querulous, jumpy genius of
Chaplin and closer to someone like Fred
Astaire, who could come upon the chug-
ging pistons of a ship’s engines and hear

within a matter of seconds the excitable
rhyduns of a new dance.

Buster worked with Arbuckle on and
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off for three years. Together, they made
fifteen two-reelers, some of them discon-
certing to watch. For one thing, Keaton
was still in the process of paring down the
smile. Most people think of him as the
essence of deadpan; they should take a
look at “Fatty at Coney Island” and catch
the chirpy, shining grin that splits
Buster's face. You can see a milder version
of it in “The Saphead,” his first starring
feature, when Buster’s character reads his
name in a newspaper. His smile is not un-
attractive; it just turns him into a different
being. If, from 1920 on, Keaton chose
not to beam at the surrounding world, 1t
was not because he was privy to some un-
relieved grimness but because a steady,
tight-lipped expression 1s the only look
that remains, like a good suit, suitable for
all occasions. It respects, even expects, ca-
tastrophe, but it also honors sweetness—
especially when Keaton closes his eyes, as
if to sniff an unseen rose.

“The Saphead” is about a wealthy idler
who can barely summon the energy to
become a profligate; “The High Sign,”
made the same year, saw Keaton cast as
a rootless bum. The opening title reads
like Camus for cowboys: “Our Hero
came from Nowhkere—he wasn’t going
Anywhere and got kicked oft Somewwbere.”
‘Taken together, the two movies demon-
strate Buster’s enviable talent for playing
every octave of the social scale. He didn’t
hate the rich, and he refused to rain pity
on the poor. With mawkish cunning,
Chaplin had turned the Little Tramp
into a potent symbol of the downtrod-
den; Keaton, less consciously, embarked
upon a decade of films that would range
across the American experience, from the
Wild West to the Stock Exchange. All
he asks of his characters, whatever their
status, is that they not spurn the oppor-
tunity for self-reliance. Rollo Treadway,
the hero of “The Navigator,” numbed by
his millions, drifts through the days like
a sleepwalker and uses his chauffeur to
get from one side of the street to the
other; it is only when his yacht is set adrift,
when he is all at sea, that he can wake
himself up and function as a complete
being. Chaplin would never have given
Rollo the chance; he would have used the
character in passing and knocked his hat
off with a rock. Chaplin was reluctant to
shake off his Englishness or his touchi-
ness about class, and his work represents
the last gasp of Victorian melodrama;
Keaton drew the first breath of modern-
ism in film, and was the first—Griffith
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notwithstandin, show why America
would be the movies’ natural home.

By 1920, Keaton was making his own
pictures, under the aegis of Arbuckle’s
producer, Joseph M. Schenck. Over the
next eight years, they made nineteen
shorts and ten full-length features to-
gether—from “The High Sign” to
“Steamboat Bill, Jr.” Keaton is invariably
listed as a co-director and, occasionally,
as co-writer, with friends such as Eddie
Cline and Clyde Bruckman. Bruckman
told Rudi Blesh, “I was at Buster’s house
or he at mine four or five nights many a
week—playing cards, horsing around,
dodging the issue. Then, at midnight, to
the kitchen, sit on the sink, eat hamburg-
ers, and work on gags until three in the
morning.” The perfect life, surely: a uto-
pia of creative brotherhood. But Bruck-
man added a twist. “Those wonderful
stories were ninety percent Buster's,” he
said. Keaton tempts us toward the auteur
theory but proves that it is not incompat-
ible with a loose-limbed habit of collabo-
ration. He reminds you of Orson Welles:
whatever the movie, he spiced it with his
own obsessions. Even the earliest shorts
proceed on the understanding that tu-
mult is all the wilder for being arrested
in mid-flow, and that a concentration of
closeups should be regularly dissolved by
the discreet retreat of the camera.
Keaton’s long shots, in which
a forlorn figure dashes through
serene open spaces, are the
deep breaths of an artist who
knows the value of the long view.

Keaton’s narrative beat was
partly a matter of technique. Un-
til he came along, cameras had
been undercranked for slapstick, thus in-
suring that the projected image was twice
as fast—and therefore, it was believed,
twice as funny—as human activity in real
time. Keaton saw neither the justice nor
the logic of this practice, and he was the
first, according to Bruckman, to shoot
comedy at standard speed; the life that he
saw around him didn’t need whipping
up—it was funny enough as it was. More-
over, it was funny even when it was bor-
ing; Keaton’s real daring lies less in the
technical advances he devised than in the
moral progress he made with them.
There is nothing more adventurous in
the Keaton ceuvre than the low-key, un-
hurried opening of “The Goat,” a 1921
short, in which a starving Buster is sent
to the back of a breadline, on the side-
walk outside a clothing store. Not real-

izing that the two men in front of him
are mannequins, he stands and waits, and
the camera waits with him. He shuffles
his feet, leans against the wall, clasps his
hands behind his back, and so on. This
seems to me a moment of revolution: af-
ter the Keystone Cops, and after the uni-
versal truths, or truisms, that rang out so
majestically from “Intolerance,” here is a
guy doing zilch. The movies have learned
to tolerate ordinary existence, and even to
celebrate its paltry pleasures; Keaton
practices what Griffith preached.
Nothing, I guess, is more ordinary
than getting married and settling down.
In “One Week” (1920), a strong candi-
date for the perfect short film, Keaton
takes homemaking literally. Starting
from a plain, gag-rich premise—a pair of
newlyweds are given a house in kit form,
but with the wrong set of instructions—
he fashions a surreal nineteen-minute
epic of trial and error, which also happens
to be a touching portrait of a marriage.
Some commentators think that Kea-
ton’s pictures are let down by the slender-
ness of female characterization; Dan-
ie] Moews, in his dogged 1977 study
“Keaton: The Silent Features Close Up,”
thinks that Buster's women are “late Vic-
torian hangovers in the {Ung tradition
of medieval courtly romance” and that
“the heroines, desirable though
they may be, exist only as pretexts
for initiating his adventures.”
No one could watch “One Week”
and agree with Moews. The ac-
tress playing the bride, Sybil Seely,
has that perky, outdoorsy, try-
anything hardihood that separates
the women of pre-Hays Code cin-
ema from the lacquered, innuendo-
bound creatures who arrived later. She is
Buster’s unquestioned equal in the film;
they pull through together In one ex-
traordinary scene, Seely is in her bath, the
tops of her breasts exposed; she drops the
soap on the floor, grins at us, and reaches
out for it. At this point, a hand covers the
lens, although Seely doesn’t look as if she
would mind either way. So there you are:
near-nudity and a self-conscious camera
back in 1920. You wonder just how
much Jean-Luc Godard had to invent.
If only Keaton’s first marriage had
been such bliss. In 1921, he married
Natalie Talmadge, and three weeks after
the wedding the happy couple posed for
a publicity shot in Photoplay: Buster sits
beside her sporting a ball and chain. They
had two sons—Joseph, born in 1922, and
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Robert, born in 1924—and Natalie
would pain Keaton deeply by changing
the boys’” surname to Talmadge after
she divorced him, in 1932. If there was
misery on both sides, Keaton, at least,
knew better than to let it sour his mov-
ies. In “Seven Chances” (1925), the pros-
pect of marriage becomes pure farce:
Buster plays a man of such eligible wealth
that the climax finds him running away
from an entire churchful of wannabe
brides. When he finally gets the gir] he
really wants, his attempts to snatch a
crowning kiss are blocked by the success-
ful efforts of the minister, the bride’s
mother, the best man, and a pet Dalma-
tian. His frustration is a good joke, but
its chief function is to deny us the com-
fort of a major chord—to scrub the last
traces of sentimentality from what threat-
ens to become a love story. Maybe this is
why Keaton leaves some viewers cold: his
pictures suggest that love, like courage,
must be proved in action. Hearts are
there to be won, not warmed. It was a
tough job for any woman, romancing the
stone face,

N celebration of Buster’s centennial, a
New York company called Kino on
Video has issued three boxed sets of Kea-
ton videos: thirty silent films in all, freshly
transferred to tape. The quickies are a
revelation, and the full-length features re-
assert their power; viewers will be amazed
at how little has dated. If we are honest,
we should admit to ourselves that the act-
ing styles of early Hollywood now look
overheated—that some of Garbo’s swoons,
in short, can make us giggle. Even in a
classic such as F. W. Murnau’s “Sunrise”
(1927), the hero is still indicating anguish
by gripping the hair at the sides of his
head and staring saucer-eyed at abso-
lutely nothing. In Keaton's work there is
none of this. He pioneered the art of un-
deracting. Heaven knows, he gave his he-
roes plenty to react to; the fact that they
chose to scoot away fmm trouble or else
to face it with tranquillity was a sign that
film was ceasing to be merely an extrava-
ganza. Keaton’s character 1s more inter-
esting than his surroundings; whatever
they toss at him, he doesn’t rave or
gape—he doesn’t hype what movies
can do. In the final scenes of “Steamboat
Bill, Jr.,” what matters is not the ferocity
of the wind: it is the tiny leap that Bus-
ter gives as he pushes into that wind—
the endless, fruitless comedy of need-
ing to press on. “Such frustration in that
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little body!” Louise Brooks once said.

After “The Navigator” became a
smash hit, in 1924, Keaton was given
a contract for six features: two a year,
at twenty-seven thousand dollars per
picture—serious money in those days.
He built the Italian Villa, one of the
grandest properties in Beverly Hills,
and spent fourteen thousand dollars
moving a line of trees from the front
to the back. By the time filming be-
gan on “Steamboat Bill, Jr.,” in 1927,
Buster’s work was netting him an an-
nual income of two hundred thou-
sand dollars: nothing could go wrong.
Needless to say, everything went
wrong. “Steamboat Bill, Jr.,” his final
masterpiece, foundered at the box
office, as “The General” had done the
year before. In 1928, Joe Schenck dis-
solved Buster Keaton Productions
and handed the outfit over to his
brother Nicholas, at M-G-M. There
Irving Thalberg grasped the genius of
Keaton straight off, but it flew right
past Louis B. Mayer, who, true to
form, failed to see what was so funny
about the man. The well-oiled new
mechanisms of the dream factory soon
snagged on someone like Keaton, who
hired people because they could bat ideas
around instead of writing a script, be-
cause they were good at cards, and be-
cause they were his friends. According to
Keaton’s third wife, Eleanor, “His guys
all played baseball, and if they'd be stuck
for a gag or something, they would go
out and play ball. And then somebody’d
say, ‘Oh, hey, I know how to do that,
and they'd go back to work. One of the
first things Buster did was get a ball club
together at M-G-M. And Louis B. Mayer
wouldn’t stand for that.”

Keaton made one good movie for
M-G-M, “The Cameraman,” and then
began to slide. In 1930, he made his first
starring talkie, “Free and Easy.” There
was nothing wrong with what Eleanor
Keaton calls “his bass-baritone gravelly
voice”; he never shared the indignity of
John Gilbert, the silent, smoldering Romeo
who opened his mouth and instantly
changed into Tweety Pie. Keaton didn’t
object to words; he just didn’t zeed them.
Unhindered by dialogue, he had floated
movies to the limits of their form. Where
could he go from there? Earthbound and
unwanted, he became a serious drinker
and then a complete joke; his last film for
the studio before it fired him, in 1933,
was the sadistically titled “What, No
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“So, we look fo the fourth quarter as a time of healing.”

Beer?” Natalie filed for divorce; in 1934,

just to round out the dreadful burlesque,

Keaton was declared bankrupt. He en-
tered a sanitarium and wound up marry-
ing a nurse named Mae Scriven—"1n an
alcoholic stupor,” according to the Keaton
scholar Jim Kline, although the pair went
on to live together for two years. In 1937,
in a spasm of generosity, M-G-M took

him on again—this time as a gag writer—
on a starting salary of a hundred dollars a

week. This was like hiring Shakespeare to
paint scenery. It is upsetting to follow the
chart of Keaton’s decline, and difficult to
fix its lowest trough; I would suggest the
sight of Buster caught up in a pie fight
during a 1939 comedy about the early
days of movies, “Hollywood Cavalcade.”
By that time, it was commonly thought
that this was what silent stars had done:
they had chucked custard pies. The truth,
of course, was that not once in all the pic-
tures that he made in the twenties had
Buster Keaton thrown a single custard pie.

TI—IE rehabilitation came late, but not
too late. In 1938, over a bridge
table, he met a blonde. Eleanor Norris was
nineteen at the time, a hoofer at M-G-M.
She had never seen a Buster Keaton
movie. They were married in 1940, and
it was Eleanor who set Buster back on
the track and saw it carry him to his final
fame—to what he eloquently described

as “that genius bullshit.” These days,
Eleanor Norris Keaton lives in a condo
in North Hollywood, and I visited her
there on a roasting August day. To knock
at the door of her house 1s a curious sen-
sation: you half expect the front of the
building to swing down and fall on top
of you, tugged by the spirit of slapstick
past. But I made my way safely up the
stairs, past Japanese posters of Buster’s
best-known films. At the top stood Mrs.
Keaton, spry and immaculate at seventy-
seven, and rightly protective of her
husband’s reputation.

She wasn't the first person to want to
look after the guy. “He must have had
fifteen or twenty mothers and fathers,”
she recalled. “I guess they'd seen this
helpless creature on the screen, so every-
body adopted him and set out to take
care of him.” No one understood more
clearly than Eleanor Keaton, though, that
the helplessness was an act. “He never
played for sympathy. If they wanted to feel
sorry for him, that was their problem, not
his,” she said, adding, “Chaplin was just
the opposite.” Yet, as we sat there drink-
ing iced tea and talking about Buster
Keaton, I found my take on the man be-
ginning to shift and fray. Even if he
wasn't vulnerable, there was still some-
thing disturbing in his eagerness to take
the rap. The sequences in “Cops” and
“Seven Chances” in which he was har-
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ried by howling mobs sprang directly
from Keaton’s own fear. “Couldn’t stand
crowds,” his widow said, and she went on
to recount a time when an aging Buster
gave the slip to adoring fans at the Ciné-
mathéque in Paris, ducked down an al-
ley, and threw up with nerves. The all-
American star was almost English,
sometimes, 1n his desire to evade con-
frontation. “I guess he just didn’t want to
make waves,” Mrs. Keaton said. “If
somebody dropped a glass and broke it
in the kitchen, you know, he’d figure out
a way it would be his fault. He knew that
he'd wrecked his own career with drink.”
It’s a bizarre turnaround: involved in ev-
ery minute of his movies, Keaton can
take more solitary credit for his achieve-
ments than any other filmmaker, and yet
he behaved as if everything were his
fault—as if the thousands of pratfalls
were a punishment for irredeemable
crimes, most of which he had never com-
mitted. Keaton hated to make a scene,
and out of that distaste rose some of the
most elegant scenes ever filmed.

Buster cut back on the drink, but he
kept on smoking two packs a day. The war
years were among the leanest of his life;
Marion Meade, in her new biography,
“Buster Keaton: Cut to the Chase,” cites
an M-G-M memo of 1942 that describes
Buster as almost destitute. Not so, says
Meade: Eleanor was still dancing for a
living, after all, and Buster’s principal
daily duty was to drive his wife to the stu-
dios. After the war, he found a new ca-
reer in Europe performing old vaudeville
routines, and picked himself a few deli-
cious minor roles: one of the bridge play-
ers in “Sunset Boulevard,” a sorrowful
presence opposite Chaplin in “Lime-
light.” But true salvation arrived toward
the end of the forties, in the squat shape
of television; at the age of fifty-four,
Buster refreshed some old slapstick for
“The Ed Wynn Show.” On the strength
of this, he was awarded his own program,
which ran for four months at the start of
1950; for the rest of his life, he made
good money from TV appearances (Ed
Sullivan, Steve Allen, Johnny Carson)
and commercials.

Keaton’s late works are a mixed bag.
On the one hand, there is his 1964 slot
for Budweiser; on the other, there is the
exotically titled “Film” (1965), the only
movie written by Samuel Beckett. Buster
plays the anonymous, self-haunting
wreck who scuttles through the twenty-
two minutes of action, or inaction. We

do not see him head on until the closing
frames; he seems to be summoning both
the courage to look himself in the face
and the almost irretrievable memory of
what that face once was. “Film” is not
widely liked, or widely seen, perhaps be-
cause it offers a frightening spectre. How
often does cinema, our shrine to beauti-
ful people, dare to reveal the unstoppable
blighting of beauty, let alone reveal it to
the blighted themselves?

Buster Keaton died on February 1,
1966, and was buried with a rosary and
a deck of cards. It’s the neatest possible
combination—a little light sinning
with built-in penance, and a guarantee of
eternal good luck. Somewhere, high
above the clouds, someone is getting

skinned.

EATON’S great pictures are, in the
best sense, feature films; they are
meditations on a face. Those deep-lidded,
dark-rimmed eyes, the carved prow of the
profile—no living person has ever looked
like Buster Keaton. Louise Brooks said
he was the most beautiful man she ever
saw, and she wasn’t exactly a frump her-
self. Risking absurdity, every Buster fan
longs to read a story, or a genealogy, ora
philosophical position into Keaton’s as-
pect. You can't help it; once you catch his
eye, there’s no looking away. Viewed from
the side, he has always reminded me of
the solemn, grieving figures in Giotto’s
frescoes. The critic Stanley Cavell tries a
different tack. “I see the speculation of
Heidegger exemplified in the counte-
nance of Buster Keaton,” he writes. This
would have been news to Buster, who
never tried to exemplify anything except
the art of landing on your butt without
jarring your spine.

But even if Keaton didn’t exemplify
intellectual theories—there is nothing
abstract about being crunched between two
carriages of a train—his movies neverthe-
less send you into the realm of idle per-
plexity that is traditionally prowled by the
intellect. By his own admission, Keaton
wanted nothing more than to raise a laugh.
But the regularity with which he gess that
laugh, and the fact that he refuses to join
in it, force you to marvel at his struggle
for happiness in the teeth of a ridiculous
fate. “Be like the headland against which
the waves break and break: it stands firm,
until presently the watery tumult around
it subsides once more to rest.... The
thing could have happened to anyone,
but not everyone would have emerged

unembittered. . . . The mind can circum-
vent all obstacles to action, and turn them
to the furtherance of its main purpose, so
that any impediment to its work becomes
instead an auxiliary, and the barriers in its
path become aids to progress.” Thus
Marcus Aurelius, in his “Meditations.” It
seems as clear an account of Buster
Keaton as you will find, and it restores
him to his status as the leading stoic of
cinema. As Marcus makes plain, stoicism
involves not willful gloom but a temper-
ate acceptance of the eternal Heraclitean
flux. For instance, the hero of “The
Three Ages” flees a police station, runs
up a fire escape to the roof, leaps toward
the next-door building, misses the para-
pet, drops three stories through canvas
awnings, and catches hold of a drainpipe,
which then swings around a hundred and
eighty degrees, rifling the hero through
an open window and straight into a pole,
down which he slides, coming to rest on
the back of a fire engine, which moves oft
and hastens back to the very police sta-
tion he started from. If that isn’t eternal
flux, I don’t know what is.

The best comedy entails the near-
avoidance of tragedy, a sidestep away
from the cliff s edge. Buster Keaton knows
where the edge 1s; in truth, he can’t get it
out of his mind. That is why his films
give off such a weird, flexible maturity,
a wisdom not set in its ways. Sitting
through a score of them, I was left to
wonder what kind of man would feel
driven to create such a modest, ennobling
body of work from close shaves. “A tre-
mendously nice person, you know, but
also a man of secrets,” Orson Welles said
of Keaton, adding, “I can’t even imagine
what they were.” Keaton family legend
had it that when Buster was nearly three
years old a cyclone picked him up, blew
him down a street, and deposited him
gently four blocks away. The incident
eventually wormed its way into “Steam-
boat Bill, Jr.,” but the cyclone twisted
deeper still. It is Keaton’s Rosebud, you
might say: impossible to verify, probably
a tall tale, and by no means an expla-
nation of the man. Yet, for all that,
it is an image that flowers perennially
throughout his work. He launches him-
self into one whirlwind after another—
into car wrecks, capsizings, wars, and
marriages—not so much to test his nerve
or his aptitude as to savor the primal
shock of coming through unharmed.
Buster Keaton sleeps through bedlam.
His eyes are the heart of the storm. ¢



SKETCHBOOK -+ BY BENOIT VAN INNIS

gy e

.

i

........

In protest against nuclear testing, Australians are boycotting goods from France, including that country’s famed couture. —NEews ITEM



74

FICTION

OLD LOVE AFFAIRS

ILDLY upset by a
phone call, Lucretia
Baine, who 1is al-
most old but lively,
comes back into
her living room and
stares for a moment
into the large drift-
wood-framed mirror there, as though
to check that she is still herself. Reas-
sured, she smiles briefly, but continues
to look at the mirror. In the soft, kindly
lamplight—this is an early evening, in
October—she is beautiful, still, even to
her own harshly critical (large, green)
eyes. But she knows perfectly well how
she looks in her cruelly accurate bath-
room mirror, first thing in the morning.
Now, though, she looks all right, just
upset; on the other hand, she may look
better than usual. A little more color?

The disturbing call did not involve
bad news; it was simply that Lucretia
momentarily confused two men: Si-
mon, whom she is crazy about (hope-
lessly, irreversibly, it seems), with Burt,
who in his way is crazy about her. He
loves Lucretia permanently, he says.
Burt called, and just for an instant she
thought he was Simon. Although she
would have thought that two men more
unlike did not exist, including their
voices: Burt’s deep and friendly, Mid-
western, and Simon’s very New En-
gland, Cambridge, slightly raspy.

“Crazy about.” Like many people,
Lucretia tends to think in the argot of
her youth, in her case the forties. How-
ever, in this instance, the instance of Si-
mon, the phrase seems accurate. At her
age, to harbor such feelings is crazy in-
deed, and so, for that matter, are Burt’s
feelings for her, at his advanced age.
Lucretia sighs. If only Simon were gay
and in love with Burt the circle would
be perfect, Shakespearean, she thinks.
She sighs again, at what seems the
silliness of it all. Simon is not gay,
and the two men have never met. And
she confused their voices only because
she was expecting a call from Simon,
sort of.

BY ALICE ADAMS

She did not do anything so crude as
calling Burt “Simon,” she was only a
little cool at the onset of the conversa-
tion, cool with disappointment. But
then poor Burt was probably used to
cool, from her.

This living room of Lucretia’s,
though comfortable and exceptionally
pretty, too often called “charming,” in
a sense resembles an archeological dig;
there are layers, and remains. Traces of
former husbands, three of them, two
divorced, one dead. Tokens and pres-
ents from former lovers, quite a few of
those, and from good friends, even
more. And clear signs of a long and
steadfast career: Lucretia is a reporter,
a dedicated newspaperwoman. She has
always worked in that way. The dnft-
wood mirror s, in fact, a present from
her longtime editor, now an elderly
gentleman, who 1s gay—a much loved
friend. Lucretia is less sure how she
feels about the mirror.

Thus the room, which has never ex-
actly been “decorated,” is full of tro-
phies, of carefully, tastefully selected
objets, and of whimsically, impulsively
bought #hings. A jumble of books and
pictures, lots of framed photographs;
anyone can see that Lucretia, young,
was quite ravishing, and that most of
the men she knew were tall and good-
looking. Pots and vases of flowers stand
about, more carefully arranged than
they look to be: a great clump of grow-
ing gold chrysanthemums, smelling of
earth, and of fall—and a slender silver
vase of yellow roses, unscented but
beautiful, chosen by Lucretia, for her-
self. She sometimes wonders how she
could feel lonely in such a room, and,
for that matter, in such a house, but
sometimes she does.

Souvenirs, then, of love and friend-
ship, but also of work. Lucretia has
done a lot of travel writing for many
years, as the assistant travel editor of
her paper; shelves of travel books, as
well as atlases and stacks of maps attest
to those years, along with one wall’s
collection of masks, from Mexico and

from Haiti, from India and Africa
and Egypt. For idle pleasure Lucre-
tia sometimes picks up a map of Italy,
say, and goes over it carefully, naming
out favorite towns to herself: Orvieto,
Todi, Arezzo, Fiesole, as another per-
son might read a familiar novel, happy
to recognize Barsetshire again.

She was working throughout all
those marriages and love affairs, which
no doubt kept her sane (she herself is
sure of this), but these days her work
creates certain problems in “relation-
ships” when the men involved are re-
tired, as Burt is—Burt especially, de-
manding, intrusive (more “in love”),
does not like to hear about Lucre-
tia’s deadlines, her work obligations.
He has often suggested that she retire.
What he means is, marry him. But Lu-
cretia plans to postpone retirement for
as long as she can, and in the meantime
to take whatever assignments the paper
offers. She has gone back lately to do-
ing more interviews than travel writing,
although last December she wrote a
long piece about Christmas in Venice,
lights in the Piazza San Marco, proces-
sions of gondolas. Extremely handsome

gondoliers.

]‘lJ;:RETLﬂL’S first marriage took place
when she was eighteen. There
should be a law against marriages un-
der thirty, she has sometimes thought,
and said. Surely under twenty, and
probably twenty-five. Jim, the young
husband, was in law school; her second,
Tommy, a reporter. Years later, speak-
ing of marriage, she also said, “I mar-
ried the first two times for sex. How
dumb can you get?” Sometimes adding,
“Tommy was dear—well, really they
both were, Tommy and Jim. But
Tommy drank so much, and besides, 1
really needed to get out of Boston.”
She divorced poor, dear Tommy
in Reno, and continued to San Fran-
cisco, where, with some money from a

grandmother who providentially died 9

around that time, she bought a small
house in an alley on Telegraph Hill—
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with such a view! And she got a job on
the Examiner.

There then followed for Lucretia
many happy years. Telegraph Hill and,
indeed, the whole city were seemingly
full of the relatively young and unmar-
ried. There was great cheap Italian food
and wine in North Beach restaurants,
and great cheap Chinese along Grant
Avenue, Chinatown, with wonderful
jazz at the Blackhawk, the Jazz Work-
shop. And good bars all over the place.
Not to mention the prettily roman-
tic city itself, a perfect backdrop. Lu-
cretia had quite a few very pleasant but
not serious love affairs; to herself, she
thought, Well, good, I'm beginning to
take sex not quite so seriously, it’s just
very good, very affectionate fun.

Sometimes, though, she was assailed
by much darker thoughts, one of which
persistently was: I'm really too old for
all this silliness, my friends are doing
serious things like bringing up children.
(In those days thirty-five was viewed as
too old for almost anything, including
love affairs and certainly for children).
Also, the fact was that she still did take
sex seriously. Her affairs were never so
casual as she tried to make herself be-
lieve; she sometimes suffered extreme
pangs of missing whoever was just
gone. Pangs of longing to hear from
someone who did not phone. (In those
days women were not supposed to tele-
phone men.)

In those blacker moods Lucretia
tended to forget her own considerable
professional success. She was extremely
good at her work; she had won cita-
tions and prizes, along with the occa-
sional raise. And she liked it very much,
especially the interviews, which she was
more and more frequently assigned.
She liked the work and mostly she liked
her fellow-reporters. But as she waited
for her phone to ring, waited for Aim to
call, she forgot all that.

Jason was first described by Lucretia
to her friends as “this terribly nice man
who lives next door.” A tall, skinny
young (her age) architect from Tennes-
see, Jason had a serious girlfriend, Sally,
who was not around much. Jason and
Lucretia went to movies at the Palace
and to the New Pisa for long, half-
drunken dinners together; when she
broke up with whomever, Jason was al-
ways comforting. And she was nice to
him, making homey meals and listen-

ing a lot when he broke up with Sally,
although by then Lucretia was seeing
someone else.

By the time they fell in love and de-
cided to marry, Jason and Lucretia had
been friends for several years. So some-
times she wondered, Why didn’t I
know all along how I felt about Jason?
Why did we waste all that time?

In both earlier marriages, to Jim and
then to Tommy, sex had been the
greatest bond. Especially with Tommy,
a true sexual explorer, an inspired and
tender lover—when sober. But then,
he was so often drunk. With Jason, af-
ter the early raptures of mutual dis-
covery, when in effect they both said,
“You've been here all along, and I didn’t
knowr? ™ —after some months of that, the
sexual energy between them seemed to
taper off to a twice-a-week nice treat.
Lucretia often felt that she was more
enthusiastic than Jason was, that per-
haps she was basically a sexier person,
which she found a little embarrassing,
although she still liked Jason better
than anyone in the world. And for the
three years of their marriage they were
mostly happy, both busy with sepa-
rate work, and enjoying vacation trips
together.

Then, cruelly, Jason, who was still a
relatively young man, was diagnosed
with colon cancer. Invasive. Inoperable.
But he took a long time dying, poor
darling; near the end Lucretia moved
him down to the living room, where he
could see the friends he still wanted to
see, and she could more easily bring
him trays. He complained sometimes
about sleeping down there alone, and
so Lucretia would cuddle against him,
there on the sofa.

Unhappily, that is what she most
clearly recalled of Jason, his dying. How
pitifully thin he was, his eyes so huge
and needful. His bony hands. She re-
membered less of his good jokes and
general good sense. Their trips. Lovely
Italian wine and, at times, good sex.

MOURNING Jason, a truly loved and
irreplaceable friend, Lucretia
mourned, too, what she felt to be the
end of love in her life. By that time she
was in her early fifties; even to think
of love affairs was ridiculous, despite
what she read here and there. And so
she did something very nidiculous, or
worse: she fell violently in love with a
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man almost twenty years younger than
she was, a beautiful Italian. Silvio. Not
only twenty years younger but married,
and a Catholic, of course.

Oddly enough, it was he who loved
first. Or he who said it first, pressing
her fingers as they held a wineglass,
at lunch, in Fiesole. Looking up at
him, she saw him laugh in a slightly
embarrassed way, as he said, “You
mustn't laugh, although it is a little
funny. But I find myself seriously in
love with you.”

She did not laugh, but she smiled as
she said, “Oh Silvio, come on—" even
as her heart began to race, her blood to
surge forward.

She was aware that they looked a
little alike, she and Silvio, a Northern
blond; some people must think them
mother and son. Many people must
think that.

Lucretia was staying at a small hotel
on the Arno, not far from Harry’s Bar;
she had a penthouse room, with a
lovely view of the river. From her bal-
cony, in early evenings, she observed
the long ovals formed by the bridges
and their reflections in the water. She
and Silvio had drinks there the first
night he came to call, quite properly, to
take her to Harry’s for dinner. He was
the friend of a friend; his wife and chil-
dren were off at Viareggio. After they
became lovers, they had drinks on that
terrace every night.

“You have the most marvellous
skin in the world,” he told her. “Your
back, and here. Like hot velvet.” He
laughed. “My poor English. I sound like
the TV.”

“Your English is fine.”

“You are fine. However can I let
you gor”

But he did. They let each other go
at the end of Lucretia’s two weeks: a
week of exploratory friendship, another
of perfect love. Or, vividly recalled by
Lucretia in San Francisco, that is what
it seemed, all perfect. Beautiful, sexy
Silvio made love to her repeatedly, over
and over, at night, and then again in
the morning, before driving off to his
own house across the river. Just love
and sex; they never spoke of anything
foolish and alien, like divorce. Only,
once or twice Silvio asked her, “If 1
should come to San Francisco, you will
remember?”

She laughed at him. “Always, my
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darling.” She feared that that would in-
deed be true. And she thought, Sup-
pose he calls when I'm really old, too
old to see him again, although I still re-
member? (She forgot that at that time
he, too, would be much older.)

In her pretty Telegraph Hill cottage,
then, with the doleful sound of fog-
horns strained through her dreams,
Lucretia often woke to a painful lack of
Silvio, a missing of him that was spe-
cifically sexual. And none of the obvi-
ous solutions to this crying need ap-
pealed to her at all. Only Silvio would
do, and at times, at the worst and most
painful pre-dawn hours, she thought of
flying back to Italy. To Florence, where
she would say to Silvio what seemed
at the moment to be true: I can’t live
without you.

Of course, she could and did live
without him, and all the prescribed
cures worked. She joined a health
club and exercised fiercely; she walked
whenever and for as long as she could.
She intensified her efforts at work; she
took on more assignments. And she
thought, Well, that will have to be that.
Enough of sex and love. I've surely had
my share, and maybe more. Except that
every now and then she would read
some tantalizing, romantic account of a

woman even older than she was falling
in love, getting married. Or an article
about the sexual needs and activities of
the old. “Geriatric Sex.” Lucretia’s very
blood would warm and flare, and she
would think, Well, maybe. Even as a
more sensible voice within would warn
her, Oh, come on.
“ E'S not exactly your type, but
he’s nice,” said a friend, by way
of introducing Burt McElroy into her
life. “He’s dying to meet you.”

“Good Lord, why?”

“Oh, don't be like that. You're sort
of famous here, and he likes blondes.
His wife was blond.”

“Old blondes.”

“His wife was older than you. They
were married forever.”

“I just don'’t feel like meeting any-
one. I've given up all that stuff. Or
maybe it’s given me up.”

“Well, just come for dinner. I won't
lock you up in a closet together or any-
thing.” She added, “He was a trial law-
yer. Now retired.”

The lawyer, Burt McElroy, was a
very large man, at least six three, and
heavy. Thick white hair and small
bright-blue eyes, a big white beard.
Jolly, at first glance, but on second not

“Why come to me? I'm only a humble doctor.
You should see a health-care provider.”

THE NEW YORKER, OCTOBER 23, 1995

jolly at all—in fact, somewhat severe.
Censorious. And a little sad.

At dinner that first night, at the
house of the friend, Burt talked con-
siderably about his wife, and a mu-
sic foundation that he was establish-
ing in her honor; apparently she had
been a noted cellist. As he spoke of
this dead woman, this Laura, Burt of-
ten looked at Lucretia, and she under-
stood that he was announcing his feel-
ings: I will never be really untrue to
Laura.

And so she laughed, and was flirta-
tious with him; she, in her way, was
saying, “Look, don’t worry, I'll never be
serious about you, either.”

A few days later he called and asked
her out to dinner. They went, and
again he talked a lot about Laura and
his children. At her door he said, “You
know, you're really a knockout lady. As
we said in my youth, T could really go
for you.””

“Oh, don’t do that.” She laughed up
at him.

Later, thinking over the evening,
Lucretia saw that she did not like him
very much, despite his good quali-
ties. He talked non-stop and rather
self-importantly, a man accustomed to
having the floor. To delivering opin-
ions. And he did not listen well; in fact,
he showed very little curiosity about her
or anyone else. In short, he bored her;
it was true, he was not her type at all.
Except for being tall.

But she recognized, too, with some
shame, a certain sexual pull in his di-
rection. She looked forward to when
he would kiss her. She put this down
to sheer sexual starvation—it had
been a long time since she had kissed
anyone.

Their next dinner was less boring for
Lucretia, because of the kissing that she
now looked forward to. Just that, kiss-
ing, for the moment.

They went from a good-night kiss
at the door to some very enthusi-
astic kissing on the sofa, and then, be-
cause such adolescent necking seemed
ridiculous, at their ages, they went to
bed.

Where, after several long, futile min-
utes of strenuous efforts on his part,
and some effort on hers, Burt said, “I'm
sorry. I had this prostate surgery, and 1
was afraid, but I had hoped—"

He was breathing hard, from exer-
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tion rather than from lust, Lucretia felt,
as she thought, Poor guy, how embar-
rassing this must be. And depressing.

“Here,” he said. “Let me—" He moved
heavily, laboriously, down her body,
positioning himself.

This is not something he usually
does, Lucretia thought. Oral sex was
not on the regular menu with Laura, the
wife. Though, of course, Lucretia could
have been wrong.

Feeling sorry for him, she pretended
more pleasure than she actually felt;
also, she wanted him to stop.

He moved up to lie beside her; he
whispered into her ear, “It’s wonderful
to give you pleasure. You're wonderful.”

ITHOUT spelling things out,
without saying, “Look, I'm
sorry, but I just don’t like you very
much. And sexually, I know it’s not
your fault and I'm sorry you have this
problem, but it just doesn’t work for
me. I'm sorry I pretended,” Lucretia
hoped he would somehow understand.
It did not occur to her until later that
she could just have not seen him again,
without apology.

Because he did not understand; he
seemed now to want to see her all the
time.

He took her to a banquet at which
he was the guest of honor, long tables
at the Fairmont Hotel, important po-
litical people. Men whose names, at
least, she knew.

Lucretia, in her proper, “appropri-
ate” black dress and her proper pearls,
felt fraudulent; she wanted almost to
announce: I'm not his lady friend, we
are not, not, 7o getting married.

Burt’s friends were roughly the same
age as Lucretia was, like Burt him-
self, but they all seemed considerably
older. She thought this could be delu-
sional on her part, a delusion of youth,
although she knew that she was gen-
erally a realist in that way. Vain, per-
haps, she surely was that, caring too
much about how she looked. But not
kidding herself that she was a kid
anymore.

She was not quite sure what this
“older” quality consisted of; the best she
could do was to describe it as a sort of
settled heaviness, in both minds and
bodies. They all looked pleasantly in-
vulnerable, these people, Burt and his

friends. No longer subject to much
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My life has been totally screwed up for years, but thus far no
one has stepped forward to claim responsibility.”

change. Or to passion. They did not
much mind being overweight. Or that
their expensive clothes were out of style.

Lucretia was not exactly smug about
looking younger, and better; she knew
it was largely accidental. She had been
born pretty, and most of it had lasted.
She ate almost what she wanted to, and
nevertheless stayed fairly thin. She ex-
ercised, but not immoderately. She had
not had anything “done” to herself in a
surgical way, although she had thought
about it.

OU'RE the sexiest woman I ever
met. I'm crazy for you,” Burt
breathed into her ear.
“But—"
“Maybe a little cruise somewhere?

Alaska, ma}'be or Baja.”

“Look, forget you're a travel writer.

Just come along. Enjoy.”

At the time of the cruise conver-
sation (she had been on a number of
cruises and very much disliked them
all) Lucretia was much involved in
writing a series of articles on shelters
for battered women. She tried to tell
Burt just how involved she was, how

she cared about this particular piece.

Which did not go over well with
Burt. “You should throw your weight
around more,” he told her. “Such as it

n

is,” and he laughed at his own mild

joke. He often teased her about being

what he called “underweight.” “You've
been there long enough and won enough
prizes,” he scolded. “You should be
calling the shots. Not taking these re-
ally tough assignments.”

I'm trying my best to call the shots
with you, she thought, but did not say.
And I like writing this piece, I like
these women.

It was Burt's mouth that gave his
face its severity, she decided. A small
mouth, set and firm, made smaller-
seeming by the surrounding beard. Had
someone long ago said that small
mouths were a bad sign, that they
meant an ungiving, stingy nature? Ac-
tually, Burt was somewhat stingy, she
had come to see; “careful” would be the
kinder word, but he was super-careful,
hyper-concerned with prices, costs, and
he was surprised and somewhat an-
noyed by her ignorance of these things.

“It’s not that I don’t care what things
cost,” she tried to explain. “It’s just
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that I get confused. I'm not good with
numbers.”

She tried going to bed with him a
few more times, deeply knowing this
to be a mistake but saying to herself
that this time it might work; she might
feel the pleasure she pretended (and she
knew her pretense to be a serious error,
politically incorrect). But, because of
what he referred to as his “problem,”
Lucretia found it hard to put him off
entirely; she understood how much his
pride was involved, and she was reluc-
tant to hurt that pride, and his feelings.

When he said, as he sometimes
gloomily did, that if they broke up she
would be the last woman in his life, she
also understood that this had less to do
with the great love that he professed for
her than with his secret, his “problem.”
Lucretia, the only person privy to that
secret, had to be the last in line.

N the women’s shelter Lucretia felt
herself stretched between extreme
emotions: between pity and fear, ad-
miration, sometimes disgust. And oc-
casionally sheer boredom: encouraged
by her questions, some of these women
would have talked for hours, not al-
ways coherently. But many of them
were coherent, many interesting, some
even funny. A marvellous elderly black
woman—ifrom Montana, of all places.
A shrivelled Mexican-Jewish woman
from L.A., with raucous, horrifying
tales of endless boyfriends.

Lucretia’s story in four installments
ran in the Sunday paper, and most of her
friends called to say how good it was,
congratulations. Edwin, the editor and
her old friend (the donor of the white-
framed mirror), was highly pleased.
Lucretia noted with interest that Burt
was among those who did not call.

But Simon did call. Simon Coyne,
at that time a voice from her remote
past, from Jim and Cambridge days,
law school. Although Simon had not
been in law school. Eccentrically, every-
one felt at the time, he was getting his
doctorate in philosophy. Lucretia had
heard that he married a Boston girl,
and that broke up, and he married
someone else. He taught in several
small schools around the South. She
had not really heard of him for years
now, although when he called she real-
ized that he had remained a roman-
tic image in her mind: so tall and fair,
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with his pipe and tweeds and slightly
odd way of speech. He was from To-
ronto, originally, Lucretia remembered,
but he seemed more “English” than
Canadian. More distant than Canadi-
ans generally were. More impeccably,
remotely courteous.

He was teaching in Berkeley now,
Simon said, and, yes, he liked it very
much. He had found a nice house up
on Euclid. His cats liked it, too; he had
three. No, he was not married, but two
of his three sons were living close by, as
it happened.

Why didn’t you call me before? Lu-
cretia wanted to ask him. And, When
can we see each other? Are you busy to-
night? But she managed simply to say,
“I'd love to see you, could you come over
for supper sometime soon?”

He was terribly busy, as he was sure
that she was, too, and besides, he in-
sisted on taking her out to dinner. He
would call.

And then she didn’t hear from him
for a couple of weeks, during which she
saw Burt more than she had meant to.
She did manage at last to say, “Look,
Burt, we can have dinner sometimes if
you'd like to, but we can't, uh, go to bed.”

His whole face tightened. “I can
hardly blame you for that. With my
problem.”

“It's not that. Honestly.” And hon-
estly it was not, not his impotence but
his whole severe, self-centered, some-
what hostile character. She would have
liked to say, I just don’t like you very
much, but she said instead, “My heart
just isn’t in it. I'm sorry.”

HE should have been rewarded,
Lucretia believed, by a phone
call from Simon, asking her out to
dinner at last. But she was not. Burt
called several times, still wanting to
see her, and each time the phone rang
she imagined that it would be Simon,
but it was not. After some time of
this she thought, I am much too old
to wait for phone calls. And so she
called him.

As she had more or less known that
he would be, Simon was gallantly con-
trite. He had meant to call her, he had
looked forward to seeing her, but had
been struck down with crazy busyness.
Department politics, plus high-level
university trouble.

She reassured him. Perfectly all
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right—she had been busy, too. She in-
vited him to dinner.

Oh, no, he said, they must go out,
and he named a place that he had
wanted to try. On the waterfront. Sup-
posed to be excellent food, and also at-
tractive. Hard to get reservations, but
he would try, and call her back. They
settled on a night. He did call back, to
say that he could get a table only at
seven, too early, but worth a try. He
would pick her up at six-thirty; he
would very much look forward to see-
ing her.

Like a nervous girl, Lucretia won-
dered what to wear. She was tempted
to buy something new and wonderful,
but she did not like the styles of that
year. She settled on her best old black
dress, which everyone liked.

At about six her phone rang, and
Lucretia’s heart sank, as she thought,
It must be Burt or, worse, it's Simon,
cancelling.

It was Simon, not cancelling but
apologizing: A meeting was holding
him up, could they possibly meet at the
restaurant?

Driving down Broadway, through all
the mess of lights and trafhic, it oc-
curred to Lucretia that she should have
taken a cab; this way they would have
to part publicly in some parking lot.

The restaurant was in an old wharf
building, remodelled: low, dark ceil-
ings, low lights, a long, rich bar and
spectacular view of the Bay and the
Bay Bridge, Oakland. Black water and
huge, dim, looming boats.

At first, coming in, Lucretia could
not see Simon, but then she said his
name, and she was directed: there, he
could have been no one else—tall, lean,
fair Simon, with his narrow face, long
nose, sardonic mouth. He was stand-
ing, smiling, and then coming toward
her, hands outstretched to her.

They both said, “Oh, I'm so glad—"
and stopped, and laughed.

Their dinner was much in that key,
enthusiastically friendly, with good
laughs. And relatively impersonal. Si-
mon gracefully deflected anything verg-
ing on the personal, did not discuss
his two marriages. Instantly sensitive
to his mood and needs (this was one of
her major skills), Lucretia was amusing.
She told funny stories about the paper,
about people she had interviewed. And
they exchanged travel notes; they both



What do Frank Lloyd Wright,

Babe Ruth, and Big Bird
have in common?

hey're all right at

home in the Signals
catalog—along with
Agatha Christie, Albert
Einstein, Luciano Pava-
rotti, Queen Elizabeth I,
and Dilbert, to name
just a few.

Since 1986, Signals has
been offering an out-
standing selection of
unique and affordable
gifts, including public
television programs on
video, distinctive
jewelry, artistic accents
for home and garden,
fine collectibles, great
books and music, and
many other items

since LYl

Fall 1993

ATALGQ FOR FANS AND FRIEADS OF Foul TELEVI&I&

the U.S.A. of hand-cast
aluminum and available
exclusively from Signals.

* Such hard-te-find videos
as the smash-hit comedy
Absolutely Fabulous, the
long-awaited Masterpiece
Theatre presentation of
Elizabeth R, and the
exquisite Gardens of the
Werld, hosted by Audrey
Hepburn.

* The fascinating
EcoSphere® (developed by
NASA), a self-sustaining
microcosm of the Earth’s
ecosystem, sealed in a
hand-blown glass globe.

And that’s just the
beginning. From works of

designed to spark the
imagination and
stimulate the curious mind.

Signals’ exclusive Frank Lloyd Wright Magazine Rack.

$59.95 (plus S&H). Item # 42051 art to witty shirts to

creative toys and games,
everything in Siguals has been carefully chosen to
meet your highest expectations—and to delight
your family and friends. Best of all, everything you
order from Signals carries our unconditional
money-back guarantee.

Highlights of our Fall/Holiday catalogs include:

* The striking Frank Lloyd Wright magazine rack
pictured on our Fall cover. Based on Wright's 1911
“Lake Geneva Tulip” window design, it is crafted in

Call for your FREE CATALOG today! . Yes! Please send me a free copy of the .

- latest Signals catalog,
1-800-440-5314
' ADDRESS

' CITY
| STATE ZIP

Mail to: Signals Catalog, Dept. 6043, E

- NAME

GIFTS THAT INFORM, ENLIGHTEN, AND ENTERTAIN




At the crossroads

of fine dining,
art and fashion.

Located on Manhattan’s elegant
Upper East Side, the Surrey Hotel
stands in the cultural center
of New York. With its spacious,
discreetly priced suites,
fitness center and attentive service,
the Surrey offers sophisticated
travelers value for both short-
and long-term stays.

The Surrey is also home to the
famed restaurant Daniel.

For rates or a brochure,
please call Luz Rodriguez at

1-800-9 SURREY.
SURREY HOTEL

A MANHATTAN EAST SUITE HOTEL
Get the better of New York.™

20 East 76th Street * NY, NY 10021 F
Fax: (212) 628-1529

=

The Best Travel
Clothing in the World

' Smart-looking, classically styled,
comfortable, “endurable” travel
clothing. SECRET pockets,
SECURITY pockets, and “Give
‘em hell!” washing instructions.
And, of course, the ‘Tilley' —
the best outdoor hat in the world

Y THE FREE CATALOGUE IS A HOOT!

1-800-884-7072

J00 LANGHER RD. WEST SENECA NY 14874

Certain gifts must simply be extraordinary
THE FAMOUS

Stave Jigsaw Puzzles«

x _.r 4 1‘
Since 1974, the finest handcur personalized /- % M

wooden jigsaw puzzles being made today,.
$95 - $2000. Call or write for free ;
catalog. Stave Puzzles, Box 3294,

Norwich, VI 05055 B 802-295-5200

loved the South of France, the North of
Italy, and they laughed at the unorig-
inality of their tastes.

Simon’s hair, though still thick, was
actually white, not blond, as Lucretia
had remembered. But, as she sat with
him there, she was seeing not the el-
derly man whom another person might
have described as distinguished but
rather a young, blond, athletic Simon,
with his fair hair and dark-brown eyes,
his high, white intellectual brow, and
his clever, sensual mouth. She was see-
ing and responding to a very young
man, but also to an aging man, with
white hair, whom she hardly knew.
With whom she had an animated, no-
depth conversation. But to whom she
responded, deeply.

As she had imagined, and feared,
they parted at her car, though, bending
down to her, Simon asked anxiously,
“Should I follow you home? See that
you get there safely?”

“Oh no, I drive around all the time.
I'll be fine.”

A brush of mouths on cheeks. Good
night.

HRETIA knew that she was much
too old to wait for the phone to
ring, and yet the next day, a Saturday,
she found that that was what she was
doing. Despite the fact that her an-
swering machine was functioning, she
kept herself within range of her tele-
phone, postponing the small weekend
tasks that would make enough noise to
drown it out. Postponing neighborhood
errands.

Until she thought, This is abso-
lutely, utterly ridiculous. And she went
out for an extended walk, doing er-
rands, and even appreciating the beau-
tiful fall day.

Coming home, though, and noting
her machine’s non-flashing light, no
messages, she experienced a sinking of
her spirits: he had not called.

This was crazy, she knew that; she
thought, I cannot let myself do this. I
will simply have to take charge. I'll call
him. This is the nineties, no matter
how old we are.

“Simon, it’s Lucretia. I just wanted
to thank you for dinner. It was really
terrific. I had a marvellous time, so
lovely to see you, really. I wondered,

could you come here for dinner, do you
think? Maybe next Friday? Well, actu-

ally Saturday’s fine. Even better. Great!
See you then.”

Rack of lamb? Steak au poivre? Or
were those too show-offy, obvious?
Maybe just cracked crab and a salad?
But that showed off nothing at all, no
cooking. And then she thought, Dear
God, it doesn’t matter. I'll make some-
thing good. Whatever.

But she spent the next week in elab-
orate fantasies of the possible eve-
ning with Simon. In which, sometimes,
they went from passionate kissing at
the door directly to bed, where things
went well.

So obsessed was she that she won-
dered, Have I fallen in love with Si-
mon? At my age? Is that what this is
all about?

She noted that in her dreams several
other men appeared, whom she had not
thought of for years. She dreamed of
Jim and of Tommy, of poor dead Ja-
son, of beautiful Silvio. And of several
others.

By the actual night on which the ac-
tual Simon came to her house for din-
ner, Lucretia was exhausted, emotion-
ally, so drained that preparing the rack
of lamb, God knows an easy dish, had
taken great effort. Not to mention
blow-drying her hair, brushing it.

It was partly from fatigue, then, that
later, in her pretty living room, a famil-
iar and perfect backdrop for love, Lu-
cretia found herself regarding Simon
with the most terrible sadness. She was
not in love with Simon, she really was
not—although he was perfectly nice
and in his way quite handsome, still,
and interesting. It was simply that he
reminded her of love. Some hint of all
the men she had ever loved was in his
aura, like a scent. One sniff of it and
she thought, Ah, love!

That knowledge, or insight, though
sad, was relaxing to Lucretia, and she
said, “I hope you won’t mind if we
eat unfashionably early? I'm sort of
tired.”

“Not at all. It’s a terrible thing about
age,” he said, with his attractive,
crooked smile. “I find that I'm tired
a lot.”

“Oh, I am, too!” and she flashed her
answering bright smile, as she thought,
Oh good, I won’t have to pretend any-
more. And I won't even think about
falling in love.

But of course she did. ¢
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A NOBEL FOR THE NORTH

Negotiating between the urgency of witness and the urgency of delight.
BY HELEN VENDLER

HIS year’s Nobel Prize in Litera-

I ture recognizes a lifetime of

profound and beautiful writ-
ing by Seamus Heaney, the Irish poet
whose pen has been the conscience of
his country. Decades of unrelenting
bloodletting forced a poet whose deep-
est impulse was celebration into an
unsparing examination of violence—
one conducted in prose as well as in
the lyrics of “North” (1975) and subse-
quent volumes. Essays and lectures have
served Heaney as vehicles for consid-
ering not only poetry but also political
and ethical issues. Under the title “The
Redress of Poetry” (Farrar, Straus & Gi-
roux; $20) Heaney has now published
his fourth book of prose. It contains ten
lectures of the fifteen he delivered at
Oxford during his tenure as Professor
of Poetry (1989-94), and is as reveal-
ing a book as the three that preceded
it—“Preoccupations” (1980), “The
Place of Writing” (1989), and “The
Government of the Tongue” (1989).
Heaney’s own struggle to articulate a
comprehensive and responsible poetics
propels all four books. In “The Redress
of Poetry,” a single internal quarrel—
never resolved—is pursued in almost
every lecture. It is the quarrel between
the urgency of witness and the urgency
of delight.

Heaney's early poetry was full of de-
light. The poems about his childhood
on the family farm, in Ulster, represent
him as a wide-eyed child, watching the
golden bundles of thatch in the expert
thatcher’s hand, the sparks at the
smith’s anvil. He is a poet not so much
of wild nature as of agriculturally tamed
nature; the rituals of ordering and stor-
ing on a farm seem to have given him
his first intimations of the beau-
ties of arrangement and amassing which
he later found in poetry. The early

poetry is visual, aural, tactile, almost
prelinguistic.

Even the fall into language—mem-
orably told in the poem “Alphabets™
is a happy fall, expanding the small
boy’s world through exposure to Latin,
Greek, and Irish, until the restricted
precincts of the farm widen, finally, to
the whole earth seen from space. The
boy becomes the young teacher and (in
other poems) the young husband, with
a certain possessive joy felt in each
state. | here is, it is true, a conscious-
ness in the youthful poet that Irish
English and English English are not
quite the same language, and that Irish
farm life demands a poetic expression
different from the treatment of English
farm life seen in Wordsworth or Keats,
but these are not disabling percep-
tions. He finds in Patrick Kavanagh’s
“T'he Great Hunger” a poem intimately
linked to his own vocabulary, but he
also finds a comparable intimacy in
the rural scenes of Thomas Hardy.
Heaney’s representation of ethnicity
and minority status—consciously Irish,
consciously of the North of Ireland,
and consciously Catholic—was not
yet exacerbated into the anguish it
would later reflect. Heaney was free
to work out, as a young man, his re-
lationship to his English precursors
(Wordsworth, Hopkins, Keats) as well
as to his Irish and Scottish ones (Yeats,
MacNeice, MacDiarmid).

THEN came 1968. Heaney was a
twenty-nine-year-old lecturer in
English at Queen’s University, Belfast.
Violent clashes began between the po-
lice and Northern Irish Catholics de-
manding equal civil rights, and ended,
in August, 1969, with the entrance into
Derry of the British Army. Those events

(and subsequent ones, heightening the

violence) have marked Heaney’s poetry
ever since. In the essay “Feeling Into
Words” (in “Preoccupations”) Heaney
singles out 1969 as a watershed:

From that moment the problems of poetry
moved from being simply a matter of achiev-
ing the satisfactory verbal icon to being a
search for images and symbols adequate to
our predicament. . . . I ?‘E:l it imperative to
discover a field of force in which, without
abandoning fidelity to the processes and ex-
perience of poetry . . . it would be possible to
encompass the perspectives of a humane rea-
son and at the same time to grant the reli-
gious intensity of the violence its deplorable
authenticity and complexity.

This is an extraordinarily carefully
worded statement. It has something for
everyone. Poetry seeks the verbal icon
(that is, a structural arrangement of
words which cannot be other than it is).
That is primarily an aesthetic demand.
Poetry needs to find symbols adequate
to predicaments—an ethical demand.
Poetry needs to encompass the perspec-
tives of a humane reason—a meta-
physical demand. And, finally, poetry
must recognize authentic human inten-
sity wherever it occurs—a psychologi-
cal demand. This is an almost inhu-
manly burdened poetics, far from the
joyous poetics of the boy hiding in a
tree and being the “lobe and larynx / of
the mossy places.” It is still this bur-
dened poetics that is being examined,
questioned, and extended in Heaney’s
Oxford lectures. His tenure at Oxford
was completed before the present
ceasefire in Northern Ireland, and the
last lecture, “Frontiers of Writing,” di-
rectly addresses the effect of political
division on the poet and the responsi-
bility that the poet must assume:

Even though the subjects of the lectures
have been for the most part poets from the
English and American canons, the unspoken
b ound has been a Northern Irish one.
[The] poets from Northern Ireland . . . feel
with special force a need to be true to the
negative nature of the evidence and at the
same time to show an affirming flame, the
need to be both socially responsible and cre-
atively free.

“Socially responsible and creatively
free”—must a poet be both? Can a poet
be both? If the poem you write seems
socially responsible today, who is to say
that tomorrow, when notions of social
responsibility have changed, it will not
seem socially reprehensible? If you are
being (as you think) socially respon-
sible, but your fellows call you a col-
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laborationist or a trimmer, who is to
judge between you and them? If, on the
other hand, you are being (as you
think) creatively free, but others say you
are fiddling while Rome burns, who is
in the right?

These problems pushed Heaney to-
ward an intense scrutiny of Eastern Eu-
ropean poetry. In 1974, he had writ-
ten 1n an essay on
Mandelstam that the
Russian poet “served
the people by serving
their language,” and
he had added, “We
live here in critical
times ourselves, when
the idea of poetry as *
an art is in danger of =
being overshadowed = =
by a quest for poetry &
as a diagram of politi-
cal attitudes.” He re-
turned to Mandelstam
in “The Government
of the Tongue,” and
added essays or parts
of essays on Chekhov,
Milosz, Holub, and
Zbigniew Herbert. In
each writer, he sought
out the conditions of |
poetic freedom in au-
thoritarian or totali-
tarian circumstances.
The deftness and in-
ventiveness with which
Eastern European po-
ets, feeling the state
pressure for political
correctness, managed
to evade it was one
focus of Heaney’s in- |
quiry; but an equal fo-
cus was their steadily
maintained indiffer-
ence to such pressure.
Though Heaney moved, with his
young family, to the Republic in 1972,
his imagination has remained em-
broiled in events in the North of Ire-
land, and he has posed, in both specific
and general ways, the question of the
& role of writing within a framework of
human suffering.

EANEY'S most arresting model for
the role of writing was given in
the title essay of “The Government of

the Tongue.” He borrowed the Gospel
narrative of the woman taken in adul-

tery, and he introduced the parallel be-
tween Jesus' writing and that of the

poet by saying:

In one sense the efficacy of poetry is nil—
no lyric has ever stopped a tank. In an-
other sense, it is unlimited. It is like the writ-
ing in the sand in the face of which ac-

The 1995 Nobel laureate Seamus Heaney: exploring the Northern Irish
poets’ need to be socially responsible and creatively free.

cusers and accused are left speechless and
renewed.
I am thinking of Jesus’ writing as it is

recorded in Chapter Eight of John’s Gospel.

In the narrative, Jesus twice stoops
down and writes on the ground with
his finger. In between, he has said, “He
that is without sin among you, let him
first cast a stone at her.” Gradually,
the members of the crowd—"being
convicted by their own conscience,”

Heaney writes—disappear. The Gospel
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does not record what Jesus wrote.
Heaney comments:

The drawing of those characters is like
etry, a break with the usual life but not an
absconding from it. Poetry, like the writing,
is arbi and marks time in every pt}ssib%re
sense of that phrase. It does not say to the
accusing crowd or to the helpless accused,
“Now a solution will take place”; it does not
propose to be instrumental or effective.

Instead, in the rift be-
tween what is going
to hap‘:ﬁen and whatever
we would wish to happen,
poetry holds attention for
a space, functions not as
distraction but as pure
concentration, a £cus
where our power to con-
centrate is concentrated
back on ourselves.

This is Heaney's
most neutral—and, to
my mind, most power-
ful—defense of poetry,
precisely because it
does not specify the con-
tent that poetry should
present. It speaks simply
to the arresting power
of art. It doesn’t mat-
ter (according to the
Gospel) that we should
know what Jesus writes.
What matters is that
he doesn’t answer in
the terms offered him
by his enemies, who say
of the woman taken in
adultery, “Now Moses
in the law commanded
us, that such should be
stoned: but what sayest
thou?” The silent writ-
ing follows their ques-
tion. The others con-
tinue asking him, and
though Jesus does re-
spond (“He that is
without sin...”), he
follows that answer again with the si-
lent writing, giving the accusers time to
reflect on their own moral position and
to disperse.

However attractive the analogy,
Jesus’ writing does not obey an aesthetic
imperative but simply an ethical one.
The parallel does not offer scope for
the joyous play—the stream of electric
energy—released when a medium is
brought into full force. In “The Redress
of Poetry” Heaney wants now to speak
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directly to the issue of aesthetic release
and its relation to ethical concern. This
impossible and necessary relation is one
interrogated afresh by artists in each
generation. Heaney’s most general for-
mulation in his new book says that
“the poem ...is a showing forth of
the way that poetry brings human ex-
istence into a fuller life.” Poetry is “an
overbrimming, totally resourceful ex-
pressiveness’ that “becomes suddenly
available.” The formulation suggests
that the truest ethical concern for the
writer must be the widening of con-
sciousness, first on his own part and
then perhaps on the part of his readers.
How does poetic language widen con-
sciousness In a way that we can claim

as ethical?

HEANEY himself lays out the mean-
ing of his title “The Redress of
Poetry.” As a noun, the word “redress”
(in, say, the phrase “redress of griev-
ances’) means “reparation of, satisfac-
tion or compensation for, a wrong sus-
tained or the loss resulting from this.”
In this way, the word expresses an ethi-
cal anxiety that poetry be of use to
“programmes of cultural and political
realignment” which wish to
restore an ethical just bal-
ance. But Heaney invokes
as well two meanings of “re-
dress” as a verb—both now
obsolete. The first, “to set (a
person or a thing) upright
again,” is used by Heaney to
affirm poetry “as an upright, resistant,
and self-bracing entity within the gen-
eral flux and flex of language”™; this
definition stresses the poet’s own inter-
nal ethical obligation to use language
accurately and truthfully. “Redress” was
also used as a hunting term, meaning
“to bring back (the hounds or deer) to
the proper course.” And here Heaney
warms to his defense of the uninhibited
play of language:
I want to profess the surpris

well as its reliability; I wgntb: feﬁfﬁzg ii
given, unforeseeable thereness, the way it en-
ters our field of vision and animates our
physma.l and intelligent being. . . . In this “re-
dress” there is no hint of ethical obhgatmn,
if there is a control being obeyed, it is the
control of the rules of a game, and the game
entails finding a course for the breakaway of
innate capacity, a course where mmcthmg

unhindered, yet directed, can sweep ahea
into its full potential.

With these notions in mind, Hea-
ney launches into lectures on George
Herbert, Christopher Marlowe (“Hero
and Leander”), Brian Merriman (“The
Midnight Court”), John Clare, Oscar
Wilde (“The Ballad of Reading Gaol”),
Hugh MacDiarmid, Dylan Thomas,
Elizabeth Bishop, and (in a provocative
comparison) W. B. Yeats and Philip
Larkin. He closes with a lecture af-
firming the triple nature of poetic re-
dress and sketching a map of modern
Northern Irish writing as it has been
and as it might come to be.

In each of the lectures Heaney is
working out his own relation to pos-
sible models. Herbert (the Protestant
aristocrat, the Renaissance courtier)
could not, in some sense, be further
from the boy born to Catholic parents
on an Ulster farm. In saluting the ex-
traorn human depth and linguistic
originality of Herbert (“a grounded
strength as well as a perfect tact”),
Heaney counters the reductive (and ri-
diculous) notion that one can find ethi-
cal and aesthetic sustenance only in
writers who resemble oneself in eth-
nicity and class. In his consideration
of Bishop, too (whom he links with
Herbert), Heaney praises
the way in which “wit con-
fronts hurt and holds a bal-
ance that deserves to be
called wisdom.” Heaney’s
implication is that hurt
without wit can scarcely de-
serve the name of wisdom;
hurt unmodulated by intelligent re-
flection and unshaped by linguistic
control cannot achieve the force of
poetry.

Over and over, 1n this book, the
moves made in the Herbert essay are
consolidated. Marlowe’s maturity “is
present not as moral gravifas but as a
fully attained artistic mastery, the casual
technical virtuosity of the poetry being
the equivalent of a happy inner free-
dom in the poet.” Against Sir Philip
Sidney’s emphasis on the connection of
poetry and virtue, Heaney says that “no
honest reader of poems, then or now,
would see moral improvement or, for
that matter, political education, as the
end and purpose of his or her absorp-
tion in a poetic text.” These are words
righting a balance. In an age concerned
more with elegance than truth, one
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might have to insist on the ethical force
of poetry. But when the chief aspect of
poetic utterance which is being appre-
ciated 1s ethical intent—as in all the
cant about “the personal is political”
and “the poetry of witness"—the time
requires Heaney’s insistence on the ir-
repressibility of headlong imagination
and spontaneous linguistic freedom
which he finds not only in Marlowe but
also in the comic energy of Merriman’s
carmvalesque eighteenth-century debate
on sexual politics.

Heaney does not avoid the hard
cases; indeed, sometimes they land him
in a quandary. In a brilliant reading, he
treats “The Ballad of Reading Gaol—
the “haunting, problematical” poem
written by Oscar Wilde after his release
from prison—as “an example of that
most disaffected of Irish genres, the jail
journal,” pointing out that it was
Wilde’s prison number, Convict C.3.3.,
that appeared on the title page of the
work when it was first published. Be-
hind Heaney’s lecture one can sense the
internment without trial and the hu-
miliating jail conditions endured by
prisoners in Northern Ireland. He says:

In Wilde's case, nothing was mitigated.
He was issued with prison clothes. He ate
porridge and bread and suet pudding in in-
sufficient quantities. He slept on a plank bed.
He walked the treadmill. He picked oakum.
He had no writing materials, no books. He
suffered from diarrhoea. He suffered from
earache. Insomnia and hunger reduced him
to a physical wreck. He wept easily and was
for months in a state of nervous collapse, at
the mercy of brutal warders who exercised

their authority with petty ferocity.

While admitting that Wilde's true
path toward human solidarity lay in the
best reaches of his art—"“the hard-
edged, unpathetic prose” of “The Im-
portance of Being Earnest’—Heaney
says that he wanted to lecture on “The
Ballad of Reading Gaol” because it rep-
resents “a kind of work not usually dis-
cussed within the academy.” He writes:

Its effects are probably deemed too broad,
its popularity too misplaced, its status within
Wilde’s oeuvre too insecure to warrant seri-
ous consideration. And yet, for all that, the
poem does give credence to the idea of po-
etry as a mode of redress. In it, Wilde the
aesthete was stripped of his dandy’s clothes
to become Wilde the convict; the Dives of
the coteries was compelled to know life as the

Lazarus of the underworld.

I myself am not certain that, where
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aesthetic practice i1s concerned, Dives
knows more having become Lazarus.
To my mind, Wilde knows /ess in “The
Ballad of Reading (Gaol” than he does
in “The Importance of Being Earnest,”
precisely because the conditions of
life (unpropitious) and the inflictions
of genre (the melodramatic ballad)
cloud his expressive capacities and mar
the poem. Heaney admits the marring
but not its epistemological corollary—
that a writer knows less, not more,
when he is deflected from his own
best literary capacities by an unsuitable
form of life and an uncongenial mode
of art.

Heaney has no trouble criticizing the
Communist absurdities of Hugh Mac-
Diarmid, and does not think MacDiar-
mid’s “doctrinal extremism” (which cer-
tainly sprang from Lazarus sympathies
as well as from Scottish nationalism) a
help to the poetry. Heaney can main-
tain a strictly aesthetic standard before
MacDiarmid’s vérse (as he cannot,
quite, before Wilde’s), commenting
that often, after a moment of aesthetic
success, the air fails or the water
drains, a disastrous drop occurs in the
vocal and metrical pressure; what was
fluent becomes flaccid, what was detail
becomes data.”

Heaney’s ethical demands on art also
lead him to give Larkin less, I think,
than his due. In comparing Yeats’s
“The Cold Heaven” with Larkin’s
“Aubade,” he pits a greater poet against
a lesser, and it is no surprise that Yeats
comes off the winner; that is perhaps as
it should be. However, Heaney’s judg-
ment seems to be made on extrapoetic
terms. Though “Aubade,” he says, s, in
its artistic integrity, “on the side of life,”
he nonetheless mounts a final case
against it:

The poem does not hold the lyre up in the
face of the gods of the underworld; it does
not make the Orphic effort to haul life back
up the slope against all the odds. For all its
heartbreaking truths and beauties, “Aubade”
rene]%es on what Yeats called “the spiritual
intellect’s great work.”

These are harsh words. “It is essen-
tial,” Heaney asserts, “that the vision of
reality which poetry offers should be
transformative, more than just a print-
out of the given circumstances of its
time and place.” Not everyone demands
that poetry be transformative: I am
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continually grateful for poetry that pas-
sionately, accurately, and finely depicts
the given circumstances of its time and
place, and no more. I fly to Larkin’s de-
fense: to me he is not “debilitating” or
“defeatist,” as Heaney calls him, but en-
tirely consoling in his truthtelling about
the bleakness of circumstance, What is
irremediable needs recognition, too.
And no positive or heartening spin need
be put on the irremediable in poetry.

In facing, and reproducing, his tem-
perament, Larkin was performing one
of the true tasks of poetry: to clone, in
words, the uniqueness of a single per-
son. We know Larkin through and
through from his verse, and he speaks
with a voice like no one else’s. For me,
that is enough; and for Heaney, too, it
is unarguably a high achievement—if,
perhaps, one he must withstand rather
than capitulate to. The strong resistance
of the working artist in Heaney to the
seductions of Larkinian depression be-
trays an awareness of the threat that
such depression poses to that obdurate
social hope which Heaney refuses to
relinquish.

I_IEM»:EY’S lectures offer the reader a
brimming metaphoric energy, a
fine-tuned analytic vocabulary, a buoyant
vivacity of description, a reflective humor,
an ethical awareness, a capaciousness of
mind, and an imaginative penetration
that are unequalled in contemporary criti-
cal prose. And it should be recalled that
during the years of these Oxford lectures
Heaney was also—and primarily—com-
posing both the ethereal, elusive, and
eloquent poems of transiency printed in
“Seeing Things” (1991) and the auto-
biographical and mythological-political
poems forthcoming in his new collec-
tion, “The Spirit Level.” They flicker back
and forth to each other, the prose and
the poetry of the last six years, each a
critique of the other, each an illumination
of the other, and, as Heaney’s accom-
plishment is reflected upon, they should
be considered together, not apart. ¢
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NIGHTMARE HOTEL

Kazuo Ishiguro battles the mores of an imaginary country.

BY FRANCIS WYNDHAM

AZUO ISHIGURO’S latest novel,

“The Unconsoled” (Knopf; $25),

is cast in the form of an ex-
tended anxiety dream—or perhaps (as
it’s a long work) in successive episodes
of a serial dream—and it gets nearer to
re-creating the experience of an actual
dream than any other novel I know. I
read it in the course of several days, and
caught myself on occasion confusing its
contents with those of my own dreams
during the intervening nights. Part of
my disquiet may have been a fear that
I would somehow fail in this review,
because “The Unconsoled” is difficult to
describe, let alone judge. But, of course,
the anxiety with which Ishiguro is con-
cerned is a profound, pervasive angst,
not a reasonable worry that can be con-
nected to a particular ephemeral cause.

As Ishiguro is one of my favorite
contemporary writers, 1 was also wor-
ried that I might not like this novel,
which was received by most English
critics with dismay. They saw it as an
aberration—a courageous but mis-
guided departure from the delicately
delineated landscape so imaginatively
established in Ishiguro’s three previous
books into a featureless no man’s land,
where readers could easily lose their
way. There was even an implication
that Ishiguro, as though embarrassed by
the middlebrow accolades accorded
“The Remains of the Day” (the Booker
Prize and a Merchant-Ivory movie),
had self-consciously opted for preten-
tious experiment; he was quite original
enough while still remaining accessible,
so why the change?

It is true that “The Unconsoled” is
longer and more repetitious than its
predecessors, but it does not strike me
as essentially different from them.
Ishiguro has never been a strict realist
as a writer, and here, by subjecting his
narrative technique to the laws that
seem to govern our sleeping life, he

more nearly approaches the surreal—
and in this surrealist vein he is often ex-
tremely funny, always in his own man-
ner but with echoes of Lewis Carroll
and Luis Bufiuel. The novel is a pow-
erful (if not entirely successful) variation
on the themes of bewilderment, shame,
and regret which he has previously and
more gently presented as dominant
strands throughout human existence.
To use a modish phrase that Ishiguro
himself would never use, the people he
writes about are all “in denial.”

There has always been something
dreamlike about Ishiguro’s fiction. Both
“A Pale View of Hills” and “An Artist
of the Floating World” are set in Ja-
pan: in the first, the narrator is a Japa-
nese woman in England thinking back
over several decades to Nagasaki shortly
after the war; in the second, the nar-
rator i1s a once-celebrated Japanese
painter in 1948 reliving his compro-
mised prewar past. Ishiguro’s family left
Japan for England in 1960, when he
was five, so it is not surprising that the
physical background of these books,
though it never seems false, is sug-
gested in generalized, almost abstract
terms, as though viewed from a dis-
tance—an effect admirably suited to the
context.

The same is true of the impression
of life in a grand English house be-
tween the wars, as remembered by
Stevens, the dedicated butler in “The
Remains of the Day,” who is visited in
old age by misgivings about the values
of the system he has so devotedly
served. Some English readers have en-
joyed complaining that Stevens “isn’t a
bit like a butler”—implying compla-
cently that they have known many and,
crassly, that they are all alike. But the
quality of that novel is not based on the
accuracy of its social observation. This
became apparent in the film version,
which took enormous pains over the

PHOTOGRAPH BY RICHARD AVEDON
Kazuo Ishiguro, London, March 21, 1995.
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literal re-creation of period minutiae,
with the result that the elusive poetry
of the book evaporated and the subtle
emotional drama was coarsened. An
overdose of detail can easily stifle a
work of art.

THERE is no danger of that fate for
“The Unconsoled,” since in its
murky atmosphere of muddle detail
cannot flourish. Unlike many dream
books, it does not open with the nar-
rator dozing off; rather, the dreamer (a
famous pianist named Ryder) seems to
wake up with a start in the first sen-
tence, to find himself arriving at a ho-
tel in a strange town. He is vaguely
aware of various obligations he has to
fulfill there, among them giving a con-
cert for which he is insufficiently pre-
pared, but he seems to have forgotten
most of his past. This is not a case of
sudden amnesia. His state of mind is
nearer to what one imagines creeping
senile dementia must be like, and this
cloud of uncertain memory, punctuated
by black holes of sheer oblivion, is
forcefully conveyed, with a sense of fa-
miliarity surprising to find in an author
still young.

Ryder is ushered into the hotel lift
by Gustav, an elderly porter, who be-
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gins to speak during their ascent and
goes on and on and on, long after even
the slowest lift would have arrived at
even the highest floor. At this point,
Ishiguro’s readers tumble to the fact
that the story they are being told does
not take place in actual time. A page or
so later, it shifts yet further away from
narrative convention: the consciousness
of Ryder, who continues to use the first
person, seems to have also at one time
inhabited the porter, about whose past
circumstances Ryder knows things that
he has not been told. Something like
this can happen in our dreams when
they take the form not of memories or
predictions but of stories made up as
we go along. Asleep, we all become
novelists.

The anonymous town, in which
Ryder spends four driven days, is pre-
sumably European and perhaps a little
old-fashioned—a notional city, its ori-
gins more literary than geographical or
historical. The municipal buildings,
parks, and cafés, the suburban housing
projects, and the surrounding country-
side are minimally described but seem
no less true for this lack of specifica-
tion: in their conformity to symbolic
fundamentals they are subliminally rec-
ognizable. In “The Remains of the

< |
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Day” Ishiguro could make a simple bus
stop or seaside pier seem vividly “there”
by way of the fraught human feelings
it had witnessed. This expressionist
trick cannot be performed in “I'he Un-
consoled,” because Ryder’s sensations
are partly anesthetized. People and
places mysteriously duplicate them-
selves or transmute into each other
without causing him more than faint
surprise: Gustav’s daughter may be
the wife whom Ryder abandoned; a
ticket inspector on a train is a child-
hood girlfriend.

Ishiguro’s readers have also previ-
ously met some of the people Ryder
encounters, if in slightly different
forms. Gustav’s grandson, Boris, who
is one of Ishiguro’s most poignantly
real creations, 1s a reincarnation of
Ichiro, the little boy in “An Artist of
the Floating World,” just as Ichiro’s
grandfather Masuji Ono—the painter-
narrator—was himself an amplification
of the grandfather who figured less
prominently in “A Pale View of Hills.”
Gustav, in his fervent respect for the
high vocation of hotel portering,
closely resembles Stevens the butler,
with his touching belief in the dignity
of domestic service. (Ishiguro has said
in interviews that, when he left Japan,
as a child, he did so without bidding
goodbye to his grandparents—and that
this omission has saddened him ever
since. In “The Unconsoled,” where
human relationships tend to be tenta-
tive or arbitrary, the one between
grandfather Gustav and grandson Boris
stands out as deep and comparatively
constant.)

HE book does have one serious

flaw—so obvious a flaw that I
hesitate to refer to it, suspecting some
kind of critical booby trap. I have said
that “The Unconsoled” is long and
repetitious, but these are not flaws in
themselves: the basic conception of the
book, the circular design like an ob-
stacle race run in relays, the prolonged
emphasis on enterprise eternally side-
tracked or bogged down, the paranoid
sense of panic at unremitting interrup-
tion and misdirection, all need length
and repetition to realize their cumula-
tive effect. The trouble is that it is
sometimes long-winded—most notice-
ably in the reported speech of the par-
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ticipants when each in wrn is allotted
an extensive set piece as artificial as an
operatic aria. While they unstoppably
plod through their voluble mono-
logues, using the same phrases again
and again, correcting and contradicting
themselves, fussing over the exact ex-
pression of this or that banality, the
anxiety dream turns into an even grim-
mer nightmare, from which the reader
may be tempted to escape by skip-
ping. Often, in reading novels, one
looks forward to the passages of dia-
logue for diversion and a slight relief
from concentration; this time, one
comes to dread the sight of quotation
marks, and the paragraphs of straight
narration, however dense, beckon like
0ases.

I think I can see what Ishiguro in-
tends by this risky technique. It is a
challenge and a tease. Just as the reader
is innocently expecting some develop-
ment in one narrative thread—even if
only a fresh example of frustrated en-
deavor—a separate, new character
blocks Ryder’s path and embarks on
yet another confessional discourse with
a relentless garrulity that is simul-
taneously exasperating and soporific,
like poor Ryder’s parallel experience
throughout the book: we may dutifully
persist, in order to empathize more
closely with the protagonist’s ordeal, or
we may decide to stop reading the
book altogether. Alterna-
tively, the literal transcrip-
tion of the characters’ wan
wordiness may be meant to
illustrate a sense they have
of their own insubstan-
tiality, as if a drift of insipid
verbiage might conceal an abyss they
refuse to recognize. But as the de-
vice unnecessarily increases the book’s
physical size it also constricts its
artistic range, putting a bridle of
deliberate boredom on the exercise
of Ishiguro’s daring and fastidious
HTIHngBUDH.

He takes other risks, withholding
from his readers such inducements to
attention as a shapely plot, complex
characterization, vivid descriptions, an
arresting style with fancy metaphors.
The novel is nevertheless a work of
great interest and originality. Ishiguro
has cited Kafka, Beckett, and Dosto-

yevski as favorite authors and possible

&

influences: any resemblances to the
first two are superficial, and, as far
as I can see, there are none at all to
the third. The humorous possibil-
ities in oneiric incongruity have, of
course, often been exploited before, but
only one incident of many in “The
Unconsoled”—when Ryder addresses a
formal function in his dressing gown—
comes anywhere near to being a cliché.
The ludicrous confidence with which
his characters are stubbornly certain of
or passionately involved in facts and
causes that seem too shaky or trivial to
justify such faith might be thought
to derive from the “Alice” books, and
I was twice reminded of films by
Bunuel. Ryder is continually commit-
ting himself to some course of action
that he is never quite able to carry out,
and the numerous examples of pressing
social engagements stoically pursued
but never fulfilled recall the dinner
never eaten in “The Discreet Charm of
the Bourgeoisie™; an unsettling scene in
which people persistently discuss Ryder
in his presence as though he were in-
visible echoes an episode in “The
Phantom of Liberty.” But Ishiguro has
mapped out an aesthetic territory that
is all his own.

It 1s a place of chill beauty, ren-
dered in rather prosaic terms but in-
stinct with mystery. Its inhabitants
seem subtly deprived: either they
have lost something or
something has never been
granted them. The note of
plangent wistfulness found
in Ishiguro’s earlier books
has been replaced by a
frankly fantastic approach
and a mood that is fiercer and funnier
than before—if, on the whole, less in-
tensely realized. But there is still plenty
of room for future explorations by Ish-
iguro, whether in his former mode of
traditional craftsmanship or through
further flirtations with postmodern
playfulness. “T’he Unconsoled” is not
easy to read, but, surprisingly, its over-
all effect does contain an element
of consolation. The muddle, panic,
embarrassment, and dread that sur-
face in our secret dreams do also,
needless to say, feature in our day-
time lives, and it is some comfort
to be reminded by Ishiguro that they
are universal. ¢
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RECOMMENDED
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Albert Speer: His Battle with Truth
by Gitta
(Knopf; $35)

Speer, who died in 1981, wrote three books
recalling his life as Hitler'’s friend, architect,
and Minister for Armaments and War Pro-
duction, and his postwar imprisonment; those
books, in turn, became the subject of other
people’s books and essays, Sereny’s work is the
most impressive so fa.r She 1s a multilingual

journalist who interviewed not only Speer

himself but his family, colleagues, and ac-
quaintances—men and women who knew
him before, during, and after his heady days
as a favorite at Hltler s cowrt. Her fascinating
account brings into vivid focus Hitler and his
circle—a bizarre rather than banal little world,
stodgy in mores and manic in aspiration,
marked by petty fﬂrmaht}r, gemiitlichkeit,
and baffling insensitivity.

Christina Rossetti: A Writer's Life
by Jan Marsh
(Viking; $29.95)

This is an arresting portrait—of both the poet
(the author of “Goblin Market” and a sister
of Dante Gabriel Rossetti) as a caged bird
who, through her often astonishing verse,
continues to sing and the Victorian milieu, by
turns fevered and clammy, in which she wrote
and lived. Best here is the sly, mordant
Rossetti of her later years, whom we find ex-
claiming, in a letter about her illustrious kin,
“Oh, my dear friend, don't let us wish for any

more geniuses!”

You Don’t Miss Your Water
by Cornelius Eady
(Holt, $12)

Two dramas press behind the seemingly easy
flow of this poetic cycle on the death of a
stmg}' and bullying father. One concerns the
son'’s rage, vented as he catalogues his father's
injustices; the other is more artistic, shomng
how the poet’s attentive deathwatch resists
the impulse to simplify and erase. Eady’s po-
ems record death’s strange, unprecedented
intimacies, and even take some imaginative
pleasure in the body’s decay: “This is all I'll
know of his body, the sharp ridge of spine,
the bedsores, the ribs rising up in place like
new islands. . . . He is slipping fo dust, , my
hands inform me, youd better remember this.

Sensual Math
by Alice Fulton
(Norton; $17.95)

Alice Fulton has always written exuber-
antly, and in these poems her opulent
diction and syncopated syntax dazzle
again. In two dramatic sequences—one is in
the voice of an advertising executive; the
other reimagines the myth of Daphne and
Apollo—the writing is electrifying, and
a group of lyric elegies, tempered by a ma-
ture sadness new to Fulton's work, proves
deeply moving.
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An Elmore Leonard satire on Ha!fywcraaﬂ and a Brooklyn miscellany.
BY TERRENCE RAFFERTY

N Barry Sonnenfeld’s “Get Shorty,”
I John Travolta plays Chili Palmer,
a small-time Miami loan shark
who sets out for Las Vegas in pursuit of
a wayward debtor but winds up in Hol-
lywood, where he discovers his true
métier and fulfills his destiny: he be-

comes a movie producer. In a sense,

A cool breeze in a climate of hot air: John Travolta
as Chilt Palmer in “Get Shorty.”

Chilf’s story is a classic fable of show-biz
success: a chance meeting leads to a glo-
rious opportunity—a shot at the big
time—and the hero, fuelled by dreams
and I-gotta-be-me determination, rises
to the occasion. In other ways, of course,
this character doesn’t quite fit the for-
mula. Chili’s new career path begins
with a rather sinister piece of business.
One of the deadbeats that Chili has to
lean on is an anxious middle-aged man
named Harry Zimm (Gene Hackman),

who produces quickie horror films, and
the loan shark, a lifelong movie fan, is
delighted to make his acquaintance;
when Chili has finished delivering his
threats, he decides to seize the moment
and pitch a story idea. Zimm is inter-
ested, and before long the shylock (as
Chili calls himself) is attending meet-
ings as Zimm’s “associ-
ate” and picking up,
with startling ease, the
rules of Hollywood’s
power game. At that
point, the story’s satiric
point seems obvious:
Chili, who takes to this
treacherous world like a
duck to water, appears
to embody the idea that
being a low-level thug is
a perfectly appropriate
way to prepare for a
career as a movie pro-
ducer. The hero of “Get
Shorty” is a sharp dres-
ser and an artful intimi-
dator—a born player.
This shady charac-
ter’s aptitude for Holly-
wood gamesmanship is
a passable joke, but it’s
not rich enough to sat-
isfy the veteran thriller
writer Elmore Leonard,
who wrote the novel
that Scott Frank’s screenplay is based
on. (Until near the end, the script is ex-
tremely faithful to the source, preserving
Leonard’s corkscrew plotting and lift-
ing a fair amount of wildly off-kilter
dialogue straight from the book.) The
joke that really tickles Leonard is the
possibility that a guy like Chili might
not simply hold his own among the g
sleek, predatory Hollywood types but 2
even outclass them. It isnt surprising &
that this loan shark, who acquired his =z



professional skills on the fringes of the
Mob in Brooklyn, knows how to get
his way in a ruthlessly competitive en-
vironment. What's shocking is how se-
rene and good-tempered he is, even in
the most trying situations (and this
story provides many). His unflappabil-
ity gives him a mysterious kind of
grace, which sets him apart from bru-
tal wiseguys like his Miami boss, Ray
Barboni (Dennis Farina), and from
vain, pampered Tinseltown luminaries
like the temperamental star Martin
Weir (Danny DeVito). At first, you
think that the secret of Chili’s success
1s that he can’t be impressed: he isn’t
dazzled by wealth or power, and
threats of grievous bodily harm don’t
faze him much. (He doesn’t consider
himself invulnerable; it’s just that in his
experience most people aren't intelli-
gent enough to hurt him.) But after a
while you begin to realize that his real
distinction is that he doesn’t waste en-
ergy being impressed with himself; vir-
tually alone among the characters in
“Get Shorty,” Chili Palmer under-
stands exactly who he is.

That's Elmore Leonard’s kind of
hero. In most Leonard stories, clever
nobodies go up against apparently in-
vincible somebodies and manage to
beat them at their own game. The sweet
message of his tough-talking thrillers is
that the little guy isn’t necessarily a loser.
Because ordinary folks can't afford to
surround themselves with high walls
and hired muscle, they have to keep
their wits about them in order to sur-
vive in the world; by contrast, most of
the big-time operators who bedevil the
hero of “Get Shorty” look like former
hard cases made soft by success. Besides,
the minds of the powerful are usually
clouded by self-aggrandizing fantasies,
and in Leonard’s world that’s a fatal
weakness, like a glass jaw—something
that a savvy fighter like Chili can ex-
ploit. The fun of “Get Shorty” lies in
watching its unpretentious, undeluded
hero defeat his enemies by manipulat-
ing their images of themselves. They all
think they’re smarter than he is, and he
lets them; once he has them fully
inflated with self-love, he sticks a pin in
the balloon, and they’re history. Travolta
wafts through the movie like a cool
breeze in a climate of hot air. This is a
beautiful role for him. Miraculously, he
hasn’t lost the youthful bounce that

electrified viewers in the opening scene
of “Saturday Night Fever,” almost twenty
years ago. After a decade or so of trudg-
ing dutifully through awful movies, he
has recovered the spring in his step; he’s
even more assured than he was in his ca-
reer-resuscitating role in “Pulp Fiction.”
Travolta’s strut is a joy to witness, be-
cause there’s no macho arrogance in it;
it expresses, rather, a simple, deep plea-
sure in movement itself, and a boyish ea-
gerness to get where he’s going so he can
make something happen there.
Travolta incarnates everything that
this movie should be about: his Chili
Palmer is a survivor who hasn’t become
jaded by experience—who has hung on
to his capacity to be amused by human
folly, even at its most vicious. His no-
sweat attitude deftly captures the dry
comic tone of Elmore Leonard’s prose,
and that’s a blessing, because the movie
is directed by someone whose style is
spectacularly ill-suited to the material.
Sonnenfeld, who directed the very broad
“Addams Family” comedies, doesn’t
have the dexterity to trap the tiny, quick
ironies that Leonard specializes in—the
gags that are meant to skitter past us and
vanish before we've had time to get a

good look at them. This filmmaker’s ap-
proach is blunt, and futile. “Get Shorty”
has a garish, cartoony visual style, which,
more often than not, ruins the humor.
The novel’s delirious plotting never
seems contrived, because Leonard’s wily
storytelling disguises itself as casual
riffing, like an expertly constructed
standup routine in which the punch
lines don't feel like punch lines but in-
stead sound as if they had bubbled
up spontaneously out of the flow of ey-
eryday conversation. Sonnenfeld works
too strenuously for laughs: he goes for
huge sight gags and knock-"em-dead
verbal zingers, and when all else fails
he gooses the action with peppy, self-
consciously silly music. He never, ever
relaxes, and, as Leonard and Travolta
demonstrate so convincingly, tense guys
finish last.

In fairness to Barry Sonnenfeld, its
worth noting that the unique charm of
Leonard’s novels—which seem ready-
made for the movies—has consistently
eluded major-studio filmmakers. Burt
Reynolds’s “Stick” (1985) and John
Frankenheimer’s “52 Pick-Up” (1986)
are both pretty bad, and neither of them
has the partial saving grace of a perfor-
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mance like Travolta’s. In a way, “Get
Shorty” is instructive. Leonard’s clear-
eyed take on the ego-engorged culture
of Hollywood is that the big-timers who
run the studios, make the deals, and star
in the overbudgeted pictures all have too
much to lose—both in hard currency
and in fragile, precious self-esteem—to
be able to concentrate on the exacting
small-scale work of telling shapely and
surprising stories. They can't resist the
temptation to overpower us, to kill us
with excitement—even, it seems, when
they're trying to dramatize a tale whose
unmistakable moral is that sly, subtle
tactics are far more effective than brute
force. The filmmakers, like all the heavy
hitters in “Get Shorty,” come to a bad
end. The movie shoots itself in the foot,
and Travolta, who knows a few things
about staying alive, ends up dancing on

its grave.

MOST major-studio movies, in fact,
are guilty of overselling what
should be modest pleasures. And view-
ers who are weary of having their backs
slapped and their lapels grabbed by loud,
sweaty Hollywood pictures sometimes
turn to cheap independent films for re-
lief. There’s something winning—ini-
tially—about the low-pressure approach
of Wayne Wang and Paul -Auster’s
“Blue in the Face,” which presents itself
as a loosely organized sketchbook of
neighborhood life in Brooklyn. Many of
the movie’s scenes were shot in a few
days after the filming of “Smoke,” which
was written by Auster and directed by
Wang. (That picture opened in June,
and is still running.) The filmmakers
persuaded one of the stars of “Smoke™—
Harvey Keitel—and several of its sup-
porting actors to stick around and play
some improvised skits in and just out-
side the smoke shop that was the earlier
film’s primary setting. The returning ac-
tors stay in their “Smoke” characters,
and new performers—among them
Michael J. Fox, Lily Tomlin, Jim
Jarmusch, Roseanne, Madonna, and
Mira Sorvino—drop by for a scene or
two apiece. Each of these vignettes was
shot quickly, guerrilla-theatre style: a
long take with a single, static camera
setup. As is often the case with impro-
visational comedy, the participants ap-
pear to be enjoying themselves enor-
mously. Wang and Auster, who cooked
up the whimsical ideas for the skits,

seem to have encouraged the actors to
be ragged and goofy and garrulous. The
cast members gab ceaselessly, and a few
of them even manage to shape their
rants and musings into entertaining
nonsense: 1 omlin, as a man who des-
perately wants a Belgian waffle, gets
laughs out of an awfully thin premise;
Jarmusch, as a guy smoking his final
cigarette before quitting, does a hilari-
ously wistful routine on the joys of light-
ing up. Lou Reed, speaking directly into
the camera about whatever pops into his
head, steals the picture: playing himself,
he’s the coolest, funniest character on
the screen.

It’s obvious, though, that many of the
improvisations didn’t work out and the
filmmakers found themselves with a lot
of holes to patch in the editing room.
“Blue in the Face” pads up its eighty-
eight-minute running time with person-
on-the-street interview footage (some
shot on video), little documentary essays
on Brooklyn lore (the desertion of the
Dodgers, for instance), and a musical
number or two—oddball stuff that Wang
and Auster combine with the salvage-
able fragments of improvisation in a de-
liberately messy, random-seeming as-
semblage. The movie has a funky, ami-
able personality, which is at least an
improvement on the overdeliberate
manner of “Smoke.” Finally, though, the
filmmakers get carried away with them-
selves and squander the audience’s good
will. As the picture goes along, you may
feel, to your surprise, a bit of familiar
sales resistance creeping into your reac-
tions; it’s almost as if you were being
badgered, in the usual way, by a conven-
tional Hollywood movie. At a certain
point, you realize, with dismay, that the
movie’s easygoing vulgarity is supposed
to represent Brooklyn itself, in all its
democratic, multiethnic, abrasive, prag-
matic, unpredictable glory. But Brook-
lyn’s virtues are of a kind that is danger-
ous to name and celebrate; to weave
them, as “Blue in the Face” does, into a
religious tapestry is to violate their
down-to-earth nature. The movie draws
us in with its nonchalance and arbitrari-
ness, but it can’t stop reminding us how
wonderfully eccentric it is. The point-
lessness of “Blue in the Face” would be
vastly more appealing if Wang and
Auster didn’t make such a point of it.
Brooklyn may be full of talkers, but
the smart ones know when to shut up. 4
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FLIGHT ITSELF

A g!aﬂ'am Brancusi rermspffriwe comes to the Philadelphia Museum c_?f Art.
BY CALVIN TOMKINS

OF all the great modernists, Con-
stantin Brancusi is the least
well understood. Behind his
aura of mystical simplicity—the saintly
hermit of the Impasse Ronsin, with his

white beard and white cap and white
work clothes—he was as worldly and
sharp-witted as his close friend Marcel
Duchamp, and, in the crucial years be-
fore the First World War, as finely at-
tuned to the ideas and influences that
were shaping the new art of the twenti-
eth century. Contradiction was his ele-
ment. He wanted his sculpture to be mod-
ern (which meant, above all, to be orig-
inal), but he also wanted it to exist out-
side time, like some ancient and essen-
tial truth. Even the most radically sim-
plified of his sculptural forms were
animated by a tension between oppos-
ing forces: archaic and modern, West-
ern and Oriental, simple and complex,
earthy and spiritual, rough and smooth.
Although his work inspired several gen-
erations of abstract artists, Brancusi de-
nied that he had ever tried to make a
pure or abstract form. “I'hose who speak
of abstraction when contemplating my
sculpture are completely off the track
and prove that they have understood
nothing,” he once said. “For what my
work is aiming at s, above all, realism:
I pursue the inner, hidden reality, the
very essence of objects in their own in-
trinsic fundamental nature; this is my
only deep preoccupation.”

We know so little about his life that
the salient details have taken on a
mythical character. Born in 1876 in a
peasant village at the foot of the Car-
pathians, in 2 Romania that the French
art historian Jean Cassou has described
as “essentially prehistoric,” he left home
at the age of eleven to wander from
town to town, and he worked at vari-
ous jobs—dyer, waiter, fortune-teller,
cabinetmaker—until he managed to en-

roll in the School of Arts and Crafts in
the provincial city of Craiova. His vo-
cation settled, he went on to master the
techniques of academic sculpture at
the National School of Fine Arts in
Bucharest, and then, in 1904, set out on
his epic journey to Paris—on foot, most
of the way, with stopovers in Vienna,
Munich, and Zurich. In 1907, he went
to work in Rodin’s studio, but stayed
only a month, because, he later ex-
plained, “Nothing grows under big
trees.” That same year, he abandoned
modelling in clay for direct carving in
stone, and laid down his challenge to
Rodin—David against Goliath—with
“The Kiss.” This initial, relatively small
version of the theme that Brancusi came
back to throughout his life is in the first
gallery of the glorious Brancusi retro-
spective that opened earlier this month
at the Philadelphia Museum of Art.
(The show was on view at the Centre
Georges Pompidou, in Paris, last spring
and summer, and will be in Philadel-
phia—its second, and final, stop—
through December 31st.) It is a sculp-
ture in whose stripped-down, geometric
archaism, intensity, and humor the
twentieth century announces itself as
clearly as it does in that other 1907
bombshell, Picasso’s “Les Demoi-
selles d’Avignon.” Art as mimesis, the
long tradition that reached a kind of
apogee in Rodin’s own evocations of
“The Kiss,” has given way to art as di-
rect expression: instead of imitating the
real world, art will now become real in
itself.

Brancusi’s star rose early and has
never dimmed. Even Picasso has had
critical ups and downs, but Brancusi’s
reputation as the greatest sculptor of the
twentieth century has rarely been ques-
tioned, in spite of (cynics might say be-
cause of ) the fact that his work has been
relatively inaccessible. He had never had



a retrospective in Paris until this one,
and the sculptor, who mistrusted deal-
ers and was reluctant to let go of his
work, never had a one-man gallery show
in Paris during the fifty years that he
lived there. He seemed to find the
United States more hospitable. Brancusi
had several New York gallery shows,
thanks largely to the
efforts of Duchamp;
he also had retro-
spectives at the Gug-
genheim Museum,
the Philadelphia Mu-
seum of Art, and the
Art Institute of Chi-
cago; and over the
years Americans were
his most important
patrons—especially
John Quinn, Walter
and Louise Arens-
berg, and Katherine
Dreier. “Without the
Americans, I would
not have been able to
produce all this, or
even to have existed,”
he said in 1955, two
years before he died.

The Americans were
not infallible. In 1926,
a United States Cus-
toms official decided
that his bronze “Bird
in Space” was not a
work of art, and was
therefore subject to an
import duty of forty
per cent of its declared
value. Brancusi’s ap-
peal was upheld two
years later. His Amer-
ican admirers, more-
over, tended to under-
stand him too easily.
They loved the hon-
est, painstaking crafts-
manship, and they saw
in his smooth, pol-
ished forms a pure
distillation of the machine age. Both
readings were legitimate but incomplete:
they left out the subtle interplay of com-
plex elements which gave Brancusi’s
sculptures their uncanny, living pres-
ence; for example, the off-center balance
of the first “Maiastra,” the big-chested,
miraculous bird of Romanian folklore,
whose asymmetrical beak and round

eyes also evoke the Egyptian deity
Horus. Five decades later, in the sixties,
when Brancusi was rediscovered by Carl
Andre, Richard Serra, and other mini-
malist artists, it was the reductive as-
pects of his sculpture that struck them,
and his habit of producing works in se-
ries. But Brancust’s simplifications—
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of birds, fish, the heads of infants and
sleeping women, male and female tor-
sos, and other animate subjects—were
not reductive in the minimalist sense.
He was after “essence,” not Greenberg-
ian purity, and his return again and
again to the same theme or image was
an organic process. 1here are sixteen
versions of “Bird in Space,” made of
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A sense of arrested motion: the door to Brancusi’s studio, 11 Impasse Ronsin,
Paris, photographed by Alexander Liberman in 1955.
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marble and bronze in various sizes,
and each one is different. The progres-
sive refinement of the image can be
traced, in the eight examples that are
on view in Philadelphia, from the
rather chunky marble 1923 “Bird in
Space” owned by John Quinn, through
successively slimmer and more stream-
lined versions, to the
stunning pair Commis-
sioned by the Maharaja
of Indore in the thir-
ties—one in white mar-
ble and the other in
"%’ black. Brancusi’s sub-
ject is not a bird, but
flight itself, and in the
later “Birds in Space”
the exquisite propor-
tions, the play of light
on polished marble or
metal, and the asym-
metrical balance evoke a
weightless, lifting sen-
sation so kinetic that it
takes your breath away.

One of the art-world
scandals of our time—
and the only serious
threat to Brancust’s rep-
utation—is the trafhic
in posthumous casts of
some of his most im-
portant works. Bran-
cusi willed his Paris
studio and everything in
it to the French state,
with the understanding
that the government
would preserve the stu-
dio just as he left 1t;
the sculptures, bases,
tools, and handmade
furniture—the whole
carefully nurtured envi-
ronment—had become
a major work of art.
While the state dallied
and dithered over its
obligation, Alexandre
Istrati and Naralia Du-
mitresco, a Romanian artist couple who
had moved to the Impasse Ronsin in
1948 and had gradually made them-
selves indispensable to their aging coun-
tryman, took swift and decisive action.
Shortly after Brancusi’s death, they re-
moved four original sculptures and
fifteen plaster casts of other works from
the artist’s studio. The state eventually

™
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recovered all nineteen objects, but in the
meantime the Istratis (whom Brancusi
had named as his Zgataires universels, or
residuary legatees) had made copies of
the fifteen plaster casts, and soon brand-
new versions of “Bird in Space,” “Cock,”
“Sleeping Muse,” and other famous
Brancusis began turning up on the art
market. Litigation failed to stop them.
The French court ruled that, since the
Istratis owned the copies of the casts,
and since Brancust’s will said nothing
about posthumous casting, the activity
was legal. Most Brancusi experts are
appalled by the results, which one cu-
rator likens to “airport art.” As for Bran-
cusi, who spent hundreds of hours
hand-polishing and patinating each
cast, who would often make changes in
a plaster mold to correct or alter the im-
age, and who insisted again and again
that every cast of a Brancusi sculpture
was a unique work—well, one can imag-
ine Brancusi’s reaction. In spite of the
critical consensus on the posthumous
casts, quite a few of them are now in
museums and private collections.

One of the marvels of the current
Brancusi retrospective is that every ef-
fort has been made to reunite his sculp-
tures with the bases that he made for
them. In the decade after 1910, at about
the same time that Brancusi began carv-
ing wooden sculptures influenced by
African tribal art, he also started to carve
wood, marble, and limestone bases for
all his works. Like other twentieth-
century sculptors, he hated the look of
traditional pedestals and platforms; if a
sculpture was going to take its place as
an object in the real world, rather than
as an imitation of something else, it
should have no need for that sort of
prop. Brancusi’s sculptures required
something to raise them off the floor,
however, and his solution was to make
bases that became integral parts of the
sculptures, complementing them in
various ways. Whether or not his bases
are works of art in their own right is a
tricky question. In the catalogue of his
New York show at the Brummer Gal-
lery, in 1926, Brancusi listed five bases
as autonomous objects. Sidney Geist and
other critics have stated flatly that the
bases are merely decorative objects, and
a few collectors and curators, stuck in
the purist-abstraction aesthetic of the

thirties and forties, would much prefer
to do without them. The late Ameri-

can sculptor Scott Burton went to the
opposite extreme: in 1989, in a small
exhibition at the Museum of Mod-
ern Art, he presented a selection of
Brancusi bases by themselves, as sculp-
tures. “I do not claim that all of them
are major works of art, as wonderful
as the heads or birds,” Burton wrote at
the time. “But I do feel that a number
of them are . . . works of the same or-
der as his other sculptures.” The bases
belong with the sculptures—that much
is clear. To think otherwise is to mis-
understand the essential richness and
complexity of the work. Without its
launching pad of a base, our National
Gallery’s great marble “Bird in Space”
would be earthbound. The three-part
stack of supporting white marble and
limestone disks gives MOMA’s blue-gray
“Fish” its sense of arrested motion, of
the still moment before it disappears in
a watery flash.

What has happened in recent years, and
what the Centre Pompidou—Philadelphia
Museum show and its invaluable cata-
logue make clear, is that Brancusi has
been growing on us. We have seen him
as the peasant-mystic, the radical mod-
ernist, the abstract symbolist and sim-
plifier, and the grandfather of minimal-
ism, but none of our earlier takes on him
can explain the extraordinary resonance
and staying power of his work. Like his
“Endless Column,” which started as a
motif in his carved wooden bases, be-
came an independent work of art in sev-
eral different versions and lengths, and
eventually rose to a height of thirty me-
tres in 1ts final avatar, Brancusi’s art
touches infinity. It looks less modern to-
day than it did twenty years ago, and
more timeless. The 1918 “Torso of a
Young Girl,” with its forward movement
and delicate sensuality, i1s revealed in
Margit Rowell's catalogue essay as Bran-
cust’s response to the ninth- to twelfth-
century Khmer statues in the Musée
National d’Arts Asiatiques-Guimet.
“Mademoiselle Pogany,” whose recur-
rent appearances in marble and bronze
used to disconcert us by her dated, Art
Deco look, now begins to look more like
a female Buddha. Brancusi’s art grows
more mysterious as the century ap-
proaches its end, and the modernism he
embodied—the modernism we had sup-
posedly left behind—shows itself, once
again, to be more alive than anything
that has come along to take its place.
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THE WIZARD OF LOSS

The Roundabout Theatre brings “Company” back to Broadway.
BY JOHN LAHR

OMPANY” was a watershed event
in the history of the musical.
When it arrived on Broadway,

in April, 1970, the American conscience

was reeling from two jolts: Vietnam and
the sexual revolution. The nation had
lost both its sense of blessing and its
sense of sin; the musical, which had tra-
ditionally made a myth of well-being,
suddenly found itself with nothing to
celebrate. “Company,” engineered by the

And put me through hell and give me
support

For being alive, make me alive,

Make me alive.

At a stroke, loss had found 1ts Broad-
way laureate, and experiment had found
its new champion, who, with “Com-
pany,” began to do away with plot
and take the musical in new expressive
directions.

George Furth’s script was adapted

Astute love songs, and a way fo speak about the paralyzed beart: Robert
(Boyd Gaines) takes center stage in Stephen Sondheim’s “Company.”

composer-lyricist Stephen Sondheim,
the playwright George Furth, the direc-
tor Harold Prince, the choreographer
Michael Bennett, and a terrific ensemble
led by Elaine Stritch, proclaimed the
nation’s newest abundance: emptiness.
Instead of providing the backbeat of
promise, “Company,” with its sour dis-
section of five marriages in Manhat-
tan, put words to the collective numb-
ness. Exhaustion, not energy, was its
theme. Once a call to action, the musi-
cal was now a hymn to impotence. At
the finale, the hero of the show—
the passive, charming, and unmar-
ried Robert—pleads for life instead of
inspiring it:
Somebody need me too much,

Somebody know me too well,
Somebody pull me up short

from a series of eleven one-act plays he
had written for the actress Kim Stanley.
“George writes the kind of people who
do not sing,” Sondheim told Craig
Zadan, the author of “Sondheim &
Company.” “To spend time exploring
the characters was wrong, because they
were primarily presented in vignettes.
All the songs had to be used, I'm sorry
to say, in a Brechtian way as comment
and counterpoint. And as such, next to
‘Forum,’ it was the hardest score I ever
had to write.” As its terrific title implies,
“Company” is an ensemble piece: it in-
habits that slippery emotional zone be-
tween not quite intimacy and not quite
isolation—a gray area that is well suited
to the composer’s paradoxical sensibility.
Sondheim abjures the old illusion, of ro-
mance, only to establish a new illusion,
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of skepticism. He boldly accentuates the
negative. “We wanted a show where
the audience would sit for two hours
screaming their heads off with laughter,”
Sondheim said, “and then go home and
not be able to sleep.”

OMPANY" S first revival on Broad-
way, directed by Scott Ellis, at
the Roundabout Theatre, is a problem-
atic production, but it does provide the
pleasure of reéxperiencing the songs:
“The Little Things You Do Together,”
“Sorry-Grateful,” “You Could Drive a
Person Crazy,” “Another Hundred
People,” “Getting Married Today,”
“Side by Side by Side,” and “The Ladies
Who Lunch.” It’s an imposing line-
up. While the god of casting does not
shine on this production, nothing can
dim the brilliance of a score whose
themes of fear, loneliness, and anxiety
in relationships have, if anything, be-
come more urgent as the battle be-
tween the sexes has intensified over the
decades.

The musical is set on Robert’s thirty-
eighth birthday, at a surprise party that
serves as a linchpin for the show’s an-
ecdotal structure. At the party, Robert
(Boyd Gaines) blows out the candles
on his cake. “Actually, 1 didn’t wish for
anything,” he says. Robert doesn’t
know what he wants or what he feels.
He needs connection, but he doesn’t
have the will to sustain it. He has no
identifiable work, just a narcissistic
problem. He won'’t give of himself, be-
cause, really, he has no self to give. He
is a shell of a man, who plays at feel-
ings. Still, Robert’s boyish, tortured
aloofness gives Sondheim a way to
speak about the paralyzed heart, a sub-
ject that is both his strength and his
limitation. When I saw the original
production, I was a newly married man
of twenty-eight; twenty-five years later,
with a grown son and a new partner,
and poised somewhere between regret
and hope, I find that certain songs
resonate with more power. “Sorry-
Grateful,” an astute love song that hon-
ors the ambiguity of emotions, now
seems an extraordinary accomplish-
ment. Robert asks his alcoholic friend
Harry (Robert Westenberg) if he’s
sorry to be married, and gets this elo-
quent reply:

You're always sor

You're alway}r; gragi'ul,

USEFUL TRANSACTIONS IN PHILOSOPHY

Either you know the password or you don't;
Guessing 1s useless, guesses get you nowhere.
Sands of the desert! And God knows the language
Is hard enough to speak, let alone write.

When 1 approached the grille in the plate glass
The shy Jamaican shook her smiling head.

“Sorry, but that is last week’s word,” she said.

Once or twice I was privy to the secret,

But not for long; and again there were knots
Of snake-haired girls whispering in the shadows
At the farther end of the classroom corridor.
In the financial district I looked down

From the visitors’ gallery at the war

And camaraderie of the market floor.

At the theatre we often took a box

(“Steering clear of infection,”

said my mother).

Yes, champagne was provided for the cotere,
But T sat soberly alongside, watching

The golden apples fly from hand to hand

As ingénue Russian princesses played

In the walled garden where the pacts were made.

Impossible, of course, to speak with nabobs

Or reclusive grandees holed up in palaces;

For them belonging is part of genetics.
Acquiescence 1s looked for, eyes on the ground,
Just follow the trail of elephant dung

Along yesterday’s ceremonial way

While golden boys and girls go out to play.

You're always wondering what might
have been.

Then she walks in.

And still you're sorry,

And still you're grateful,

And still you wonder and still you doubt,

And she goes out.

This is not to say that “Company”
dramatizes maturity. Although the
characters sing about loss, none of
them accept the notion of it as the
basis of maturity. The consequences
of commitment—you choose and you
lose—keep Robert from taking ac-
tion. He can’t accept loss, and there-
fore won't surrender to another. Even
at their most caustic moments, Sond-
heim’s songs remain tangled in a par-
ticularly American state of mind, an
adolescent attitude that insists on hav-
ing everything all the time. “Marry
Me a Little,” which was cut from the
original score and is restored here at

—FERGUS ALLEN

the end of Act I, makes the point.
Robert sings:

Marry me a little,

Love me just enough

Keep a tender distance,

So we'll both be free

That’s the way it ought to be.

From this production’s first beats,
“Company” bristles with Robert’s fear of
engulfment. With the rest of the cast of
fourteen ranged around Tony Walton’s
suitably austere black-and-chrome set,
Robert stands center stage, and the en-
semble, archly choreographed by Rob
Marshall, goes through its semaphore of
possessiveness—nhands grope, wave, and
plead for his presence, and the theatre re-
sounds with the predatory chorus “Bobby
Bobby/Bobby Baby/Bobby Bubi*—an
effect vulgarly overstated by the projec-
tion of Bobby’s name in different type-
faces on the cyclorama behind them all.



THE THEATRE

Robert and his friends are a symbiotic
network, a group of lost souls distracting
each other from their emptiness. Robert
goes through the motions of affection
and sex, but nothing penetrates him.
“You impersonate a person better than a
zombie should,” his three frustrated girl-
friends sing in “You Could Drive a Per-
son Crazy.” And, of course, they're right:
deadness (“Sweeney Todd,” “Passion,”
“Assassins”) is Sondheim’s dominion,
and terror is his most eloquent emotion.
In “Getting Married Today,” Veanne
Cox, as the would-be bride, Amy, gives
fear its most delightful outing, in the
show’s best-written scene. With her
bandy legs and bony hands shaking, she
works herself into a tizzy on the morn-
ing of her wedding. Pale and bug-eyed,
she’s a whirlwind of self-loathing who
knocks the audience dead when she
crawls across the stage and sings:

We'll both be losing our identities—

I telephoned my analyst about it

But he said to see him Monday,

And by Monday I'll be floating

In the %E[udson with the other garbage.

She tells her fiancé, Paul (the sad-
eyed, convincing Danny Burstein), that
she can’t go through with it. Before Paul
stalks out, he asks her, “Do you know if
other people did to you what you do to
yourself, they could be put in jail?” Rob-
ert, standing by as Paul’s prospective best
man, witnesses the quarrel. When Paul
leaves, Robert abruptly asks Amy to mar-
ry him. Amy’s comeback is an admonish-
ment: “You have to want to marry some-
body, not just somebody.” Robert tosses
Amy the bouquet, and she catches it at
the threshold. “I'm the next bride,” she
tells him, and she exits in search of Paul.

In the original production, the orches-
tration was for twenty or so; here, it is for
nine. And the orchestra is not the only
sound that’s attenuated. The air is full of
miked, thin voices. Boyd Gaines, who
had been suffering from laryngitis, strains
in the higher registers, and, I'm sorry to
report, goes flat in the big ballads; this
diminishes the impact of “Marry Me
a Little” and virtually snuffs out “Be-
ing Alive.” Debra Monk, as the foul-
mouthed, slouch-shouldered dipsoma-
niac Joanne, gives two boffo songs, “The
Little Things You Do Together” and
“The Ladies Who Lunch,” plenty of at-
titude. She doesn’t so much sing as blare
“Ladies,” but when her voice cracks, the

stridency works for the boozy broad she

plays. Monk knows how to deliver a
punch line, and her rendition of the song
zeroes in on the impasse that her drunken
mockery represents:

Another chance to disapprove,
Another brilliant zinger,
Another reason not to move,
Another vodka Stinger—
Aaah—T'll drink to that

La Chanze, who plays Marta, one of
Robert’s beleaguered squeezes, has the
voice but not the attitude. Her rendition
of “Another Hundred People,” a dark,
jaded report on “a city of strangers,” be-
comes merely a Broadway “numba,” all
teeth and smiles but no texture. Why is
she smiling? It’s a secret between her and
the director and is lost on the audience,
which, in any case, can’t hear the best
lines of the song, because of her poor
diction.

At the end of the show, Robert de-
cides not to walk through the door into
his birthday party. It may come as a sur-
prise to some theatregoers—it was to
me—that the past two and a half hours
have been flashbacks of Robert’s past,
and that he has been poised at the thresh-
old throughout. (Scott Ellis never prop-
erly prepares the audience for this chro-
nological trick) Along with Robert’s
friends, we've been snﬁed By the logic
that orﬂy a Broadway musical can sustain,
the finale proposes that Robert has made
a choice to love—or, at least, to be open
to the possibility of involvement. But his
first gesture is to cut himself off from his
community of friends. Growth is shown
as isolation. The implications of this are
even more unsatisfactory than the ro-
mantic tosh that Sondheim is rebelling
against: it is the forced victory of the
failed heart over the full heart. The lame-
ness of this finale foreshadows the
pretentiousness and aridity of many of
Sondheim’s later shows: a new path that
is really a dead end. Yet in “Company,”
the first product of the composer’s most
prolific period, Sondheim’s skepticism is
still rooted in a recognizably real world,
where feelings are not postures, and
doubts have not ossified into nihilism.
I suppose I'll always have my quarrels
with Sondheim, and with the direc-
tion in which he has taken the mus-
ical. But when he is good, he’s great.
Even the Roundabout’s lacklustre pro-
duction can’t keep the show’s daring
from coming through. So let’s call “Com-
pany” a triumph, and the hell with it. ¢
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O.J. Simpson is considering moving from
his posh estate in the Brentwood section of
Los Angeles to New York City.—7The New
York Post.

To THE 1040 FIFTH AVENUE CoO-
OPERATIVE ASSOCIATION:

I am pleased to write in support of
Mr. Simpson’s application to become a
member of your codperative.

I have known Mr. Simpson for many
years. [ would describe him as a devoted
family man. As you may be aware, he
has recently suffered the devastating loss
of his former wife, to whom he was very
close. But he is strong and his attitude
is “Life must go on.”

Initially, his plan was to return to his
home and raise his children according to
his own strong sense of family values.
But the crime problem in Brentwood
persuades him that it is time to look
elsewhere, and so he has decided to move
with the children to New York, where
they can have a “normal” upbringing.

Sincerely,
ROBERT KARDASHIAN

LLADIES AND GENTLEMEN, GOOD
MORNING!

O. J. Simpson will make an exce/lent
tenant in your building. I can truth-
fully say I know him intimately, having
spent a lot of time with him recently.
He is a godly man who has suffered bit-
terly at the hands of the unrighteous.
His only desire right now, apart from
seeing that the Colombian drug dealers
who slew his ex-wife and her compan-
ion are brought to justice, is to raise his
children in an atmosphere of serenity
and security.

I understand that the late Mrs. Jac-
queline Kennedy Onassis, another par-
ent of two young children left bereft by

a senseless act of violence, lived in your

APARTMENT HUNTER

BY CHRISTOPHER BUCKLEY

building, so you are familiar with these
tragedies, and the need to be sensitive
and sympathetic to the victims.

In the matter of finances, I can say
without fear of contradiction that Mr.
Simpson will be more than able to meet
the necessary requirements. His finan-
cial future shines brightly indeed!

Sincerely,
JOHNNIE COCHRAN

TO THE BOARD:

O. J. Simpson will make an ideal
tenant, and you should move expedi-
tiously to approve his application.

Aside from the reflected glory that all
your tenants would share in having a
tenant of his stature, there is an addi-
tional benefit—my own occasional
presence in the building. As you
know, it was I who mas-
terminded his entire de-
fense strategy, despite the
fact that my esteemed col-
league Mr. Cochran seems
to be crowding the lime-
light. My only point is that
I am the most brilliant le-
gal mind in the United
States, and my occasional
visits to the Simpson du-
plex at 1040 would lend
great respectability to all
of you.

Another of my clients,
Mr. Claus von Biilow,
lived on Fifth Avenue, and
my visits to his apartment brought con-
siderable social stature to his co-tenants.

I should add that in the event you
turn down Mr. Simpson’s application I
will be handling the appeal. The upside
for you would be spending many, many
hours in my presence. The downside

would be legal fees that will force you to

send your children to public schools.
Sincerely,
ALAN DERSHOWITZ

THis 1s A.C.

He's got a gun to his head. You bet-
ter let him come live in your building.
Be cool with this. He just wants to chill
out. Everyone needs to chill out here.

Do you have a parking garage? Also,
what is the freeway situation in New York
in case we need to go for a quick cruise?

Sincerely,

A1 (A.C.) COWLINGS

DEAR MR. SIMPSON:

The Coobperative Association has
met to discuss your application. We
reviewed the many strong letters of
recommendation submitted by your
friends and associates.

After almost four hours
of deliberation, the board
unanimously voted “Not
Approved.” Let me hasten
to say that this decision
had nothing whatsoever to
do with race, or the noto-
riety surrounding the re-
cent unfortunate events.
It was simply that the board,
recalling your statements
regarding your activities
on the night of June 12,
1994, took note of your
predilection for nocturnal

golfing on the premises.

The board felt rathcr stmngly that
nocturnal golfing is inappropriate in a
Fifth Avenue duplex, and therefore de-
cided to pass on your application, with
the keenest regret.

Sincerely,
1040 FIFTH AVENUE
COOPERATIVE ASSOCIATION

GARY PANTER
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