
Thirteen ways
of looking at
a black man

s,

Jr,

picks a jury to interpret

the 0.verdict and the Million Man March—

plus on the lawyers (and what

the media didn’t report aboutthe ‘race card’)

C-note terrorism
ona flood of

near-perfect counterfeit hundred-dollar bills from

the Mideast which is threatening our currency

Famous Seamus
on Seamus Heaney, Nobel laureate

and the poetic conscience of Northern Ireland

ll     
| Plus: on Company’

   a on ‘Get Shorty’





Oct. 23, 1995 TH F Price $2.50

  



Pfhile beauty

Captivat mayin fact be in
Dacethen

Compelling. the eye of the

And,of yeu,

atone
beholder, we'd like

to suggest that it

 

might also be found in the foot ofthe driver. Especially

whenthat foot is connected to a Saturn SC2, which in

turn is connectedto a favorite stretch

of road. Like the oneright near your

house. You know, that one. & And

while we wouldn’t wantto imply that

the SC2is outfitted for Formula One

racing or anything, it does meet that

Artist Victor Warring can't decide where Saturns
belongs in the garage or above thefireplace.allamportant sport coupe criteria:

it's a blast to dmve. &% 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,

KC
SATURN. doing this. Especially if that stretch of road

you may wantto alert your passengers before

  

near your house is anythinglike the stretch over by

our place. @# Inside the SC2. things are just as well

thought out. Buttons and important knobs (like the

ones onthe stereo) are all within easy reach.It's some-

thing wecall “intuitive design” — meaning you'll hardly

ever have to take your eyes off the road. Which is good,

seeing as howthat's where most ofthe action is, anyway.

€ But perhaps the real beauty of

the SC2lies in the fact that we were

able to coax all this performance out

of it without adding the air dams,

geegaws or flashy doodads that

make so many sport coupeslook,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: “It’s like art

with some ‘oomph.” Guess that “We're going
to the vet?"

Kessel! LU

ride shotgun!”would be the “evocative” part, huh?

A DIFFERENT KIND of COMPANY. A DIFFERENT KIND of CAR.

Thus 1996 Saturn SC2 has an H.S.RB. of 315.685. including retacler prep and transportation. Of course, the total coat will vary seeing howoptions are extra, as are things
like tax and lwcense. We'dbe happy to provide more detail at 1-800-522-5000 or look for us on the Internet at http://www saturncars.com ©1995 Saturn Corporation.



 



  

W The Cluny handbag

from the Louis Vuitton

Epileathercollection.

 

Available exclusively in Louis Vuitton
shops and selece departmentstores.
For more informationor the store

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

LouisVuitton
The spirit of travel  

THE NEW YORKER

OCTOBER 23,1995

 

  

    

COMMENT The Dangad 2.2. eee syee sues sun ceeuecs James Traub 7
The mock epic ofthe Mayor and the school board.

IN THE MAIL 10

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 2
THE TALK OF THE TOWN. . howe 35

‘The world’s most difficult dinner, Tom Courtenay
“MoscowStations”; New York’s next best address?ete.

DEPARTMENTS
Annals of Law A Horrible Human Event .........-..00005 Jeffrey Toobin 40
The author, who was dealt oneofthe first
race cards in the Simpson trial, reconsiders how
the lawyers and the media played the game.
Passing the Buck Dept. The Supernote. ... . FredricDannen andIra Silverman 50
Someone in the Middle Eastis printing fake
hundred-dollar bills that even Federal Reserve banks
can't detect. Is this a new kind ofterrorism?

ANNALS OF RACE
Thirteen Ways ofLooking at a Black Man ........... Henry Louis Gates, Jr. 56
‘The Simpsonverdict and the Million Man March
go on trial beforea different kind ofjury.

ACRITIC ATLARGE The Fall Guy .........0-0- 0000200005 Anthony Lane 66
Buster Keaton was the first to find the funny side ofevery
modern calamity. Photographby Richard Avedon.

     

 

FIGHON) Old Wove Attire: nse niece nee emis ce eras AliceAdams T4

THE CRITICS
Books Seamus Heaney’s “The Redress ofPoetry”. .. . Helen Vendler
KazuoIshiguro’s “The Unconsoled” . . . - Francis Wyndham
RecommeridediReadti wieiejeieiernte soe crue   

  

 

The Current Cinema “Get Shorty,” “Bluein the Face”
The Art World A Brancusi retrospective. . .
The Theatre Stephen Sondheim’s “Company’

Calvin Tomkins

 

84
90
5

. Terrence Rafferty 9
100
103

 

   

 

POEMS
“Directives” ... Henry Hart 48
“The Sharping Stone” . Seamus Heaney 62
“Useful Transactionsin Philosophy” Spee - Fergus Allen +

SHOUTS & MURMURS Apartment Hunter.............. Christopher Buckley 106

COVER Haute Cuisine, by Francois Berthoud

DRAWINGS Robert Mankoff, Peter Steiner, Danny Shanahan, Gahan Wikon, Frank Modell,
Victoria Roberts, Roz Chast, Warren Miller, Richard Cline, Mike Tuohy,
Benoit van Innis, J. B. Handelsman, Jack Ziegler, Charles Barsotti
    THE New YorkER (ISSN 0028-792X), published weekly (except for four combined issues: the last week of December
andthe first weekofJanuary, the last two weeks ofFebruary, the last week ofJune and thefirst weekofJuly, andthelast two
weeks of August) by’ TheNow Yorker Magazine, Inc., 20 W.43rd St., N-Y., N.Y. 10036. Vol. LXXI, No. 33, October23,
1995. Second-class postage paid at New York, N.Y., and at additional mailing offices. Authorized as second-class mail bythe
Post Office Department, Ottawa, 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
atthe British Post Office. Subscription rates: In U.S. and possessions, one year, $36.00; two years, $60.00. In Canada, one
‘year, $77.00 (includes G.S.T)). In Germany,one yeas, DM290. Mail orders to: IP Intemationle Presse, Distribution & Marketing
‘GmbH, Weldst. 70, D-63128 Dietwenbach, Germany Otherforeign, one year, $85.00,payzble in advance
POSTMASTER:Send address changes to The New Yorker, Box 56447, Boulder, Colorado 80322. PRINTEDIN U.S.A.

  



MILEAGE PLUS”
Program of theYear

Best Customer Service
Best EliteProgram

Stop,youre making us blush.

Wy To the frequentflyers whovoted us number onein Inside Flyer magazine,thanks.
ASCc NHeeb ce COCOMEaaLRCMaOanmoulyOem)

is going to mean for you. Comefly ourfriendly skies.

(2 UNITED AIRLINES



 
Michael Mondavihassaid, “Great wine without great food is experiencing only halfthe pleasure.”

Robert Mondavi winesare at their best enjoyed wherever exceptional food, good company,fine art, and music prevail
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KNOWN TO HISTORY AS THE WATCHMAKER'S WATCHMAKE!

 

A.-L. BREGUET (1747 - 1823)

 

IRLD THE SHOCK PROTECTED WATCH AND THE TOURBILLON DEVICE FOR INSTANCE. HE EVEN

PERFECTED TI iT. TOD:

 

; SELFWINDING MOVEME!  Y 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 TO

   

  

     

   

  

    

   

GENERATION, A WATCH BY BREGUET BECOMES A TREASURED

   
POSSESSION — JUST AS YOURS

WILL, THE MORE YOU

COME TO VALUEITS

WORKMANSHIP.

Meticulous engraving work

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

and stainless steel. Selfwinding centuries-old Breguettradition,

movement with date calendar and center its bears the watch's individual
seconds hand. Water-resistant. Ref. 3400. registration number.

        

()
AA
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daniele trissi..
Hesichesters Fine Jewelry and Watch Store
14-16 Spencer Place,Scarsdale, New York 10583

914 723-4500 / 1 800 998-9228
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THE DUNCIAD
In thefight overthe schools, everyonelooks bad.

CEASEFIRE now obtains in the
great New York City schools-
chancellor wars,as it does in the

Balkans; andit’s anybody’s guess which
onewill break downfirst. Last spring,
Mayor Rudolph Giuliani hounded the
previous chancellor, Ramon Cortines,

out of office with a campaign ofsus-
tained invective. This fall, the Mayor
tried, andfailed,to install a replacement
whosesole qualification appeared to be
a willingness to bend to City Hall’s dik-
tat; the central Board of Education then

tried, andfailed, to push through a can-

didate the Mayorcalled “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-
townjubilation. Everyone was weary,
and wary.

Thebattle between the Mayor and
the board,in abeyance for the moment,

has been a mock epic, a Homeric food
fight. Perhapsthe onepositive result of
the whole dismally negative affair is that
it will cure thecity’s habit of presump-

tively lionizing each new chancellor, un-
der theillusion that this one, this time,

will “turn around”a system thatactually
seems almost beyond human agency. It
has become too obvious to ignore that
the problem is the system itself—the
beast, notits nominal head. Mayor Giu-
liani has apparently cometothis realiza-
tion, thoughtoolate to spare the belea-
guered Mr. Cortines. Herman Badillo,the
Mayor’s mainadviser on theschools, ex-
plains Mr. Giuliani’s support ofDr. Crew,
whose views seem scarcely distinguish-
able from those of the despised Corti-
nes, by saying, “Ifyou have a chancellor
in place, the focus of the battle could
turn to Albany.”

The Mayor wants the NewYork State
Legislature to dissolve the board and
give him control over the schools. Heis
a man whoseespolitics as an arena of
wills rather than of choices; he believes
that the way to turn the schools around
is to vest authorityin a strong-willed fig-
ure—i.e., himself. The board,ofcourse,
disagrees; andits president, Carol Gres-

ser, has succeeded Ray Cortinesas chief
mayoral martyr byvirtue of saying so in
public. All this makes for great thea-
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SOMETIMES  
Our Guests LEAVE

SOMETHING SPECIAL

BEHIND...

SO WeHELPFIND IT.

We do almost anything
for our guests.

Even somethings
you wouldnever expect

THE REGENCY HOTEL

 

A Loews Hotel

Park Avenueat 6st St, New York, NY
(212) 759-4100

For reservationscall the hotel direct,
yourtravel expert or (800) 243-1166,
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“Readall aboutit! O.J. still notguilty?”

°

tre—a few weeks ago, before the Treaty
of Crew, Ms. Gressersaid ofthe Mayor,

at a public board meeting, “If he can’t
control the city’s schools, he would

rather harm them irreparably’—butit
also perpetuates the heroic model of
school reform.

It’s hardto feel, after the events ofre-

cent months, that either the Mayor or
the board should have control over the
destinies of a million schoolchildren.
The Mayor seemsindifferent to most
aspectsof schooling exceptthe cost. His
pre-Crew endorsement of a candidate
for chancellor who was known mostly
for zealouspoliticking implied a deep
cynicism,or perhaps nonchalance, about
the schools. The Mayor has thoroughly
undermined his owncase, and thus ob-

scured his argument that he must be
able to exercise somecontrolover an ac-
tivity for which his governmentpays
nearlyhalf thebills.

Carol Gresser says, rightly, that the
Mayor’s proposaltells children,in effect,
“You're just akin to Ports and Termi-
nals.” But if the argumentis that edu-
cation mustbe protected from politics,
thenleavingit in the hands ofthe board
is clearly not the way to protectit. The
interests that the board represents are
political ones, not educational ones; most
of its members are political creatures.

Noneof them, as the former chancellor

Frank Macchiarola says, “has brought a
measureofdistinction from somewhere
else to the board.”

Who,then, should control the sys-

tem? A numberof people—including
Ed Sadowsky, a former board mem-
ber—haveproposed that the board not
be abolished but,rather, selected by the

Mayorfrom 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 ofinterests which now dominates
both the central board and, even more
intensively, the city’s thirty-twolocally
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. Theboard,after all, doesn’t con-
trol the schools now; nobodydoes. The
system is neithereffectively authoritar-
ian, as the Mayormightlike it to be, nor

effectively democratic. Schoolprincipals
havepreciouslittle 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. The atomization of
power meansthat everyonecan afford to
wait for someoneelse to make the next
move;so stasis reigns, and asa result the

Mayor concludes that there’s nothing
for it but brute force.

Yetthisis thefirst time everyone has
agreedthat the system doesn’t work. The
Speakerof the State Assembly, Sheldon
Silver, who is a Democrat, and who was

until recently a believer in the heroic
model, convened a summit meetinglast
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 andincluding 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 thatare 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
beencalling notonly 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—noweightbillion
dollars—mustgo directly to the schools.

This surprising consensus is currently
hidden behind a curtain of grapeshot.
Andperhaps the combatantslike it that
way. As longas the debate is cast in per-
sonal terms, everyonecan ignore the genu-
inely tough issues, such as the teachers’
contract, which, to the despair ofreform-
mindedprincipals, includes such ruin-
ous anachronismsas the right of a se-
nior teacher to bumpa junioroutofhis
or her school. But neither the Mayor
nor the board wants to challenge the
teachers, whose union is smart and po-

litically powerful. Perhapsthetrick is to
attack all the moated castles at once—
the unions, thedistrict boards, the cen-
tral board, the bureaucracy. Or we can
waituntil thefirst time the Mayor ques-
tions Rudy Crew’s courage, and then

start the whole dismal roundall over
again. —JAMEs TRAUB
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History's
Finest
Wildlife,
Art

The famed
British naturalist,
John Gould(1804-1881),
created hand-colored engravings
of the mostexotic birds of the
world ina careerthat spannedfifty
years.

Ofthe collections
he publishedin
limited edition,

ue Gould’s
stunningly

colorful portraits of 36 Toucans,
33 Trogons, and the 360 imagesof
his monumental Hummingbirds
were easily thefinest.

Private Collector Divests

As result of divestiture by a
majorprivate collector,all 429 of
these original,
authentic,and
rare antique ‘
worksofart are
nowavailable from
Georgetown Galleries,
at prices that will surprise
and amazeyou.

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 eo
7315 Wiscon
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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 othersignificant lawyer
in the twotrials 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 Davis, a native

son of the South Bronx, dared to defend
his blacklife against a murderous crew
of killer cops whoinvaded hissister’s
home. Thata shotgun-toting NewYork
City police officerfired thefirst shot was
proved beyond any doubt, and a jury
then found that Larry’s resistance was
justified.

And, speaking ofnative sons, Black
Rageis real, but only the Bill Kunstlers
ofthe legal profession have the courage,
grace, and witto breathelife into it as a
defensive courtroom position. And now
heis gone, and weare the poorerforit.

LYNNEF. STEWART
New York City

Yourarticle about William Kunstler
raisesinteresting ethical questions. Ac-
knowledgingthat 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 Poweractivists that helped trig-
ger murder, arson,stoning, and looting
in dozensofcities during the sixties.
‘You lament“the disappearance of causes
once eminently worth fightingfor.” Al-
low meto suggest two: the restoration

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

ERNEST W. LEFEVER
ChevyChase, Md.

Late one evening in the early nineteen-
sixties, I was making my way home to
my apartmentin the WestForties 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
turninghis head,he stared andyelled 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 thathe hadstyle.

JACK BALLARD
Lewisburg, W.Va.

THE SECRET OF LISTENING

During timeofjaundiced opinions
about the failure of our public schools,
whata delight to read Sara Mosle’s ten-
der account “Writing DownSecrets”
(Annals of Childhood, September 18th).
It’s remarkable how simple act ofkind-
ness—listening—can evoke such rich
and poignantfeelings 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.
‘Wecan only hope that she may some-
dayreturn to the classroom to share her
wonderfulgift.

PETER COOLSEN
Mibwaukee, Wis.

 

Letters should be as briefas possible, and sent
with the writer's name, address, and daytime
phone rumber to Tn the Mail," TheNew Yorker,
20 West 43rd Street, New York, NY. 10036.
They may be editedfor 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 things that

live here. I work for Georgia-Pacific, a forest products company, and they

 

believe the same thing When we learned that the Coho salmon and Steelhead

trout were struggling to survive, we came up with a plan to help. We're

putting large boulders and logs in the rivers to create calm pools where

the small fish can srow and survive until they head

out to the ocean. It was something that needed to he

done to help the fish. And it feels good to know that my company

is doing it” Dick Patton, Resource Manager Georgia-Pacific a  



THE THEATRE

The Right Role

‘TA HAGEN has garnered Tonys

i for her performances in ‘The
CountryGirl” (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 hasrarely felt
fated to play a part, Seven years ago,
though, after Nicholas Wright’s drama
“Mrs. Klein’? opened in London, her
telephone beganto ring.‘Everyone who
sawit,” she says, ‘called up to say that
thetitle role”’-—the psychoanalyst Melanie
Klein—‘‘waswritten for me, Whatscared
me about that is that she was a mon-
ster.”’ All the same, Hagen decidedthat
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 processof prepar-
ing for the role has been so protracted
(Hagen compiled a small mountain of
material; producers came and went; the
rights proveddifficult to secure) that she
can’t quite believe that the play, nowin
previews, is finally going to open (on
October 24, at the Lucille Lortel). “I’m
so happy I coulddie,” shesays. ‘Butnot
before at least one more long run.”

OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS
(Please call the phone number listed withthe
theatrefor timetables and ticket information.)

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

Fut Gattor—Manhattan The-
atre Club's season opener ex-
aminesthelater careerof 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.)

Heo, Dour!—Carol Channing
reprises the role of Dolly Levi,
the matchmakerin pursuitof
a millionaire, which she cre-
ated in the 1963 musical. Lee
Roy Reamsdirects. Two pre-
views on Oct, 18. Opens Oct.
19 at 6:30. (Lunt-Fontanne,
205 W. 46th St. 307-4100.)

Tue Meworanpum—Vaclav Havel’s
comedy takes aim at workplace
language andpolitics. 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.)

Mes. Kuem—Uta Hagenstars in
a suspense drama byNicholas
Wright. In previews through
Oct. 22. Opens Oct. 24 at 6:45.
(Lucille Lortel, 121 Christo-
pherSt, 239-6200.)
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THe Move. Aparrwent—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.)

Tt MonoGamist—A poetdiscovers thathis wife
is having an affair with one of her students, in
Christopher Kyle’s satirical comedy. Directed
byScott Elliott. Previews begin Oct. 20. (Play-
wrights Horizons, 416 W. 42nd St. 279-4200.)

Muroer at Minsine Manor: A Nancy Bos Mysrery—
Everett Quinton and his Ridiculous Theat-

 Felicity Huffman, David Pittu, and Mary
McCann, in “Dangerous Corner.”

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

New EnoLano—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.)

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

Picasso at THe Lapin Aoite—This play from the
penof Steve Martin, which hadits premiére
in 1993 at Chicago's Steppenwolf Theatre,
is set in 1904, in a Parisian bistro where a
youngAlbert Einstein (Mark Nelson) and a
younger Pablo Picasso (Tim Hopper) dis-
cuss big ideas. Randall Arney is the direc
tor. In. previews through Oct. 21. Opens
Oct. 22 at 6:45. (Promenade, Broadway at
76th St. 239-6200.)

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

Sones ror a New Worto—The WPA Theatre
opensits nineteenth season with a revue
written by Jason Robert Brown anddirected
by Daisy Prince. In previews. (519 W. 23rd
St. 206-0523.)

SPOONBREAD AND SteawseRRy Wine—NormaJean
Darden—model, caterer, actress—shares
recipes and talks abouther family, in a play
inspired bythe cookbook she wrote with her
sister, Carole Darden. Inpreviews Oct. 18-20.
Opens Oct. 21 at 8. (American Place The-

atre, 111 W. 46th St. 840-3074.)
Swincine ON 4 Star—A musical
tribute to the lyrics of Johnny
Burke (‘‘Misty,” “Pennies from
Heaven,” “Moonlight Becomes
You"), written anddirected by
MichaelLeeds, with choreogra-
phy by Kathleen Marshall. In
previews through Oct. 21; opens
Oct. 22 at 6:30, (Music Box,
230 W.45thSt. 239-6200.)
Tue Tewrest—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.)
Vicror/Victoria—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;
scoreby the late Henry Mancini.
In previews. (Marquis, Broad-
way at 45th St. 307-4100.)
Zomsies FROM THE BEYOND—A mu-
sical sendup of the  science-
fiction movies of the fifties. In
previews through Oct. 22, Opens
Oct. 23 at 8. (Players, 115
MacDougalSt. 254-5076.)

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

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

Dancerous Corner—David Mamet directs the
‘Auantic Theatre Company’s production of
J. B.Priestley’s 1932 mystery, in which a
family’s dinner party turns sour whensecrets
are revealed. (336 W. 20thSt. 239-6200.)

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

 

 

Havine Our Say—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
brilliantas thesisters, who were taught by
their family to “reach high” despite the
dogging of Jim Crow. (4/24/95) (Booth, 222
W 45th St. 239-6200.)

How ro Succeeo in Business Without Reatty Try-
1No—Inthis revival of Frank Loesser’s 1961
musical, MatthewBroderick 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 46thSt. 307-4100.)

 

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

Pearl Theatre Company's staging, It coasts
along securely on traditionaltracks, 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)

Enpcame—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 Chalfantis
superb as Clov, the servant: herprecise yet
indefinably odd body language echoes and
amplifies Beckett's words. And John Seitz’
periormance as Hamm, the tyrant, 1s so canny
that near the end, when hecries out, “The
endis in the beginning, andyet yougo on,”
you suspect that he once had a heart after
all. Alan Manson and IrmaSt. Paule, in the
smallerroles of Hamm’s parents, are equally
good. The sure-handed direction1s by David
Esbjornson, the company’s artistic director.
(136 E. 13th St. 677-4210. Closes Oct. 29.)

Tut Foon Cuain—In Nicky Silver's new play,
the pathsof five New Vorkers cross, hilari-
ously. The situationsare familiar and sitcom-
ish, butthe writing is tangy and memorably
funny, and the actors—especially Hope
Davis, as a dithery poet, and Phyllis New-
man,as a long-suffering Jewish matron whose
idea’ of listening is io talk—give smart,
wonderfullyfresh performances. Robert Falls
directed, (Reviewed in our issue of 9/11/95.)
(Westside, 407 W.43rd St. 307-4100.)

Gaxoen Disteict—Circle in the Square inaugu-
rales its forty-fifth-anniversary season with
two one-acts by Tennessee Wiliams(“‘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
(Oth St. west of Broadway. 239-6200.)

 

 

 

  

  

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

It This Isn't Love—Sidney Morris's comedy, which
follows a pair of gay lovers from their teens
to their forties, in a revival of the Glines’
original 1982 staging. (Grove Street Play-
house, 39 Grove St 924-1198, Closes Oct. 29.)

Inpiscretions—This production of Jean
Cocteau’s ‘Les Parents Terribles,” a dark
comedy about the perversities 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 Reperrory—Presenting “Nathan
the Wise,” Gotthold Ephraim Lessing's 1779
drama, tn 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 oF Life—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—acol-
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 Burrato—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.)

MoonuicHt—Jason Robards, Blythe Danner,
and Paul Hecht lead the cast in the
Roundabouts production of Harold Pinter's
latest play. Directed by Karel Reisz, (Laura
Pels, Broadwayat 45th St, 869-8400.)

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

Nixon's Nixon—Gerry Bammanis the title
character and Steve Mellor is Henry
Kissinger in Russell Lees’s newplay, 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 gettogetherto play a strip version of
truth or dare, with terrifically funny (if
occasionally didactic) results. (Douglas Fair-
banks, 432 W. 42nd St. 239-4321.)

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

Satowe—Steven Berkoff’s minimalist interpre-
tationof 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.)

Stonature THeatre Company—The company
opensits fifth season—which consists of
seven plays by Adrienne Kennedy—with
revivals of two one-acts, ‘Funnyhouse of
a Negro” (1964; directed by Caroline Jack-
son Smith) and “A Movie Star Has to
Star 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 St. 260-2400. Closes
Oct. 22.)

Sin—Kelly 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.)

Syivia—A dog namedSylvia (Jan Hooks) brings
meaningto thelife of a middle-aged cur-
rencytrader (john Cunningham) while driv-
ing a canine-shaped wedge between him
andhis wife (Mary Beth Peil), A. R. Gurney’s,
comedy, directed by John. Tillinger, lacks
bite. (John Houseman, 450 W. 42nd St.
239-6200.)

Tattanassee—The newcollaboration 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 JewisH?—Avi Hoffmansets about reviving
Yiddish in this mixture of songs and stories.
(Westside, 407 W. 43rd St. 307-4100.)

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

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

Wear You Sai—The improv company Chi-
cago City Limits presentsits latest revue,
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featuringits ever-popularfive-minute mu-
sical. (Chicago City Limits Theatre, First
Ave. at 61st St, 888-5233.)

Youne PLarwaicuts Fesrivat—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

arter-pLay: Theatre Four, 424 W. 55th St. 239-
6200, . .. BEAUTY AND THE BEAST: Palace, Broad-
way at 47th St, 307-4100.. . BLUE MAN GrouP/
ruses: Astor Place Theatre, 434 Lafayette St.
254-4370. ... cats: Winter Garden, Broad-
way at 50th St, 239-6200... crazy FoR You:
Shubert, 225 W, 44th St. 239-6200.. .. veaTH
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
Funerat: SoHo Playhouse, 15 Vandam St
691-1555. ... orease!: Eugene O'Neill, 230
W. 49th St. 239-6200... THe HeIRess: 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... perrect 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-
wan: Helen Hayes, 240 W. 44th St. 307-
4100... sHow soat: Gershwin, 51st St. west
of Broadway. 307-4100... smoKey Joe's Care
THE SONGS OF LeIBER AND STOLLER: Virginia, 245
W. S2ndSt. 239-6200. ... stow: Orpheum,
126 Second Ave., at St. Marks Pl. 477-
2477. .. SUNSET BOULEVARD: Minskoff, 45thSt,
west of Broadway 307-4007... SwinctiMe
canteen: Blue Angel, 321 W. 44th St. 239-
6200. .. Tony N' TiNa's weppINe: St. John’s
Church, 81 Christopher St. 279-4200.

  

 

 

  

 

 

DANCE
Paut Taytor Dance Company—Oct. 18 at 8:
“Funny Papers,” “Musical Offering,” and
“Offenbach Overtures.”...@ Oct. 19 at 8
“Roses,” “CompanyB,""and “Esplanade...
Oct,’ 20 at 8 and Oct. 21 at 2: “Cloven
Kingdom,” “Musical Offering,”and “Offen-
bach Overture: Oct, 21 at 8 and Oct.
22 at 3: “Arden Court,” “Funny Papers,”
and “Speaking in Tongues.”...@ Oct. 22

:30; “Cloven Kingdom,” “Company B,”
and “Offenbach Overtures.” (City Center,
131 W. 55thSt. 581-1212.)

"Nine Sones"—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 banishmentfrom the
court of the Qin dynasty, in the third cen-
tury B.C. Theset, 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)

Mania 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.)

"Binco Bizarre" —The Danspace Project toasts
its twenty-second season with an untitled
solo by Ralph Lemon;excerpts from Iréne
Huluman’s work in progress, ‘Cascade’; and
“approaching no calm,” a’ duet by David
Doriman on the themes of intimacy and
forgiveness, with Dorfman and the grace-
fully topsy-turvy Lisa Race. (St. Mark's In-
the-Bouwerie, Second Ave, at 10th St. 674-
8194. Oct, 21 at 7:30.)

‘Auyin Anvey Rererrory Ensewate—TheAiley tour-
ing company performs two works choreo-
graphed byits late founder (“Isba” and

  

 

  

 

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

"Pugust: Mate TrabiTion in 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 Humpurey Cenrenniat—The Denishawn
dancer and early modern-dance choreogra-

 

Man... or Astro-Man?, at Maxwell's
and the Mercury Lounge.

pher would have been a hundred on Octo-
ber 17. Her works, typified bythe interplay
of gravity and adventurousgesture in move-
mentsof controlled falling, will be discussed
and performed at two centennial celebra-
tions this week. Oct. 18-21 at 8: Four eve-
nings of revivals, precededby lectures from
Humphrey-infiuenced choreographers. (Pace
Downtown Theatre, Spruce St. between
Nassau and Gold Sts. 346-1715.) ... @ Oct.
21-22: A conference (with panels, work-
shops, and classes) thatincludes 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 Duquesne University—The
thirty-five dancers, singers, and instrumen-
talisis perform a program of traditional East-
ern European steps, including flirtatious
polkas from Nowy Sacz, Moldovan laundry-
Birl dances, andstick dances for Hungarian
shepherds. (Fashion Institute of Technol-
ogy, 227 W. 27thSt. 879-8893, Oct. 21 at 8.)

  

NIGHT LIFE
CONCERTS

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

RusteRoor/ Joan Ossorne—A world-music jug
band from the wilds of Pennsylvania which
claimsto play “rhythmic truth.” That may
be somethingof a stretch, but they do have
a goodbeat, and they’re easy to dance to /
This radiant singer-songwriter from Ken-
tucky is a late bloomer: she didn’t release
herfirst album, “Soul Show" (1991), until sh

‘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-mikeses-
sion at a bar, (Beacon
Theatre, Broadway at
74th St. 496-7070. Oct.
18-19 at 8.)
Ray Davies—As long as
hehas 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 admits
hestole 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 at 8.)
Etton Joun—Inthe early
seventies, his records
werefilled with gorgeous
melodies and theatrical
arrangements—part art
rock, part Tin PanAlley,
part blue-eyed soul—
andhis image was pure
fiamboyance. Later, af-
ter he ditched the rhine-
stone goggles and the

feather boa, he contracted what might be
called the Steve Winwood syndrome, mel-
lowinginto 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
years, And,’as anyone who's seen him live
Will tell you, the king of schmalz 1s still a
dazzling performer. (Madison Square Gar-
den. 465-6000. Oct. 19-20 at 8.)

Kiraro—Long before the phrase ‘‘New Age”
was ever spoken, Kitaro was numbing the
masses with his lush keyboard 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.)

Sonic Your#—A curious thing happened on
this past summer’s Lollapalooza tour: when-
ever the headlining granddaddies of alter
native rock plugged in,half the crowdbolted.
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
blewawaythe competition. The pioneering
New York art-rock quartet has spent the
past decade anda half sculpting, perfect
ing, and fine-tuning (and everyother kind DU

PL
Y-

BE
RB

ER
IA

N.



Motor Trend ranks Millenia S$ over Acura, BMW,Infiniti, Lexus and Mercedes.

Maybe an expensive hood ornamentisn't worth the price afterall.

 

Whenthe dust settied, the Millenia S$ was on top? Nosurprise. Mazda has a passion for superb engineering.
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YOUR ULTIMATE

GOLF HOLIDAYS

IN MALAYSIA

Golf courses have mushroomed
all over Malaysia, with some
of them ranking alongside

the best in the world.

3 to 5daysgolfpackages
in Kuala Lumpur from $485.

For additional information
call 1-800-245-0050.

Amftour
VACATIONS INC

Your Partner in Quality

EXOTIC MALAYSIA
From $1399 per person dbl. incl.

aftnitom LAX B days
Kuala Lumpur. 3 days Penang,

breakfast & transfers.

ENDLESS EXTENSIONS
Callfor details,

Askfor our free brochures.

1-800-469-8687
15760 Ventura Blvd., #803

Encino. CA 91436

] Japan & Orient Tours, Inc.

THE SECRET’S OUT!
Discoverthe delights of the

world’s oldest tropical rain forest
in the heart of Malaysia.

2 & 3 NIGHT PACKAGES
ROM $315,

Call the experts at

Japan & Orient Tours,Ine.
1-800-377-1080

 

‘TAMAN NEGARA:
Thepromise of

an exhilarating experience!  

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-
ve and explosive to beautiful and dam-

aged, sometimesall 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 Ciry Ramaters—Led by Mike
Seeger, these acoustic revivalists started out
in the late fifties with the noble purpose of
preserving Americanhillbilly and blues mu-
sic from the first two decades of this cen-
tury. (SymphonySpace, Broadway at 95th
St. 864-5400, Oct. 21 at’ 3.)

Duxe Euuincton Orchestea—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.)

StainBano Fesrivat—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.)

Sreety Dan—At the heightof their success in
the seventies, the Dan were a lot closer in
spirit to a consortium than to a rock band
Songwriters Donald Fagen and Walter Becker
spent most of their time in the studio,
agonizing over everynuance with a rotating
cast of session musicians. Their notorious
perfectionism, like their antupathyto hve
performance, became the stuff of music-
business legend. Two summers ago, occa
joned bynothing, Fagen and Becker em-

barked on theirfirst tour in nineteen years,
‘The resulting live album,“Alive in America,”
is a far cry from the’ grandeur of “Aja”
(1977), butin the flesh Steely Danis like
something reanimated after years in ambe
slow-moving, unsure of the local customs
potentially dangerous (Roseland, 239 W.
52ndSt. 307-7171. Oct. 21-22 at 8.)

Suirtey Bassey—TheBritish star of the boom-
ing voice and the haughtystance had a few
big hits back in the sixties (the brassy
“Goldfinger,” from 1964, was the biggest)
Listening to those records today makes you
really appreciate Al Jolson. Still, 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 at8.)

CLUBS
(A highlyarbitrary listing, in which boldface
typeindicatessomeofthe more notable perfor-
mersin town. Musicians and night-club pro-
prictorslive complicatedlives; itis advisable to
call ahead to confirm engagements.)

Borrom Line, 15 W. 4th St, at Mercer St.
(228-6300)—Oct. 21: The roctes. 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: to xorrke.
Oneof 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 astounding
technique and pure, ringing tone can be
heardin the work of such diverse musicians
as Michael Hedges and David Lindley

Brownies, 169 Avenue A, al 10th St. (420-
8392)—Oct. 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 e1rzet. 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 éccentric sound. stm LauDeRDAte (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.”

Cnicaco B.L.U.E.S., 73 Eighth Ave., at 13th St.
(924-9755)—Oct. 20-21: Guitarist sames cor-
Ton gets the blues,

Conminentat Diviog, 25 Third Ave., at St. Marks
Pl. (§29-6924)—Hipsters, punks, poseurs,
N.Y.U,students, the occasional skinhead—
a typical East’ Village bar. Live music
nightly.

Tue Cooter, 416 W. 14th St. (229-0785)—A
lavender and stainiess-steel vault deepin the
heart of the meatdistrict. Tuesday nights
are given overto experimentaldj. spinofis.

Don Hius's, S11 Greenwich St. (219-2850)—A.
tidy little SoHo bar with an above-average
P.A. system and topnotch local bands on
the docket, Friday night is Squeeze Box, a
vinyl-and-velvet gay glamfest.

Durtex, 61 Christopher St, at Seventh Ave,
(255-5438)—Everyone 1s’ 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)—saNestseRry
beginsthe first of two three-night residen-
cies on Oct, 23, A recentlytransplanted
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 years,
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 Mieus 8G Bano still packs
themin every Thursday, Dining.

levine Puaza, 17 Irving Pl., at 18th St. (777-
6800)—Oct. 17-18: Reggae great surninc
srear... 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 andtheoccasional
display of underwear. Sets from eight until
midnight. For information on the society,
call 696-9737.

Latin Quarter, 2551 Broadway, at 96th St, (864-
7600)—A second-story dancehall with frosted-
glass doors, floral-printcarpet, fourteen video
monitors, and a salsa band sweating on-
stage every Thursday through Saturda

Maxwett's, 1039 Washington St, Hoboken
(1-201 798-4064)—Oct.20: COMBUSTIBLEEDISON.
‘The first bandto 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
newcocktail-lounge sophisticates The band’s
music is a kitschy libation consisting of
equal parts vibraphone, Farfisa organ,
melodica, bossa-nova bongos, surf guitar
(played by a besuited James Bond type
called the Millionaire), and torchy vocals
(courtesy of Miss Lily Banquette). Oct. 21:
MAN . . OR ASTRO-WAN? (See MercuryLounge.)

Mercury Lounce, 217 E. Houston St (260-
4700)—Oct. 20: wan... OR ASTRO-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 anda six-foot-tall
tesla coil. Drag racing, double agents, and
interplanetary travel are among the many
issues addressed in their instrumentals.

$.0.B.'s, 204 Varick St, at W. Houston St.
(243-4940)—Oct. 18: “cit, scort-Heron. In
theseventies, 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 albumin uwelve years, a
potent, timely return. Gato sagsiext begins a
three-night stand on Oct. 24. Dining.

Supper Cuus, 240 W. 47th St. (921-1940)—
Boston hunk oddity JONATHAN RICHMAN Will
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A new NewYorker treasure!

A big, charming, funny, and serious book

in which 400 great New Yorker cartoons, covers,

spots, caricatures and photographs

illustrate the behind-the-scenes story of

the art of The New Yorker through the decades.

Stories of the artists...anecdotes
oflife at The New Yorker from
the Harold Ross years to the

Amo, James Thurber, Helen
Hokinson, Ed Koren, William
Steig, George Price, George

the changing scene...and a
gloriousarray oftheart itself
in black-and-white and in

present..how The New Yorker
has revolutionized the Ameri-
can cartoon and interpreted

full color—the published and
unpublished work of the
New Yorker greats from Peter

Booth and Charles Addams to
Saul Steinberg, Edward Sorel
and Roz Chast.

Told by Lee Lorenz, the magazine’sart editor for two decades

Atall bookstores”™ Knopf
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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
otherrocker around can reap such enchant-
mentiromthe mundane.

Tramrs, 51 W. 2ist St. (727-7788)—Oct. 18:
JOE GRUSHECKY & THE HoUSEROcKERS. The new
album bythe blue-collar Pittsburgh rocker
was produced by some guy named Spring-
steen, The show was sold out about four
seconds aiter it was announced. You figure it
out. Oct, 20: Often hailed as the world’s
greatest bar band, nesgoften lives upto

 

sues ean, featuring the eighty-nine-year-
old LaurEL watson. Dining.

Rainsow & Stars, 30 Rockefeller Plaza (632-
5000)—Vocalist. AMANDA Mc Broom, in 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
Gouson quartet. Boasting a brawny tone,full-
throttle energy, and impeccable credentials,
tenorsaxophonist Golsonis a genuine hard-
bophero. He’s has at least three jazz clas-

ART
MUSEUMSAND LIBRARIES

Metropouitan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 82nd St.—
Since the beginning ofthis century, schol-
arly and scientific analyses have cut the
numberof paintings believedto be authen-
tic Rembrandts in hali—irom six hundred
andfifty 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 virtually every
American popular-music idiom, irom
rockabilly and blues to jazz. and ‘swing.
Oct. 21: tHrowine wuses. Former member
Tanya Donelly maygetall 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.

Wertanps, 161 Hudson St. (966-4225)—
Oct. 19: One of the great bar bandsof
all time, SIMON AND THE eaR sinisters. Oct.
20° Cocktail hardcore with stack vevver
Fac. Oct, 21: A multiculti evening,fea
turing master drummer saga OLATUNs!
and his Drums of Passion, and yosst
piawenta, the Hasidie Hendrix,

JAZZ AND STANDARDS
Ateonguin Horet, 59 W. 44th St. (840-
6800)—Tangy-voiced singer WESLIA WHIT-
Fito (through Oct. 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 heraptlyutled new CD,
“Nice Work.” anorea marcovice! takes over
on Oct. 24. Dining,

Biue Nore, 131 W. 3rd St., near Sixth Ave.
(475-8592)—Through Oct. 22: harpist
ANDREAS YOLLENDWeIDER. Former “Arsenio”
bandleader micas. wotrr drops in for a
night on Oct, 23. LIONEL HAMPTON stops
by on Oct. 24. Dining

Carurue Horet, Madison Ave. at 76th St.
(744-1600)—The Café Carlyle, a snug,
windowless enclave in the doormandistrict,
features discreet waiters, wraparound
pastel murals, and, through New Year's
Eve, the great sossy stort. Time has not
diminished the tasteful virtuosity 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 lyrie
with all the sophistication, humor, and
pathos it deserves. Also well served are
gems by Duke Ellington, DorothyFields,
Irving Berlin, and, of course, Cole Por-
ter. A de-lightful, de-lovely evening. ..
Across the hall, in Bemelmans Bar,
Pianist BARBARA carrout is in attendance

Danny's Sxyuicht Room, 346 W. 46th St.
(265-8130)—Vocalist Paula West per-
forms on Oct. 23

Inoium, 44 W. 63rd St. (582-2121)—Through
Oct '22: the simmy 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 tonalcolor, and his innate
understanding of the way horns, brass,
and rhythm can be made to sing together,
Dining,

Kuittine Factory, 74 Leonard St. between
Broadwayand Church St. (219-3055)—Oct.
20-24: Guitarist sames (stoop) uLmeR and his
Music Revelation ensemble

Marcu, 160 Mercer St, (343-0020)—This hip
SoHo boite is the place to be every Sunday
night, thanks to the SHORTY JACKSON LEGACY
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Dining around town

 

Aurzoue, 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
flamboyant surprises until just before the
final curtain. As youarrive, you can see the
evening ahead as if in a diorama: the front
of the restaurant is a dramatic two-story
window. It mustbea bitch to clean,but it’s
worth the trouble, becauseit lightens up an
interior thatis, 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 1s original and they're all cooked just

hht, that university-of-food hauteur is miss-
ing—Mr. Palmer does not demandthat you
rise and applaud, (You maywantto, though.)

At Aureole, only the foolish go through
the ritual of “Il just have berries for de:
sert.” This is the placeto let 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
theceiling; sorbetarrives stacked by color,
like a pousse-café. No doubt Orson Welles
would have found these flourishes worthy of
a curtain call. (Open weekdays for lunch
and dinner,Saturdays for dinneronly. Prix
fixe, $63; tasting menu, $85.)

  

 

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

 

Tatou, 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 Oct. 22: MARGARET
warring, a no-business-like-show-business gal
with a cheerful, life-affirming voice Dining.

Viutace Vanouarp, 178 Seventh Ave.S., at 11th
St. (255-4037)—Through Oct,22: the PHAROAH
SANDERS quartet. Sanders has actually mel-
lowed over the years; his sonic maelstroms
are now regularly tempered by his soulful
ballads The vaNGuaro Jazz orcHestea holds
sway on Mondays,

with a selection of drawings and ‘prints,
explores these changes in attribution.
Through Jan. @ “John Singelton
Copley in America,” seventy-five por-
traits of affluent Bostonians and New
Yorkers, done before the artist packed
up for London in 1778. Through Jan.
7....4@ "Goyain the Metropolitan Mu-
seum of Art’ handsomely assembles all
of the museum’s Goya holdings—long a
cornerstoneofits 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
comparisonof the two “Majas on a Bal-
cony”: an unquestionably authentic
painting on loan from a private collec
tor, and the Met's version, whose au-
thenticity has recently beenchallenged.
‘The Met’s majas are looking rather wan.
Through Dec. 31....4@ Pages of Per-
fection,” Islamic art from the Russian
‘Academy of Sciences in St, Petersburg,
is remarkable not only forits 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. ... @ Trenchcoats, ep-
aulets, tartans, aviator glasses, khaki,
and many other elements of an
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 ...wore: 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 or Movern Arr, 11 W. S3rd 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. .
4G “AlfredStieglitz 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
Gorlich, and’ Eric Rondepierre have con-
tributed new photographs and site-

  

 

 

 

   

 specific installations to “‘New Photogra-
phy 11.” Through Jan. 9... @ “Light
Construction” examines, through mod-

els, large photographs, and drawings, the
concepts of transparency and translucency
in contemporary architecture. Through Jan.
2....4A smail 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 andtext,
Through Jan, 16. (Open Saturdays through
Tuesdays, 11 to 6; Thursdays and Fridays,
noon to 8.30.)

Guccenem Museum, Fifth Ave. at 89th St—
“Claes Oldenburg: An Anthology’ features
more than two hundredof 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....
G“Joel-Peter Witkin,” a mid-career retro-
spective of the photographer's astonishing
andhorrifying ceuvre. Through Jan.14. (Open
Sundays through Wednesdays, 10 to 6; Fri-
days and Saturdays, 10 to 8.)

Guscentem Museum SoHo, 575 Broadway—
Fluorescent-light sculptures from 1963 to
1987 by Dan Flavin. Through Nov, 30.
GA 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-
urdayevenings until 8.)

Whitney Museum of American Art, Madison Ave.
at 75th St.—Florine Stettheimer: Manhat-
tan Fantastica.” Through Nov. S....9A
show titled ‘‘Picassoid’” examines, in the
works of Americanartists, 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.)

American Museum oF Naturat History, Central
Park W. at 79th St.—A hundred and forty
botanical watercolors,illustrations, engravings,
and lithographsare onview;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 skeletonsof some one hundreds:
ischian and ornithischian dinosaurs have

 

   

Ivan Chermayeff, at the School
of Visual Arts.

beencleaned and repositioned, and they're
waiting for you. (Open daily, 16 to 5:45, and
Friday and Saturday evenings until 8:45.)

Brooxiyn Museum, Eastern Parkway—"ASlice
of Schiaparelli: Surrealism in Fashion.” Fifty
examples of the stylish inspirations of Elsa
Schiaparelli (1890-1973): eveninggloves 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....@ “Leon Polk
Smith: American Painter,” a retrospective
of large geometrical abstractions, most of
them on oddly shaped canvases, by an
cighty-nine-year-old artist who was inspired
sixty years ago byhis first sight of a Mon-
drian, Through Jan. 7. (Open Wednesdays
through Sundays, 10 to 5.)

  

Dia Center For THE Arts, S48 W. 22nd St—
“European Couples, and Others,” a selec-
tionof 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 cornerstoneofthe institu
tionalized avant-garde. These fluorescent-
light sculptures appear to extraordinary
advantage in Dia’s antiseptic space, Most
of them inhabit cornersafter the mannerof
Russian avant-garde works by thelikes of
Malevich and Tatlin; their glow dematerial-
izes the plain geometry of the architecture,
rendering their surroundings sensuous and
atmospheric....@ “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 witty
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 vast,
nuttypile, one picks out elements reminis-
cent of such diverse artists as Michael Asher,
Eva Hesse, Gordon Matta-Clark, Ellsworth
Kelly, and Judy Pfafi....@ “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
byfifty artists, including Eric Bulatov, Léon
Bakst, Marc Chagall, llya Kabokov, El Lis-
sitzky, and Komar’& Melamid. ‘Through
Jan. 28, (Open Sundays through Thursdays,
11 to 5:43, and Tuesday evenings until 8.

Morcan Lisrary, 29 E. 36th St.—'Fantasy and
Reality: Drawings from the Sunny Crawford
von BulowCollection.” 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, Theforty-six
pieces on exhibit form a delightful sequence
oflittle masterworks from theeighteenth and
early nineteenth centuries, mostly by French
andItalian draftsmen. Amongthestandouts
are two Ingres pencil portraits, one of a boy
in a revolutionary bonnet, theother of a surly
young manin ill health; an ebullient red-
chalk “Temple of Diana,” by Watteau; and
a_very amusing Nicolas Huet watercolor,
“Study of the Giraffe Given to Charles X bythe
Viceroy of Egypt, 1827,” depicting a then
world-famous beast (it prompted a craze for
girallene in France) and its dozing Egyptian
eeper. Through Jan. 7,...@ ‘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 Tuesdaysthrough Fridays, 10:30 to 5;
Saturdays, 10:30 to 6; Sundays, noonto 6.)

Narionat AcapemyoFDesign,Fifth Ave. at 89th
St—"Edvard Munch and Harald Sohlberg:
Landscapes of the Mind.” A feast of paint
ings, drawings, and prinis 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.

Tue New Museum, 583 Broadway—'Temporarily
Possessed,” an exhibit drawn from the
museum's semi-permanentcollection (works
that are retained for ten to twenty years),
Amongthe artists are Dennis Adams, Ida
Applebroog, Bob Flanagan, Jenny Holzer,
Sherrie Levine, Nancy Spero, and Krzysztof
Wodiezko. Through Dec. 17. (Open Wednes-
days through Sundays, noon to 6, and Sat~
urday evenings until8.)

  

 

  

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

Marcet BrooprHaeks (1924-76)—'‘Section Publi-
cité,” the final chapterof the Belgian Concep-
tualist’s “Musée d’Art Moderne: Département
des Aigles,”’ a project that had been a major
preoccupationof his. This segmentpresents
two-dimensionalimagesof eagles, in photocol-
lages, slide projections, and vitrines, Through
Nov. 25. (Marian Goodman, 24 W.57th St.
Open Mondays. ...@ A showoftheartist’s
posters and books is at Gibson, 568 Broad-
way,through Nov. 11.)

Ewten Ertine (1905-91)—A show of works on
paper by a well-knownillustrator of the for-

and fifties. Military themesare the fo-
cus, but it’s a far cry from “The Naked and
the Dead”: Etting lavishes affectionate, even
prurientattention onhis men in uniform, many
of whom he depicts in various stages of dis-
habille. Through Dec. 31. (Stubbs Books &
Prints, 153 E. 70th St.)

Janet Fist—Bravura paintingsof glassobjects in
domestic settings. Fish’s superrealism, which
has becomefree and painterly, works espe-
cially well in the large canvases with hu-
manfigures: a children’s pool party, a din-
ner at home. Through Oct. 28. (Borgenicht,
724 Fifth Ave., at 57th St.)

Marisot / Attoon’Suttan—The most famousfe-
male Pop sculptor with one name takes on the
Old West: a fat cavalrymanonhis 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
woodencollage sculptures haven't changed
a jot in thirty years. / Cool, meticulous paint
ings of farms in New England, Through
Oct, 21. (Marlborough, 40 57th St.)

Jane Wuson—Vivid landscapes, in oil, by a
‘New Vork-based artist. Through Nov. “11,
(Fischbach, 24 W. 57th St.)

"Earty Mononian"—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 scenés that
echo de Hooch, drawings of chrysanthemums
which have all'the periumed elegance of low-
land Baroque flower studies, The early geo-
metric compositionssprinkled here and there
shine with an incandescentpurity that is muted
in the current MOMAexhibit by repetitive
ness, Through Dee. 2. (Janis, 110 W. 57th St.)

"From Lert 10 RIGHT: SOciAL REALISM IN GERMANY AND
Russia, Circa 1919-33"—A museum-quality ex-
hibit of prints, drawings, and posters which
sets worksof social-realist art and propaganda
from Nazi Germanyand Soviet Russia side
byside, to devastating effect, Althoughthere
are somefamous names here (Otto Dix, George
Grosz, and Kathe Kollwitz), the forgotten poster
artists have the most powerful impact.
Nearly identical cartoons of the Western
powers being smashed—inone case by Na-
zism,in the other by Communism—form a
damning indictment of both those isms,
Through Nov.4. (St, Etienne, 24 W. 57th St)

"RereRencine Monorian No. I"—-Paintingsfrom
the thirties andforties by Hya Bolotowsky,
BurgoyneDiller, Fritz Glarner, Harry Holtz
man, and Charmion von Wiegand, Through
Nov. 18, (Washburn, 20 W.57th St.)

Storr List—sames tee Byars, Werner, 21 E.
67th St. Open Mondays; through Oct.
21... testey put, George Adams, 50 W. 57th
St. Through Oct: 28, ... HELEN FRANKENTHALER,
Knoedler, 19 E, 70th St. Through Nov.
4... DUNCAN HANNAH, De Nagy, 41 W. 57th
St. Through Nov. 11... GRACE KNowtron,
Hirschl & Adler Modern, 21 E. 70th St.
Through Nov. 4... ANNerte Lemieux, McKee,
745 Filth Ave., at 57th St. Through Nov.
16... . DA LorentzeN, Babcock, 724 Fifth Ave.,
at $7th St. Through Nov. 11, ... curistorHer
tucas, Baldacci, 41 E. 57th St. Through
Nov. ‘11... JouN manin, Kennedy,730 Fifth
Ave, at 57th St. Through Nov. 4... aim
ninceowp, ACA, 41 E. 57th St. Through Nov.
4... STEPHEN WESTFALL and. ALEXANDER LIBERMAN,
Emmerich, 41 E. $7th St. Through Nov. 4
and Oct, 28, respectively.
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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 commonknowledgethat many professionals

use the OlympusInfinity Stylus Zoom astheir personal

snapshot camera, thesegate-crashers merely flash their

Stylus Zoom at Security and walk in boldly without paying.

It is a sleazy scheme,andit has already cost venues and

events around the country untold amounts of money.

Olympus America Inc. does not condonetheseactivities 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 Zoominthefirst place is because
it’s simple to use, takes great snapshots and looksstylish.
And remember, real professionals use the Stylus Zoom

for their personal snapshots - ys
on the job they usually carry ie
a telltale bag of cumbersome

equipment. Use common

sense and STOP THIS
EPIDEMIC BEFOREIT
GOES ANY FURTHER!

© WHATTO LOOK OUT FOR!
YMi Ss TheInfinity Stylus Zoom:
F 35-70mm Zoom, weatherproof, precise autofocus,

Howthe Big Shots take Snapshots™ 5 automatic flash modesincluding red-eye reduction.

©1905 Olympus Ametica Inc In USA call 1.800.6CAMERA or write Olympus America Inc, 2 Corporate Center Drive, MeMille, NY 11747 In Canada: Carsen Group, Inc, Toronta, intemet: http//wwwolympusamenca.com 
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GALLERIES—DOWNTOWN
Kiki SwitH—A mighty impressive show, There
are several body images—both human and
animal, in wax, bronze, pewter, paper, and
fibregliss—and some nonfigurative pieces
‘as well. “Ice Man,” aneight-foot-tall male form
in translucentfibreglass, loomslike an an-
gel, high on the back wall. Twenty-seven cast-
bronzesculptures of dead crowslitter the floor,
telling story that fascinates us even though
we don’t know quite what it is, Through
Oct. 21. (Pace Wildenstein, 142 GreeneSt.)

Curis Witoer—“Chill Out,” a multimedia in-
stallation by a young Los Angeles artist,
consisting of aluminum-foil wallpaper,silver
“paintings” madeof Mylar andother mate-
rials, turquoise synthetic carpet, a fluffy white
throw pillow, andscattered books.
Ambient music contributes to the

racey lounge atmosphere. Through
Oct. 21. (Merians, 76 Greene St)

"Pierce Hearts ano True Love: Cen-
tury oF Deawincs 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, Horiyoshi II, 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 St.)

"WomEN ON THE VERGE (FLUXUS AND
Nor)"—A rumination on the rea-
sons thatrecent examplesof the
sixties anti-movement are consid-
ered just Fluxus, and not neo- or
post-, through works by Alison
Knowles, Carolee Schneeman, Yoko
Ono, Yayoi Kusama, Rona’ Pon-
dick, andothers, Through Oct. 21.
(Wimmer, 560 Broadway.)

Suorr List—cnuck aero, Thorp, 103
Prince St. Through Nov. 11...
keith coventry, Marcus, 578 Broad-
way. Through Nov. 4... ANN craven, Wittels,
580 Broadway. Through Nov, 11 .. Nassos
Dapunis, Castelli, 420 West Broadway; also
at Zarre, 48 Greene St. Through Nov. 4...
DREW DOMINICK, Freire, 580 Broadway. Through
Nov. 11... MICHAEL FLANAGAN, P.P.O.W, 532
Broadway. Through Nov.11... rosert uit
tor, Shainman, 560 Broadway. Through Nov.
11... GLENN Lion,Protetch, 560 Broadway.
Through Nov. 4....srice MARDEN, Marks,
§22 W. 22nd St Open Thursdays through
Sundays, noon to 6; through Jan. 14..
CATHERINE MuRpHY, Lennon, Weinberg, 560 Broad-
way. Through Nov. 11. . parry RaTOFF, Mor-
tis Healy, 530 W. 22ndSt, Open Wednes-
days through Sundays, 11 to 6; through Nov.
8... ROBERT smiTHsoN, Markey, 55 Vandam,
Si. Through Nov. 4.

 

 

 

  

 

 

OTHER VENUES
Wan Cerwaverr—Work bya graphic artist whose

repertoire also includescollage, sculpture,
children’s books, and wonderfully ornate an
nual reports, Through Oct. 20. (School of
Visual Arts, 209 E. 23rd St)

PHOTOGRAPHY
Eugine Arcer (1857-1927) and Waukee Evans
(1903-75)—A dry,intermittently compelling
exhibit of fifty works, with several very fine
juxtapositions, The selection—of a fewinte-
riors and public sculptures, and many ar-
chitectural studies andstreet scenes—suffers
from a lack of variety, especiallyin the Atgets.
Butthere is plenty of evidence of both art
ists’ devotion to documentation,clarity, and
directness, Through Nov. 25. (Zabriskie, 724
Fifth Ave., at 57th St.)

 

But Burke—Black-and-white Polaroids, processed
on the spot and often damaged by poor
conditions, taken duringtrips to Vietnam,
Cambodia, and Thailand. Through Nov. 4.
(Gallery 282, 120 WoosterSt.)

IMocen CUNNINGHAM (1883-1976)—A survey of
herlong, prolific career, including portraits,
figures, landscapes,cityscapes, and flowers.
Through Nov. 4. (Greenberg, 120 WoosterSt.)

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

Richaro Misraci /Haroto Epcerton (1903-90)—
In thelatest series from his desert explorations,
Misrach looks up into the sky and comes
away with expansive—sometimesriveting—

 

“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 telephonebooks. Both shows
through Oct. 21 (Danziger, 130 PrinceSt.)

Tia Moporn! (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 St.)

“Ue/Down: Varieo Vieweomnts"—The subject from
above or below, by Kertész, Coburn, Strand,
Abbott, Kuniyoshi, Callahan, and others,
Through Nov. 30.’(Seagram Building, 375
Park Ave., at S2nd St., fourth floor. Open
Mondays; closed Saturdays.)

InteRWATIONAL CENTER OF PHoToGRAPHY, 1130 Fifth
Ave,, at 94th St.—‘Feeling the Spirit: Search-
ing ‘the World for the People of Africa,”
twenty years of photographs by Times staff
photographer Chester Higgins, Jr. Through
Jan, 8....@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.)

InteRNaTiONaL CENTER OF PHoTocRAPHY MIDTOWN,
Sixth Ave. at 43rd Si—'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 Tuesdayevenings until 8.)

 

(See the museum listingsfor photography ex-
hibitionsat the Museum ofModern Art and
the Guggenheim Museum,)

CLASSICAL MUSIC
(Thebox-office numberforAvery Fisher Hall
is 875-5030; for Carnegie Hall and Weill Re-
cital Hall, 247-7800;andfor the Miller The-
atre, Broadwayat116th St., 854-7799.)

OPERA
Metropouran Orera—cakwen, with Denyce Graves,
Barbara Frittoli, Richard Margison, and Sergei
Leiferkus; conducted by John Fiore. (Oct.
18 at 8 and Oct, 21 at 1,)... DON GIOVANNI,
with Carolyn James, Carol Vaness, Hei-Kyung
Hong, Frank Lopardo, Thomas Hampson,and
John Cheek; Daniel Beckwith. (Oct, 19 at 8.) .
With Sharon Sweetinstead of Ms. James. (Oct.

21 and Oct, 24 at 8.) ... apa, with
Nina Rautio, Dolora Zajick, Kristjan
Johannsson, and Timothy Noble;
Christian Badea. (Oct. 20 at 8.)
With Andrea Gruber, Ms. Zajick,
Michael Sylvester, and Mr. Noble;
Mr. Badea. (Oct. 23 at 7:30.) (Met-
ropolitan Opera House. 363-6000.)
New York City Orera—Opening per-
formancesof the first American pro-
duction of ximkakusl, with music by
Toshiro Mayuzumi ‘and libretto by
Claus Henneberg (after Mishima’s
novel “The Temple of the Golden
Pavilion.” (Oct. 19 and Oct. 24 at
8)...1A ponéwe. (Oct. 20 at 8)...
cARwen. (Oct. 21 at 1:30.)... TURAN-
vor. (Oct. 21 at 8.) THE MAGIC FLUTE,
performedin English. Oct. 22 at 1:30,
‘New York State Theatre. 870-5570.
ato Opera Company—Presenting

the opening performancesofits pro-
duction of “Don Giovanni.” (Amato
Opera Theatre, 319 Bowery, at 2nd
St. 228-8200. ‘Oct. 21 ai 7:30 and
Oct, 22 at 2:30. Through Nov 19.)

 

 

    

 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES
New York PHILHARMONIC—AL Avery
Fisher Hall, Oct, 19-21 at 8 John
Mauceri conducts music for the concert
stage and for the big screen—andthere
will be a big screen over the stage—
byMiklos Rozsa and Erich Wolfgang
Korngold,two Central European émi-
grés who found success in Hollywood.

‘The concert works—Korngold’s ‘Symphonic
Serenade” and Rézsa’s “Theme, Variations and
Finale’—share thebill with’ excerpts from
notable motion-picture scores, during which
film sequences will be screened: the “‘Archery
Contest” and ‘Sword Fight Finale” from ‘The
Adventuresof 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, set to another Rozsa score)... NOTE:
Pre-concert lectures begin each night at 7.

Juiwuaro Orcuestra—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—Seiyi 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 at8.)

Oniets Srumnonioun ce Meneeuai=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””..
4 Oct, 22 at 3: Berlioz’s “King Lear” Over-
ture, Beethoven's Piano Concerto No. 4 (with
Louis Lortie), Martini’s Symphony No. 5,
and Enesco’s ‘Romanian Rhapsody No. 1."

Richao Tucker Gata—The annual showcase of
vocal talentturns the spotlight on this year’s
‘Tucker Award recipient, tenor Paul Groves, as
well as on sopranos Hildegard Behrens, Renée
Fleming, Denyce Graves, and Carol Vaness;
mezzo-soprano Dolora Zajick; tenor Kris
Johansson; and baritones Dmitri Hvorostovsky
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repeater from IWC.

A striking timepiece — in
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   $ 75,000.— yellowor rose gold withleather strap
$ 85,000.— platinumwithleatherstrap

Asa connoisseurwith a keeneye for out-
standing examples of watchmaking, you've
probably always beenfascinated by the

pocket watch-sized Portugieser, Created by
special request for the Portuguese marketin

the 1940s, it was reissued in a limited edition

to mark our125th anniversaryin 1993.
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calibre movementandthe uniqueserial
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of ensuring that this truly unusual timepiece

loses noneofits exclusiveness in the years to

come.
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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.)

Jurrrer SywpHony—Jens 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 8, For information
abouttickets, call 799-1259.)

  

 

RECITALS
Sr, Luxe's Cuamser Ensenee—Performing Mozart's

Clarinet Quintet, Dohndnyi's C-Major Serenade
for String Trio, and Stravinsky's “L’Histoire
du Soldat’ (with actor Anthony Heald nar-
rating). (Weill Recital Hall. Oct. 18 at 8.)

Truts Mork—Cellist, with pianist Artur Pizzaro,
performing works by Shostakovich, Brahms,
and others (92nd Street Y, Lexington Ave.
at 92nd St, 996-1100. Oct. 22 at 3.)

Kenr Trite—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 St.
288-2520, Oct, 18 ai 8.)

Camper Music Society oF Lincoun Center—In.
the opening concerts ofits 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.)

Curisrorer Tartor—This pianist made head~
hes two summers ago by becomingthe first
American to win a medalat the Van Cliburn
International Piano Compeution, in Fort Worth,
since 1981 (whencontestants fromthe United
States sweptthe top five spots). He took third
place, but what wasextraordinary abouthis
achievement was that he performed works
that are widely considered competition anath-
ema—Bach’s “Goldberg” Variations (too
Jong), a sectionof Messiaen's ‘Vingt Regards
sur l'Enfant Jésus” (too unfamiliar), and
Boulez’s Sonata No. 2 (way, way too mod-
emist), In this “four Bs” concert, he performs
the Boulez work (oneof the most notoriously
difficult keyboard pieces written since the Sec
‘ond World War) as well as Bach’s D-Minor
Chaconne(arranged by Brahmsfor theleft
hand alone) and Beethoven's C-Minor So-
nata (Op. 111). (Miller Theatre. Oct. 19 at 8 )

New York PHitomusica—The ensemble offers
Beethoven’s C-Major Cello Sonata (Op 102,
No. 1) and piano quartets by Turina and
Brahms(in C Minor). (Merkin Concert Hall,
129 W.67th St_ 362-8719. Oct. 19 at 8.)

Borromeo Strinc Quarter—Thefoursome plays
Schubert's G-Major Quartet (D887) and
C-Major String Quintet (with cellist Peter
Wiley) (Weill Recital Hall Oct, 20 at 8)

Anne-Lise Berntsex—Soprano,in a program of
songs bythe Norwegian composers Johan Kvan-
dal and Lasse Thoresen, as weil as several
by Mahler and Mussorgsky, with pianist
Pamela Pyle. (National Academyof Design,
Fifth Ave, at 8th St, 369-4880 Oct, 20 at 8

IstanSunoay—Mordechai Rechtmanconducts
his arrangementfor 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 SYMPHONY Orchestra CHAMBER PLAYERS—
In performances of music by Mendelssohn,
ErnstBloch, and James Rothstein, members
of the orchestra explore Jewish musical life
under the Third Reich” (Merkin Concert
Hall. Oct. 22 at 7)

Guntterwo Fisueroa—Theprincipal violinist of the
Orpheus ChamberOrchestra surveys the vio~
lin music of Barték: his Solo Violin Sonata and
his two Sonatas for Violin and Piano (with
Robert Koenig assisting). (Miller Theatre.
Oct. 22 at 7:30. wore: At 6:45, Mr Figue-
roa and Peter Barték, the composer's son,
will speak about the works onthe program.}

 

   
  

Feuiciry Lorr, Ann Murray, AD Gratam JOHNSON
Johnson, the English ‘collaborative pianist”
Sitios vie)lereduantepees(ote bee tanec he
Songmaker's Almanac (@ mode! 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 bemusementat her tremen-
dous popularity. Murray's dusky mezzois the
perfect foil for Lott's pure, more mature soprano,
and her wry sarcasm, intensified by a_i
nonsense Dublin accent, givesit grit. Their
program, with luscious duets by Mendelssohn,
Brahms,and the French melodistes, looks stan
dard enough,butthese two leaventheir recitals
with heaping spoonfuls of risibility; in Rossim’s
famous “Comic Duetfor Two Cats,” you can
expect them to comeoff as a musical Lucy
and Ethel. (Alice Tully Hall. Oct 23 at 7.)

Sr. Lawrence Strive Quarter—The Canadian
ensemble performs Mozart’s “Hunt” Quar-
tet (K. 458), Fauré’s “La Bonne Chanson” (
baritone Russell Braun and pianist Carolyn
Maule), and Schumann’s Quartet No. ‘1
(Walter Reade Theatre, Lincoln Center, 165
W. 65th St, plaza level. Oct 23 at 7) For
information ‘about tickets, call 875-5050.)

Maurizio Poutint—Inthe third installmentof 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). (Carnegie Hall Oct, 23
at 7:30, Theseries then recesses until March.)

Sature to Bertlo—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 Canzom Populan,” “Opus Number
Zoo,” “Circles,” and two of the Sequenzas
(one for flute, the other for oboe). (Miller
‘Theatre. Oct 24 at 8)

Eucenia Zuxeran ano AntHony Newman—The
flutist and the harpsichordist. present an
evening of music and readings from the
late Baroque era. (New York Public Library,
Fifth Ave, at 42nd St 930-0571. Oct. 24 at 6.)

 

    

  

aan

     sh
er
an
em
ev
es
ni
as
a

Keatsiana, at the Groher Club.

ABOVE AND BEYOND
Fieo Is Tar Music—The Grolier Club cel-
ebrates the two-hundredth anniversary of
the birth of John Keats (on Halloween,
1795) with an exhibitionofhus letters, fair
copies of his poems,illustrated first’ edi-
tions, andsuch heartrending personal effects
as a lock of his hair, an 1816 life mask, and
a pen-and-ink portrait of the sleeping’ poet
drawnbyhis 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
centurydevices: 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 60thSt. Through Nov. 22.)

Grand 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 armsof their
cheering human companions, For more in-
formation, call Adrian Miltonat 475-5512.

Peopte WartcHino—City Lore (a.k.a. the New
York Center for Urban Folk Culture) will
induct seven New Yorkers inte 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; ArmandoSanchez, bandleader
and master of son, the Cubanforerunnerof
salsa; Mark D Moss, the director of the
folk-music magazine ‘Sing Out!; 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 at 6:30; Colum McCannreads
from his first novel, “Songdogs ” (Glucks-
manIreland House, New York University,
1 Washington Mews 998-3950) .. 4 Oct,
20 at 7: Short-story writer Pam Houston will
read from her work. (West Side Y, 5 W.
63rd St. Tickets at the door on the evening
of the reading). @ Oct, 22 at 3° Poets Kurt
Brown, Laure-AnneBosselaar, Grace Schul-
man, and Brooks Haxton readfrom their work,
(Civic Center Synagogue, 49 White St. Tick-
ets at the door on the afternoon of the
reading) _@ Oct, 23 at 8: Carlos Fuentes
reads from his most recent novel, “Diana:
‘The Goddess Who Hunts Alone.” (92nd Street
Y, Lexington Ave. at 92nd St, 996-1100.)

Tatxs—Oct. 18 at 6. Librarian Alison Ryley
plucks cookbooks from the shelves of the
New York Pubhe Library's culinary collec-
ton (Fifth Ave, at 42nd St. For reserva-
uons, call the Culinary Historians of New
York, at 1-203 629-4653.)...9 Oct. 19
at 615: 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.)...@ Oct. 21 at
7; At “Dagoes, Reds, and Aliens,” attorney
Robert Meeropol and novelist Anthony
Valerio, with activists Ruben Quiroz and
Gil Fagiani, amongothers, mark the seventy-
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
andsings “HappyBirthday” to the George
Washington Bridge in his annualtour of the
fourteen-lane vehicular spanthat Le Corbuster
called “‘the only seat of grace in the disordered
city”
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For more information, call 265-2663. >
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INTIMATE SETTING
ADMIRING FRIENDS
CELEBRATING A

GENERATION OF SONG
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TO ORDER DIRECT CALL
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“RING THEMBELLS”

JOAN BAEZ WITH
SPECIAL GUESTS

MaryBLACK
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MIMI FARINA
TisH HINOJOSA
INDIGO GIRLS
JANIS TAN

Kate & ANNA MCGaRRIGLE
SOUS.SUB BTOVE)

OUR MUSIC 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,
84th Street Sixplex, and Criterion Center

Maurats—A comedy written anddirected by
Kevin Smith (“Clerks”), about teen-agers
in NewJersey. With Shannen Doherty, Jer-
emy London, and Jason Lee, Opening Octo-
ber 20. (Village Theatre VIL, First & 62nd
Cinemas, 23rd St. West Triplex, and 84th
StreetSixplex.)

Les Misérastes—Jean-Paul Belmondostars in
Claude Lelouch’s adaptation of Victor Hugo's
1862 novel, updatedto the Nazioccupation
of France. ‘In French. Opening October 20
(Lincoln Square.)

Never Tatx To Sreancers—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
thriller directed by Peter Hall, With Den-
nis Miller, Harry Dean Stanton, and Len
Cariou, Opening October 20. (Movieland 8th
Street Triplex, First & 62nd Cinemas, Park
& 86th Street Cinemas, Chelsea Cinemas,
84th Street Sixplex, andCriterion Center.

Now ano THen—Four young girls (Christina
Ricci, Thora Birch, Gaby Hoffmann, and
Ashleigh Aston Moore) spend an eventful
summer together in 1970, then help each
other as adults (Rosie O'Donnell, 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.)

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

CURRENT FILMS

(The signed notes areby Bruce Diones, Sarah
Kerr, AnthonyLane, and Terrence Rafferty. If
amovie has beenreviewed in The CurrentCm
ema, the dateof its review is grven. Theatre in-
formation is listed onpage 31.)

Tne Avpiction—Abel Ferrara has made some
interestingly lousy movies (“King of New
York,” “Bad Lieutenant”); this oneis just
plain lousy. Another black-and-white vam-
pire film with a female bloodsucker (Lilt
‘Taylor—wasted, in more ways thanone), it
wants to be a sombrethesis on the banality
of evil, and brings in MyLai, Nazi atroci-
ties, and junkie night life to illustrate its
points, The dialogue, filled with academic
buzzwords and solemnproclamations, is 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
andEastside 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 drabthriller. Sylvester
Stalloneplays a hit man who wanisto retire
(he broods nicely), Antonio Banderas is his
up-and-comingrival, and Julianne Moore
is a surveillance expert who loves her cat
andspies 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 gunsand start shooting, (Sincethis is an
art film, silencers are used most of the
time.) A’cool languor develops betweenStal
Jone and Moore, and Banderas gives a cacl
ling, exuberantperformance, 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.)

Aueustin—An intriguing if rather clinical
French comedy, Jean-Chrétien Sibertin-Blane
plays the title character, a Portuguese-French
clerk who catalogues ‘brain deaths for an
insurance company andacts in his spare
time (his biggest roles to date have been in
an insecticide commercial and a wretched-
sounding play called “Better Off Deaf”)
Augustinis perfectly functional but virtu-
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.—$ K. (Lincoln Plaza
Cinemas.)

Biack Is... BLack A't—The late Marlon Riggs’s
final documentary, about African-American
identity, includesinterviews with Cornel West,
‘Angela Davis, Bell Hooks, and Bill T. Jones
(Film Forum1; through Oct. 24.)

Biue in tHe FaceHarvey Keitel reprises his
role from “‘Smoke,” as the owner of a Brook-
lyn cigar store, ina 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. Theclockers of the
title—low-grade crack dealers who work the
Brooklyn projects at all hours—belong to
the only successful business in the nei
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 still can’t resist a
fancyvisualtrick from timeto time, ‘“Clock-
ers’"1s, in its compoundof the jaunty and the
depressing, his ripest work io date.—A.L.
(0/18/95) (ManhattanTwin, Park & 86th Street
Cinemas, Art Greenwich Twin, Chelsea Cin-
emas, 62nd & Broadway, Metro Cinema,
and National Twin.)

Dead Presivents—Albert
first film, “Menace II Society,” was an ex-
citing blast of ghetto life, loaded with edgy
humorthat maskeda deeper, more thought-
ful despair. Their new pi¢ture—about a
youngblack 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 humoranda Soulful rhythm
Then the friends ship off to Vietnam, are
hardenedby the insanity theylive through
there, return to an America thatoffers 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-carrobbery at the end is spec
tacular), and they know how to get a scene
moving and build on it 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-system polemic
with little emotional pull.—B.D (Village
East Cinemas, Murray Hill Cinemas, Sut-
ton, Orpheum VII, Chelsea Cinemas, 84th
Street Sixplex, Embassy1, and Embassy2.)

 

Linda Fiorentino and David Caruso in Jade.”

 

Devi iw 4 Btue Dress—Denzel Washington plays
Easy Rawlins, the hero of Walter Mosley’s
populardetective 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 maybe lying low in oneof 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 tre: a modest,skillful, unfussy genre
piece thattells an exciting story andlets its
more serious 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 Juty—Whena 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, .. @ Vil-
lage East Cinemas; starting Oct, 20.)

How To Make aN AMERICAN Quitr—Winona
Ryder plays Finn, a graduate student who
spends the summerat 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
outofa real-life master’s thesis (by Whitney
Otto) that becamea best-seller, and it still
feels heavier on conceptthan 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
(Alire Woodard)—everything but a lesbian,
Saying that Ryder born to playthe seli-
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, Lineoln Square, and
Metro Cinema.)
Jave—Athriller 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.)
Kickinc AND Screaminc—Noah
Baumbact’s first movie fo-
cusses on the indecisive, en~
ervated months that ‘four
college buddies spend to-
gether after graduation, be-
fore they go their separate
ways. What finally makes
them moveon, andsets this
film apart from other slacker
comedies,is the women they're
attractedto: risk-taking stu-
dents who are more ¢apa-
ble thantheir men of stand-
ing on their own, Baumbach
doesn’t write grandspeeches,
helets details andrepartee
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 avtHe Lae—The era
is the nineteen-thirties, Van-

essa Redgraveis amazing as Miss Bentley, a
spinster photographer who has travelled ‘to
Lake Comoto find love; the actress avoidsall
the repressed-schoolmarm clichés of the role
and plays it as a loud, slightly infanule 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 Cinemasand Plaza. 4 Gotham
Cinema; through Oct. 19.)

MoonticHt ano Vatenrino—The weepie is as
archetypal a genre as the Western, There
isn't much newin 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 everyone
connected with the’ production is topnotch
Paltrow standsout as a confused bohemian
virgin, and Jon Bon Joviis 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 —SK. (Village’ East
Cinemas and Tower East.)

Persuasion—The youngBritish director Roger
Michell has made a Jane Austen movie that
1s never pretty and only occasionally charm-
ing, instead, 1t is troubled, astringent, and
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of the most popular malt

whiskiesconducted by the

SundayTimes, we are pleased

to record that The Macallan

premium brand emerged with

an ‘Excellence Quotient’ of

93.78%. Its nearest competitor

achieved no more than 62.8%.

Iffurther confirmation ofThe

Macallan’s pre-eminence is

needed, whynotlet your own.

lips pronounce onthe subject?

Butsip with your eyes open.

Forthe colour(voluptuous

sherry-gold) adds at least an

extra 6.22% to the pleasure.

Thusraising the Quotientto

a tidy one hundredcent.
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Talk aboutyour

Wart

 “Next time dear, let mepack.”

So what'sthe 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 ofother holiday festivities. It's
tennis, swimming and Camp Pow
Wow for the kids, and 54 holes

of championship golf. And it’s a
special holidayrate, starting at only

$150 a night. For reservations
call 1-800-327-0396or yourtravel

professional. It’s everything youabe
could wish for underthe 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 you can guess the outcome,but
Michell somehowtenses 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 )

Tue Scarter Letrer—RolandJofié directs Doug-
las Day Stewart's adaptation of Hawthorne's
masterpiece. Thecast includes Demi Moore,
Gary Oldman, and Robert Duvall. (Village East
Cinemas,19th Street East 6, CinemaI, 86th
Street East Twin, Guild, and Lincoln Square.)

Seven—The murders in DavidFincher's serial-
killer mystery are grisly tableaux, each art-
fully arranged to illustrate one of the seven
deadly sins. This kind ofself-conscious lt
erary conceit can work if it’s handled with a
lighi, parodic touch, but the movie's clammy
design and glum cinematographytry to pe:
suade us that what we're watching is 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 I, Orpheum
VI, Lincoln Square, Olympia, and Crite-
rion Center.)

SHoweirts—Director Paul Verhoevenand 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—yustoneof the highlights of her dance
routine at the Cheetah Club. We soon find
herascending to the heights ofthe Stardust,
an altogether classier joint (dryice, gold
costumes), where she arouses the pleasant
lust of Zack (Kyle MacLachlan) and the
furious lust of Cristal (Gina Gershon); these
days, no Eszterhas script 1s complete with
out a dash of wandering sexuality He and
Verhoevenarelike a couple of kids snigger-
ing at peepshow on 42nd Street—their
movie 1s full of really rude words, plus
womenwithouttheir 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 Street Showplace, Firs
62nd Cinemas, and 23rd St. WestTriplex.
4 Criterion Center, through Oct. 19.)

Swoxe—Five years ‘ago, the director Wayne
Wang asked the novelist Paul Auster to
work up oneof his stories as a screenplay
The result—a highly cerebral intertwining
of thelives of white and black characters in
Brooklyn in 1990, centering on a cigar-store
owner (Harvey Keitel) and a lonely writer
(William Hurt)—1s obviously a laboroflove.
But Wang’s sentimentality andAuster's seli-
consciousness don’t go together:the direction
is hiteral, and the lines sound like short-
story dialogueread aloud. Only Forest Whit-
aker, playing a guilty father, comes off well.
‘A gorgeoussequence 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, andAshley Judd—8:K. (Angelika
Film Center and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas )

Strance Davs—The year 2000 1s hours away,
the streets of Los Angeles are erupting with
civil strife, and Lenny Nero (Ralph Fiennes)
1s upto his stubble in bad news. Lenny re-
cords lives—every feeling and sensation—on
disk; 1t’s a scummy business, and it sud-
denly gets worse whenhereceives 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), Lennysets out to crack
the case. But for the director, Kathryn Bige-
low, the case is mainly an excuse to let it rip.
This is her loudest, most rebellious movie to
date: she has shifted away from the sleek
mannerof ‘Blue Stee!” and “Point Break’” and
arrivedat a relentlessly wired style. Inspired
byher excess, some ofthe actors head straight
over the top. The worstoffenderis Juliette
Lewis, unwatchable in the role of Lenny’s
old girlfriend, But Fiennesholds steady; his
moody, lonely performance, especially in
the beguilingfirst half hour, lends the story
an air of calm despair. Screenplay by James
Cameron and Jay Cocks —A.L. (10/9/95)
(Movieland 8th Street Triplex, Murray Hill
Cinemas, Beekman, Orpheum VII,Chelsea
Cinemas,Ziegfeld, and Regency.)

To Die For—Director 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 thre schoollads, and gradu-
ally lures them into her web. The film 1s
smartly structured, but Van Sant’s touch is
uncertain: the story’s satirical begins to
loosen as his camera lingers more and more
ontheplain, disaffected teen-agers. One of
them 1s played by Joaquin Phoenix, whose
brother River was So extraordinary in “My
Own Private Idaho”, it’s as though Van Sant
longedto 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 tolive with his uncles in a
time ofcrisis (his motheris dying), is based
on sportswriter Franz Lidz’s 1991 memoir,
the script, by Richard LaGravenese, spins
sentimental cotton candy aroundthe expe-
rience, Keaton’s style is fluidand detailed, and
shegets lovelyperformances from her actors,
particularly Maury Chaykin, as the neurotic
uncle whoclutters 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 filmis 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 Usuat Susrects—A treat. Five criminals,
ranging frompetty to pro, are herded into a
police meup 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 andscreenwriter Christopher
McQuarrie somehowkeep from getting lost
in the spiralling plot, a game in whic
everyone—the good, the bad, and the aud
ence—gets to play sucker. Singer's style
may overheat now andthen, but his cast,
headed by Chazz Palminteri and Kevin
Spacey, keeps things cool—A.L (8/14/95)
(illage Theatre VII, 19th Street East 6,
New York Twin, and‘Lincoln Square.)

 

 

 

      

   

ALSO PLAYING

ease (reviewed in our issue of 9/4/95) 59th Street
East Cinema, .. setue 0& sour: Lincoln Plaza
Cinemas. .. THe 816 oreen: Village East Cin-
emas, 86th Street East Twin, and 23rd St
West Triplex. .. araveneart (6/5/95): Man-
hattan Twin, THE BROTHERS wc MULLEN: An-
gelika Film Center, First & 62nd Cinemas,
23rd St. West Sixplex, and Carnegie Hall
Cinemas, . ctuetess: Movieland 8th Street
Triplex ... coneo: Worldwide Cinemas. ..

 



crums (5/1/95): Film Forum3... pea Beat:
CinemaVillage. . . vesperapo (9/11/95): Em-
bassy 3... FREE WILLY 2: THE ADVENTURE HOME:
Worldwide Cinemas, HALLOWEEN: THE CURSE OF
wichaet wrens: Movieland8thStreet Triplex,
86th Street East Twin, and Embassy 4... THE
innocent: Worldwide Cinemas. wins (7/31/95)
QuadCinema. uvine mv oativion: Quad Cin-
ema and Carnegie Hall Cinemas. MoRTAL
xomear: Criterion Center. ure wirness: An-
gelike $7... waosa: Angelika Film Center. ..
THE Net (8/7/95): Worldwide Cinemas. . NINE
months (7/24/95): Worldwide Cinemas..
THE Postwan: Quad Cinema andLincoln Pla
Cinemas THE RUN OF THE counTRY: Baronet... .
STEAL BIG, STEAL UTIL: 59th Street East Cin-
Ma. 10 WONG FOO, THANKS FOR EVERYTHING,
JULIE Newmar(9/11/95): First & 62nd Cineme
Art Greenwich Twin, and Chelsea Cinema:
unzipreo: Quad Cinema and Cinema 3... 4
WALK IN THE cLoups: Worldwide Cinemas... .
WINGS OF courace(4/24/95); Lincoln Square.

    

 

   

 

    

 

THEATRE ADDRESSES

(For show times, call 777-FILM.)

EAST SIDE

Anoeuka Fim Center, 18 W. Houston St.
Movietano81H Srreer Triptex, 36 E, 8th St
Vutace THeatee Vil, 3rd Ave at 11th St
Cinema Viutace, 22 E. 12thSi
Vuuace East Cinemas, 2nd Ave. at 12th St
\9rH Street East 6, Bway at 19th Si
Murray Hitt Cinemas, 160 E. 34th St.
34TH Street SHoweLace, 238 E 34th St
34TH St. East, 241 E. 34th St
Eastsipe PLavHouse, 3rd Ave. at 55th St
Surton I ano 2, 3rd Ave. at S7th St
Gorham Cinema, 3rd Ave. at 58th St
Plaza, 42 E. S8th St
Mannarran Twin, 3rd Ave, al S9thSt.
591Street East Cinema, 239 E. 59thSt
Baronet ano Coroner, 3rd Ave. at $9th St.
Cinema 1, CiNema Il, AND CiNewa 3RD AVENUE,
3rd Ave at 60th St

First & 62No Cinemas, 400 E 62ndSt.
Gemini | ano 2, 2nd Ave. at 64th St.
Beekman, 2nd Ave. at 66thSt,
New York Twin, 2nd Ave. at 67thSt.
68rH St. PLavHouse, 3rd Ave, at 68thSt
Tower East, 3rd Ave, 71st St
East 851H Street, Ist Ave at 85th St
Park & 86rH Street Cinemas, 125 86th SL.
Orpreum Vil, 3rd Ave. at 86thSi
86rH Street East Twin, Srd Ave. at 86th SL

WEST SIDE

Fitm Forum | ano 3, 209 W. HoustonSt
Waverty I ano 2, 6th Ave. at 3rd St
Axt Greenwich Twin, Greenwich Ave. at 12th St
Quan Cinema, 34 W. 13th St
Cuetsea Cinewas, 260 W23rd St.
23x0 St. West Triptex, 333 W. 23rd St
Guno, 33 W. 50th St.
Wortowine Cinemas, SOth St. between 8th and
9th Aves,

Ziecrevo, 141 W. 54th St.
Carneoie Hatt Cinewas, 7th Ave, between 56th
and 57thSts.

Anoewika 57, 225 W. 57th St
Paris, 4 W  S8th
Cinema 3, 2 W. 59th St.
62np & Broapway, 62 W. 62ndSt.
LiNcouN PLaza Cinemas, B'way at 63rd St
Recency, B'way 67thSt.
LincounSquare, Bway at 68th St
S4rn Street Sixetex, Bway 84th St
Metro Cinema | Ano 2, B’way at 99th St
Otyweia | ano Il, Bway at 107th St

TIMES SQUARE AREA

Criterion Center, Bway at 44th St
Eveassy I, Biway at 46thSt
Ewsassy 2, 3, ano 4, 7th Ave. at 47th St
Astor Plaza, 44th St. at B'way
Nationat Twin, Bway 44th St
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DIALOGUES

The essenceofguitarist Jim Hall's

‘Dialogues’ is the essence of jazz.
Improvisational dialogues spin
soulfully between Hall and his

guestsoloists—jazz greats Bill

Frisell, Gil Goldstein, Tom Harrell,
Joe Lovano & Mike Stern-reveal-

ing rich, jazz-fluent conversations

thatdefine thetalents of each

soloist and the soul of jazz.
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REVIVALS
(Thefollowing notes are by Pauline Kael and
MichaelSragow. Theatre addresses andphone
numbers appear with the listings following
these notes,)

Bap Lieurenanr (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
almost continuously, grabs stolen money,
and sexually harasses a couple of
Jerseygirls while masturbating in
thestreet. Ontheplus side, a bru-
tally raped nun forgives her at-
tackers and inspires Keitel to open
his heartto Jesus, who climbs off
the Cross and appears to him in a
vision, Keitel overacts in a vacuum—
he writhes in Method Hell. And
Abel Ferrara, who co-wrote the script,
with Zoe Lund,directs in a re-
lenteslowdownstyle thatdissi-
pates even the shock value. Ves,
you get to see HarveyKeitel’s pe~
nis; the only surprise that Jesus
keeps His under wraps.—M.S,
(American Museum of the Mov-
ing Image; Oct. 22.)

Le Beau Makiace (1982)—Béatrice
Romand plays Eric Rohmer’s
heroine, Sabine,a bright working
girl who,at twenty-five, is 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 manis like watching some-
one arrangehis desk. The film 1s
full of glib, precise chatter and
theclickety“click of Sabine’s high
heels. Rohmer, who wrote the
script, never gives us a clue to
why she doesn’t draw upon her
knowledgeof men to be moreelusive Since
we see her humiliating herself, she becomes
poignant, and at the end, when she comes to
hersenses, we wantto see herplaythe game
right. But the movie ends just when it begins
to be interesting, In French—P.K. (Flor-
ence Gould Hall; Oct. 24.)

Corrina, Corrina (1994)—It's thefifties, and Ray
Liotta is a widowed,atheastic jingle writer
searching for a housekeeper whocanalso play
surrogate. mommyto 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 rhymeschemefor Jell-O Instant
Pudding. Goldberg gives a varied,even jazzy
performance as Ms. Wonderful. Bui the
movie is hopelessly pedantic—chock-full of
lessons aboutgrief, racism, and, so help us,
God. The bright spots include Joan Cusack’s
tucky cameo as Goldberg’s tippling, sex-
starved predecessor, Curtis Williams, Jr.,
showofi gaiety as Goldberg's nephew; club
singer Jevetta Steele doing “Overthe Rain-
bow”; and choice cuts by Sarah Vaughan,
Dinah Washington, and Louis Armstrong
on the soundtrack, Jessie Nelson produced,
directed, and wrote ihe semiautobiographical
scrip.—M.S. (Whitney Museum; Oct. 19-20.)

Guostausrers (1984)—Ascare comedy, with Bill
Murray, Dan Aykroyd, and Harold’Ramis as
parapsychologists who try to save New York
Cityfrom an influx of spooks. Murrayis the
film’s comic mechanism, the more super-
naturalthe situation, the more jaded his reac
tion. But nobodyelse has much in the way of
material, andsince there’s almost no give-
and-take amongthe 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 theSets and specialeffects; his
work here is amateurish, with kids'-movie
pacing. The movie does have some things going
for it. Playing opposite Murray, Sigourney

 

    

  

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

‘Tue Huncer (1983)—The director, TonyScott, de-
velops so manytrashy,flashy ways to illus-
trate his premise that he doesn't leave any room
to tell a story. Catherine Deneuve is an Egyp-
tian vampire who mates with David Bowie
for threecenturies, Accordingto some demono-
logical biocycle, he becomes disgustingly old,
andshe must find a new partner. Deneuve's

 

At Florence Gould Hall, films
directed by Eric Robnier.
prey is Susan Sarandon—an expert on aging!
Complete with a gauzy lesbianlove scene,the
movie is laughably chichi—M.S.(A Different
Light Bookstore; Oct. 22.)

Paisaw (1946)—Eachof 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
so, Someof 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 onstories
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 daggerarereviewedabove)

Fim Forum 2, 209 W. HoustonSt. (727-8110)—
Oct. 18: “Hatier’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’” (1956,Jefirey Dell), Oct. 20: Never
Let Go" (1960, Jolin Guillermin) and ““Obses-
sion” (1948, Edward Dmytryk). .. Oct. 21-22:
“Gaslight” (1939, Thorold Dickinson) and
“The Brothers” (1947, David Macdonald) ...
Oct. 23: “They Made Mea 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 or Movers Aer, Roy and Niuta Titus
Theatres, 11 W. 53rdSt. (708-9480)—Oct. 19
at 2:30: “The Last Flight” (1931, William
Dieterle),...@ Oct. 19 at 3 and 6: “Kihnu
Kristjan” (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). .
Oct.20 at 7: “The Thief” (1965) and “The En-
gagementof Anna’ (1972). .. Oct, 21 at 12:30:
“Dance of the Goats” (1971)and“The Great
LoveSongs’ (1973) . Oct. 21 and 24 at 2:30:
“Stone Years” (1985)... Oct, 21 at 5 and Oct.
23 at 6 “Quiet Days in August” (1991).
Oct. 22 at 2: “Eleftherios Venizelos" (1980)... -
Oct. 23 at 2:30 andOct. 24 at 6; “The Striker
with No,9” (1988)... @ 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.

Watrer Reave THearre, Lincoln Center, 165 W.
65th St,, plaza level (875-5600)—Roberto Ros-
sellim’s war trilogy. Oct. 19 at 2, Oct. 20 at 2
and6:30, and Oct. 21-22 at 4: “OpenCity”

 

   

(1945)... Oct. 20 at 4 and 8:30, Oct, 21-22 at
6, and Oct. 24 at 2, 4:15, and 8:45: “Pai-
san’ (H).. Oct. 21-22 at 8:30: “Germany,
Year Zero” (1947)... . @ Weekend showings for
children Oct. 21-22 at 2: “Ghostbusters” (#).

SywpHony Space, B'way at 95th St. (864-5400)—
Oct, 24 at “Greed’” (1924, Erich von Stro-
heim; silent). ... Oct. 24 at 9:30: “Aguirre,
the Wrath of God” (1972, Werner Herzog; in
German).

American Museum oF THE Movine Iwace, 35th
Ave. at 36th St, Astoria (1-718 784-0077)—
Filmsdirected by Abel Ferrara, Oct. 21 at 2:
“Ms. 45” (1980)....Oct, 21 at 4 “Driller
Killeres Oct, 22 at 2: “Bad Lieuten-
ant” (f). .. Oct. 22 at 5: “Snake Eyes” (1993).
Mr Serrans wil be presenton Oct. 22,

Antnotocy Fim Archives, 32 Second Ave., 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’
1926). Oct. 20 at 10: “The Eleventh Year"
1928)... Oct, 21 at 8: “Man with the Movie
Camera’ (1929)... . Oct. 22 at 7: “Entuziat
(1931) and ‘Three Songs About Lenin’
(1934), ...@ Oct. 19 at 8:30: “The Rules of
the Game” (1939, Jean Renoir; in French)... .
G Oct. 20 at 8. Four short’ films by Stan
Brakhage. ... 9 Oct. 21 at 6: ‘A Child’s Gar-
denandthe Serious Sea"’ (1991, Brakhage)

A Dirrerent Licht Bookstore, 151 W. 19th St. (989-
4850)—A Sunday-night series of free films
(and popcorn). On Oct. 22 at 7, the feature
will be “The Hunger” (H).

Frorence Gouro Hatt, SSE. 59th St. (355-
6160)—Oct, 24 at 12:30 and6: “The Aviator’s
Wile” (1981, Eric Rohmer; in French). .. Oct
24 at 3:15 and 845° “Le Beau Mariage” (f).

Waiter Museum, Madison Ave. at 75th St.
(570-0537)—Oct. 18 at “Seven Songs for
Malcolm X” (1993, John Akomfrah). .. Oct.
19 at 2 and 6 andOct. 20 at 3: “Corrina, Cor-
rina” (¥).... Oct. 21 at 1 and 4 and Oct! 22 at
Land 30, “Mystery Train’ (1989, Jim Jarmusch).

Miter 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).

Anceuika 57, 225 W. 57th St—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 Vitace, 22 E. 12th 'St—Oct 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).
(Fortitles and schedules, call 998-1795.)

Museum oF TELEVISION AnD Ravio, 25 W. 52ndSt.
(621-6800)—Television shows by the team
of William Hanna and Joseph Barbera.
‘Through Oct. 29: “Huckleberry Hound”and
“Jonny Quest.”...@ James Dean's televi-
sion appearances. Through Oct. 22: “A Long
TimeTill Dawn” (1953).
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Whywould anyonedesign 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 youwill discover
with amazementthat your eyes simply do not believe your ears?

2. To free you fromconventionallarge 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 developthis new technolo-

gy. Research showsthat the smaller

the vibrating surface of a loudspeak-

er the better its performance. Howev-

er, the challenge wastodesign a small

speaker capable of producing high vol-

umelevels. This is what motivated us

to research andselect the rare-earth mag-

netic material called Neodymium Iron.

(© 1995 Rose Coxporstce JN96328

‘To appreciate the result, compare

the soundofthese Jewel Cube™ speak-

ers with that of anylarge, expensive

conventionalspeakers.

These Bose® Jewel Cube speakers

are available onlyin the newtop-of-

the-line Lifestyle” 20 music system. This

system features an advanced design

CDchanger, AM/FMreception,con-

trol oftwo independent listening zones,

and a remote control that works

through walls from any room in

your home.

For a brochure, product information,

and the nearestlocation to experience

the Lifestyle®20 music system,call:

1-800-444-BOSEExt. 640

AFITSs-
Bettersound through researche



AUTOMOBILE COMPANIES TA ABOUT HOW FAST

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

TIME YOU PASSED A CAR STARTING FROM 0?

AURORA POWER OUTPUT

 

90%OF PEAK TO! TWEEN
1,700 AND5,600 RPM MAKES FOR

‘A USER-FRIENDLY GAS PEDAL

Snappyacceleration 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 arounda trailer truck on

a two-laneroad joy, rather than

a cardiac event, And torque is

something the Aurora” has

gobs of. The Aurora's V8 was

 

engineered to have 90% of its

peak torque between 1,700 and

5,000 rpm. This kind of muscle

is manufactured through 32

valves, dual overhead cams,

sequential port fuel injection and

so manyothertechnical advances

that numerous patents are still

pending. However, for all its

295 GMCorp. All rights reserved Buckle Up, Americal

  

 

strength, the Aurora, as befitting

a luxury performance sedan,

remains the strong silent type.

Which is perhaps reason enough

to not brag aboutits
DAURCRA

0-60time. For more

information, weinvite youto call

1-800-718-7778. Demandbetter.

Aurora by Oldsmobile.
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CATERING TO
THE UNITED NATIONS

‘AST month, Carl Sacks catereda cliff-
hangerlunch at the United Na-
tionsover the rickety Bosnia ac-

cord, but he says that that occasion wasn’t
halfastense as the “tasting” that had been
convened to settle on the menu for
Mayor Rudolph Giuliani's October 21st
gala dinnerin honorofthe U.N.’s fiftieth
anniversary. With the sound ofshrieking
power saws and pounding hammers in the
background,Sacks,the calm, slow-talking
general manager of a Manhattan cater-
ing companycalled Great Performances,
tumed to Irene Halligan, Mayor Giuliani’s
commissionerfor protocol, and explained
that there was construction going on next
door and that he’d go and check onit.
Thenherolled 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 plannedwill prob-
ably be the largest gathering of world
leaders for a meal in the history of the
world: nearly two hundred were invited;
a hundredandfifty are expected. Atthe
last minute, the Mayor’s wife, Donna

Hanover, had bowed outofthe tasting,

which washeld at Great 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 thevery real predica-
mentofbeing nervous aboutcutting his
crouton andbreaking 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
ofnuclear nonproliferation. Sacks turned
to Stafford andsaid, “Thinnercroutons.

No problem.”

LONGwith the usual florists, produce

venders, and rental agents, Sacks

has also had to spend lotoftime deal-
ing with theSecret Service,the F.B.I, the
White House, and the State Department.

“Atlast report, Fidel might come,” he
said, “WhatI wantto knowis: Is Saddam
coming? He's invited. Christ, I think
they're all invited.” Actually, seven nations
‘were notinvited to the dinner. In a kind
of diplomatic “gotlost in the mail” excuse,
the Mayor's office, which issued the invita-

tions, did notinvite any world leader the
United States governmentis not speaking
to—that meansFidel, Saddam, Qaddafi,

Rafsanjani, North Korea, Somalia, and

Slobodan Milosevic of the Federal Re-
public ofYugoslavia. Outside ofthe mili-
tary arena, world leaders generally do not
crash events to which they are notinvited.

Sacks andhis colleagues were trying
to visualize world peace as a cuisine. No
beef (Hindus); no shellfish (Jews and
Muslims); no alcoholin the food prepa-
ration (Muslims); no pork(forgetit); no
white handlinen (Sacks’s explanation:“I

guessit’s offensive to some East Asian
country. Anyway, we've been told it’s
out”). “The State Departmenttold us
earlyon thatonly chickenis goingtofly,”
Sacks said, and then offered his dis-
paraging assessmentofthe bird: “Hard
to remember, hardto ruin.”In the kitch-

en, standing in frontofa pile of diced
bright-red peppers, Mary Beth Boller,
the chef, grimaced andsaid, “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
morefuss had been made over the veg-
etarian world leaders than over the
carnivorous ones. A telephone conferral
with the etiquette consultant Letitia
Baldrige resolved theissue; she suggest-
ed that hungry heads ofstate have been
slaughtering lambfor centuries, and the
Host Committee agreed. “We're going
with lamb,” Sacks said. Hethen wenton
to explain that one ofthe 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 notcontroversial.” So Ben &Jerry's
is donating something called a Multi
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Layer Ice Cream Bombe.“The Secret
Service is notthrilled with the name,”
Sacks said.

Diplomatic protocol demandsthatall
the world leaders be served at exactly
the sametime. At last count, two hun-
dred andforty-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. Asforthe 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 ofstate who can
prove that someone wants to kill them.

   

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

THE LUSH LIFE
OFA MUSCOVITE

oO 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 ofbathtub gin, drink a lunch ofeau
de cologne,sup with a tonic ofbug spray,
andenditall (if possible) with the pur-
est grain alcoholandan optional splash of
fruitjuice. Which is all to say that “Mos-
cowStations,” the dramatic version of
Venedikt Yerofeyev's autobiographical
novel now on at the Union Square The-
atre, is a work ofthe purest realism—at
least, where the drinking is concerned.

It’s a wonderthat “Moscow Stations”
is not better known. In manyways,it is
the successor—the Soviet-era succes-
sor—to Gogol’s “Dead Souls.” The two
works are comichistorical 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 maybe clogged with Volvos
and Mercedes sedans these days—in
keeping with the flash of a new capital-
ism—theanguish anddissipation of the
late, coruscating empire are still the real

fact oflife for most people. “Moscow
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Stations” remainsa lesson in the current
events of the Russiansoul.

Venedikt Yerofeyev, who died in 1990

ofthroat cancer anda lifetime of drink-
ing, never caughtthe 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 anythingofgreat importance. He
revealed no body counts, exposednooffi-
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 manuscriptthat
circulatedin typescript and rarely moved
beyond a few major cities.

‘HE productionat the Union Square
Theatre,a brilliant one-man show

with the British actor Tom Courtenay,is
aremarkable rendition ofthe 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 oflousy jobs around
Moscow,andinvariablylost each oneaf-
ter a few weeks by failing to meet even
the unexacting Russian standardsofdili-
gence. Yerofeyevwas a connoisseurofthe
home-invented beverage. At one point,
he provides the recipes for his favorite
cocktails: Tears of a Komsomol Girl,
Balsam of Canaan, AuntClara’s Kiss,
and the Spirit of Geneva. (This last was
a heady blend of two hundred gramsof
Zhiguli beer, fifty grams each of white-
lilac toilet water and athlete’s-foot rem-
edy, and a hundred andfifty grams of
alcoholvarnish.)

Yerofeyev once remarked that “Mos-
cow Stations” was “ninety pages offunny
stuff and ten pages ofsad stuff.” The
book is mostly about a clear-eyed man,
no matter how many Tears of a Kom-
somol Girl (mouthwash, nail polish,
lemonsoda, lavender toilet water, ver-

bena, and herbal lotion) he has con-



THE TALK OF THE TOWN

sumed. Foronething, he doesnotcater
to the Americantaste in Soviet writers:
he does notpreach. Hesays,“I, who have
consumed so muchthatI’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 disaster. But
he connects absolutely with the Yerofeyev.
Ttis uncanny how much Courtenay looks
his part: drawn, reddened face; long,
greasy hair; freestanding trousers. Not
long ago, a producer asked Courtenay
whether, now thathe is in his latefifties,
he might wantto play theclassic role
of aging and fatherhood—King Lear.
Courtenay, who has donehisfill of
Shakespeare, said he did not. “Moscow
Stations,” which he performedfor eight
weeks last year at London’s GarrickThe-
atre, was the role—go ahead, say it—of
a lifetime. The fact that so few have
heard ofthe book, orits author, makesit

all the sweeter.
“Yerofeyev seemslike a soul brotherto

me; Lear doesn’t,” Courtenay said the
otherday. “I think ifyou are goingto play
Lear you had best be a tyrant. Laurence
Olivier was a great Lear,and he was a kind

oftyrant. He did not need to shout or
rage. He could bethe tyrant quietly—it
radiated from him.Yerofeyev is just such
a sympathetic characterto me. Listening
to him is like listening to that Mozart
piece, the Divertimento, which seemsto

take in everything—the sadness, the

heartbreak, the beauty,the fun in spite of

it all. He gets to the heart ofthe matter.”

CONNECTICUT-BOUND
‘ARVEY FIERSTEIN couldn’t wait to
get homeon recent Sundayeve-

ning. The playwright had just finished
his dutiesas the master ofceremoniesfor
thefirst annual Gay and Lesbian Amer-
ican Music Awards, at the Supper Club,

and was outof the building before the
lights cameup. “I've got to get out of
here,”hesaid,as fansstarted to surround
him on WestForty-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 undera year,” Fierstein

said, “so our relationshipstill feels like a

honeymoon—exceptforthefact that we
never see each other. If we could both
stopall these events,our life would be a

lot more romantic.”
Grabarz nodded,and said, “Harvey

likes to say that the quality he looks for
mostin a lover is agoraphobia.”

“That’s right,”Fierstein said.
Earlier that day, Fierstein and Gra-

barz, like manyoftheir neighbors, were
sittingon their deck andenjoyingthefine
autumnweather.“We were both wonder-
ing why wewereleaving 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 comedyalbum,
“This Is Not Goingto 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 ofcans in the back
whichwould eventually be recycled. “Ev-
erybody in our town has four-wheel
drive,” Fierstein said.

“Except most ofthem are green, with

a child in the back seat named Chris,”
Grabarz added.

“Terrible shadesofthe darkest green,”
Fierstein said. “Who would wantthat?”

For Halloween, he and Grabarz
planned to have noplans. As Fierstein
started the engine,he said, “Going out on

Halloweenis too muchlike work.”

AND THE
REALESTATE!

I you've ever gazed outto 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 governmentand, since
1966, has served as the largest Coast
Guardbasein the country. Youcan’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 theisland; a spokesman
said a decisionis “imminent.” That will
be tough onthefour thousandsailors and
civilians who are quartered there, but for

other New Yorkers the base-closing
could open somereally staggering resi-
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dential opportunities—a hundred and
seventy-three acres ofprime harbor-front
property with views ofWall Street, land-
mark houses,a nine-holegolfcourse, and
a Burger King that has its own bowling
alley. The House Transportation and In-
frastructure Committee votedearlier 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 ontheisland should the federal
governmentauctionitoff, has described
theparcelas “greatvisually, 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 Islandlooks less like a military in-
stallation than an Ivy League campus.
Theisland has the gabled, shaded, cob-
blestonedserenity ofa distant time and
place. Andthereal estate! Manyof the
seniorofficers 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 supportedbyslender 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, commanderof the Atlan-
tic Area. And down the road is the
Governor's House, which dates from
1708 andis thus oneofthe oldest resi-
dences in NewYork City.
And the amenities! Governors Island
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hassix tennis courts, four baseball dia-

monds, openfields, 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
alittle too forgiving, but LieutenantJohn
Shallman,the chief press officer on the
base, says that club members keep the
rough long andthegreensslick in order
to hold on to a U.S.G.A.rating. When
thegolfassociation decided to raise some
fundsfor maintenancebyselling five cor-
porate and twenty-five individual mem-
berships to the public, they received
twenty-five hundredcalls within two
hours. Besides that Burger King with a
bowlingalley, the island also has a movie
theatre, a beauty salon, a motel, a hospi-
tal, a public school, andits very own his-
toric stockade—the forbidding Castle
Williams. Considering thecastle's com-
manding views oflower Manhattan,the
cells, though on the cozy side, could
make for smashing studio apartments.

The market is there—especially, as

‘Trumphas suggested, to provide a moated
andfortified compoundfor the super-rich.
The Coast Guard has kept everyoneup in
theair by postponing the formal decision
to leave from the spring to the summer
to thefall, and the delay has madefor a

tryingtimeontheisland. Captain Ronald
Silva, the base’s commandingofficer,just

arrived from Portsmouth, Virginia, this
summer,andhesays 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 Statefirst crack at a
purchase at a negogiated price. Since the
full Congress has notyet voted, thefate
of Governors Island remains undecided.
Ifyou wantto see a Greek island in the
middle of New York Harbor, write to
your congressman today.

THE RELIEF COWBOY
HATEVERit was that drove Fred
Cuny,it wasn’t conventional re-

ligion—there was preciouslittle about
Cuny that was in any way conven-
tional—andhehad longlet it be known
that if anything should ever happen to
him on anyof his dangerous humani-

tarian missions, he’d be damned if any of
his survivors would try to pull anysort 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 ofthe Carnegie Endowmentfor
International Peace, didtheir best to avoid.

Indeed, the atmosphere at the gath-
ering was hardly funereal. For onething,
there was no body,noris there ever like-
lyto be one: Cunydisappeared mysteri-

ously this past April
while he was on a
mission to Chech-
nya. It appears that
he was murdered
by the very Che-
chens whom he was
tryingto assist, who
had been goaded
into a homicidal
frenzy by a cleverly

E framed campaign
of disinformation
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 TheNew York Review of
Books) followingan earlier trip at the be-
ginning ofthe year. After thatfirst trip,
Cunytold friends that Chechnya was
“the scariest place I’ve ever been’—
which,for a veteran ofmissionsto Biafra,
Cambodia, and Somalia, to Guatemala

and Mexico City and Armeniaafter their
earthquakes, and to Bangladesh, Sri

Lanka, Iraqi Kurdistan, and Sarajevo, to
namejusta few, was really saying some-
thing. Nevertheless, he’d headed back

without a moment’s hesitation. After all
he’dbeenthrough, he may have begun to
feelthat he was (as others certainly imag-
ined him to be) immortal. He was, in

fact, only fifty.

des assembled guests seemed to be
vying with oneanother to frame

perfect epithets that captured the essence
ofthe man. Aryeh Neier, the president of

the Soros Foundations (at whose behest

Cuny had gone to Chechnya), recalled

how,in trying to composea press release
immediatelyafter the disappearance,he'd
hit upon the phrase “a mountain of a
man’—andeveryone nodded concurrence.
Someoneelse compared Cunyto an over-
brimmingriver. Hewas variously hailed as
“the Red Adair of humanitarian relief,”

 

  

     

“the Lone Ranger ofemergency assistance,”
“the Relief Cowboy,” “a cross between
MacGyver and the Fridge” (Cuny, a Texan,
was a big football fan), “halfway between a
general anda saint,” “the Cal Ripken of
relief aid,” and “a universal Schindler.”

Manyofthe leadingfigures from the
world humanitarian movementregaled
the crowd with incredible tales of Cuny’s
courage, unflappability, and ingenuity.
Atonepoint,for instance, the journalist
William Shawcross recalled an interview
that Cunyhadrecentlygiven a BritishTV
crew that was putting together a docu-
mentaryon Biafra, one ofCuny’sfirst cri-
ses. They'd asked him whatit had been
like working as pilot ferryingreliefship-
ments to outlying districts, and he re-
called taxiing his ramshackle aircraft onto
an outback roadway, preparingto take off
after one such delivery, when a voice
cameover his earphones: “Hold it, Red
Cross Three, we've got another plane
comingin.” Watchingthatplaneas it ap-
proached, Cunynoticed that it had been
hit andits engines were expelling smoke.
Theplanelurched, banked, and slammed

onto the tarmac, erupting into flames—
a sheetoffire racing right past Cuny’s
idling plane. “All right,” the squawking
voice in his earphones now said. “Red
Cross Threecleared for takeoff.” Shaw-
cross continued, “And, as Fred putit,
‘Nothingstopped,we just kept on going.’
Well, in that great relief operationin the
sky, Fred will, I know, keep on going.”

‘Toward the end of the convocation,

Cuny’s youngestbrother, Chris, got up and
joshed about how he'd heard that Red
Adair recently attended a benefit where he
found himself being introduced as “the
Fred Cunyofoil-field fires.” At which
pointAdair supposedly leaned over, nudged
his neighbor, and asked, “Fred who?”

Finally, Cuny’s astonishingly diminu-
tive mother, Charlotte, approached the

podium.“Yousee before you a very hum-
ble person,” she said. “When think ofall

the wonderful help thatthe peoplein this
room have given to the world in one way
or another, I feel about shis high.” (The
mild joke here, of course, was that she is

aboutthat high.) “And I’ve donenothing,”
she wenton,“exceptto give you Fred.” ¢

“Catering to the UnitedNations,”JohnHockenbernys
“TheLush Life ofaMuscovite,” DavidRemnick;
“Connecticut-Bound,” Bob Morris; “And the
RealEstatel,”James Traub; “The ReliefCow-
boy,” Lavwrence Weschler.
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A HORRIBLE HUMAN EVENT
The authorlooks back on being dealt the race card, the lawyers’

courtroom tricks—and how the mediaplayed the game.

BY JEFFREY TOOBIN

HEN left Judge Lance A.
Tto’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—thelast lunch. Marcia Clark,

thelead prosecutorin the double-murder
trial of O.J. Simpson, had begun her re-
buttal summation in the morning, and
sheclearly intended to concludeitlater
that day. As Clark addressed the jury, rac-
ing to rebuteachofthe defense team’s ar-
cane claims aboutthescientific evidence
in the case, she looked the way everyone
in that courtroom felt—exhausted, hag-
gard, fed up, and desperatefor a glimpse
of the outside world. Once she had
paused at the lunch break, I ordered my
umpteenth chicken burrito andstaggered
to a table with Sally Ann Stewart, a re-
porter for USA Today, and we chatted
about the impendingfinish ofthis all-
consuming ordeal and the resumption of
our normal lives.

Thecafeteria covers almostthe entire
western third of the ground floor of the
glass-walled C.C.B. The food is ladled
outin the middle, and you can take your
tray to either of two seating areas—one
facing Temple Streetandthe other look-
ing out ona parkinglot and the Los An-
geles Times building beyond.Sally and I
had turnedleft, toward the parkinglot,
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. (LawrenceSchiller, the collabo-

rator on the defendant’s best-selling book,
“I Wantto Tell You,” was with them.)
Theysettheir trays down at a centrally lo-
cated table, and six bodyguards from the
Fruit ofIslam,dressed in their trademark
bowties, formeda circle with their backs

to Cochran’s table and their eyestrained
warily outward.

The guards hadfirst appeared in the

courthouse at the beginningofthe week,
and had added a new level of unease and
mistrust to an environment that was al-
ready extraordinarily charged. By that
point, ofcourse,racial tensions had been

festering in the Simpsontrial for months,
yet Cochran had managed to engineer a
couple offinal ratchets upward for the
dénouement. The weekend before sum-
mations,hetravelled to Washington and

spoke to an adoring crowdat the annual
legislative conference of the Congres-
sional Black Caucus.In his speech there,
helisted the trial in Los Angeles as the
latest landmark in the longcivil-rights
struggle of African-Americans—a pro-
cession that, as he summarized it, in-

cluded Plessy v. Ferguson, Brownv.
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 importedinto the courthouse
the very symbols ofstrident 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,thecashier,
to monitorforfalse moves.
A few minutes later, Robert Shapiro ar-

rived. There had been a moment—around
the time Simpson wasarrested—when
Shapiro was probably the most famous
lawyer in America. He dominated the
case by spinning reporters and promoting
himself. InJanuary 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.
Thearticle 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 case as a tragedyorto a client as
being framed does not convey a thought-



ful message,” he wrote. “To describe an
unfortunate death situation, I use the
term ‘a horrible human event.’”

Bythis final Friday, however, Shapi-
ro’s voluble, visible role had been usurped.

He had brought both Cochran and F. Lee
Bailey into thecase, and then had had to
watch as Cochran inexorably claimed the
lead courtroom rolefor himself. In Janu-
ary, just before the openingstatements in
the trial, Shapiro had very public falling
out with Bailey, who was the godfather of

one of his sons and had been a close

groups can’t share meals,elevators, bath-

rooms, and gossip and maintain a formal
distance. So Sally andI,feelinga little
sorry for Shapiro—andalways eager to
chat with an insider—asked him tosit
with us. He picked up his tray, sidled
over, andjoinedin our reveries oflife af-

ter OJ. His own fantasy,hesaid, would be
to take a month offandjoin Oscar De La
Hoya’s training camp at Big Bear Lake.
A seriousandskilled amateur boxer at the
age offifty-three, Shapiro couldn’twait to
tear into the heavy bag. Healso told usthat

my fs... bee

Johnnie Cochran said that the Fubrman tapes were ‘like Lay'spotato chips—you can’tput them down, andyou can't eatjust one.”

friend. Shapiro claimed that Bailey was
leaking disparaging information about
him to reporters, and though both re-
mained onthe defense team, Shapiro was

onhis way to becomingthe odd man out.
As thetrial proceeded, the other defense

lawyers usually came and wenttogether,
but Shapiro arrived andleft by himself.
Heoften appearedin the cafeteria alone
as well, and on Friday he paid Rose, took.
along lookat his colleagues andtheir sen-
tinels, and after this ostentatious pause
took a seat by himself at a small table

g nearby.
g Ina bigtrial, month after month in
¥ close proximityfosters a certain intimacy
z between reporters and lawyers: the two

he had been appalled when Cochran
brought the Fruit of Islam into his en-
tourage andthathe had been disappointed
by Cochran's summationthe previous day.
“Tt was nothing butrace, race, race,” he

said. “And why am I notreading that in
the paper? All I hear is how great his
summation was. Why doI keep reading
this?” The fact was that many reporters
had excoriated Cochran’s naked appeal
for an acquittal based onracial solidarity,

but Shapiro’s bitterness was such that he
apparently had registered only the favor-
able words abouthis colleague.

And,ofcourse, “race, race, race” had

been central to the defensestrategy almost
since the day of Simpson’sarrest. As it

4l

happened,oneofthefirst race cards had

been dealt to me. In an article in theJuly 25,
1994,issue of this magazineentitled “An
Incendiary Defense,” I noted that at
Simpson’s preliminary hearing on murder
charges Shapiro “could not explain away
the most damaging evidence againsthis
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

 

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
Departmentand thecity’s black commu-
nity—a history symbolizedbythe beating
ofRodney Kingonlythree years earlier—
this was boundto be an inflammatory ac-
cusation. The foundation for the defense
assault on Fuhrman was a disability claim
that Fuhrman hadfiled against thecity in
the early nineteen-eighties, in which he
said that thestressofpatrolling the inner
city had left him psychologically scarred.
“T havethis urge to kill people that upset
me,”Fuhrman had told psychiatristwho
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examined him. Fuhrman hadlostthe case
and consequently remained with the
L.A.P.D., but thefile on his claim lay
buried in public court files, and that ex-
plosive detonated aroundthe time Simp-
son’s lawyers began talking to me.

Thus did Mark Fuhrman become the
indispensable bogeyman in the defense
team’sstrategy. At the time ofmyarticle
not even Simpson’s lawyers
knew how lucky they were in
having come up with the vain-
glorious, hate-filled Fuhrman.

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 unforgettabletales of
bigoted braggadocio for the
taperecorderofthe aspiring screenwriter
Laura Hart McKinny.It is astonishing in
itself that Fuhrman would boast to Mc-
Kinny aboutbeating suspects, hating “nig-
gers,” concocting evidence, and thelike.
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

magazinefor libelafter the publication of
myoriginal story. His lead lawyerin that
case dropped him whenthe tapes became
public, and Fuhrman withdrew the suit

altogether duringthe weekofthe verdict.)
However,it required a certain kind of

lawyer to exploit the Fuhrmanissuetofull
effect. Raising a provocative theory with
a reporteris one thing; focussing an en-
tire courtroom defense strategy in a na-
tionally televisedtrial on the racism ofan
L.A.police officer is another. For that
task, the defense brought on Cochran,

whoserecord of success in Los Angeles
is probably unparalleled. He has made a
handsomeliving over several decades by
representing well-heeled black men ac-
cusedofcrimes 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 muchas his cli-
ents’. Whenthe Los Angeles Times ran
an article on Cochran in its Sunday maga-
zine on January29, 1995, the cover head-

line read, “WHY DID JOHNNIE COCHRAN
PRAY BEFORE HE TOOK ON THEO.J.

SIMPSON CASE?” In any event, Cochran
had no qualmsabout goingfor the jugu-

lar. Indeed, he took an almost unseemly
delight in the Fuhrman issue. Though he
claimedto have beenappalled at the con-
tents ofthe McKinnytapes, at one point
hetold JudgeIto 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
ofhis displeasure at Cochran’s
mastery in the courtroom as of
his growing unease with the
team’s strategy. At the defense
table in JudgeIto’s courtroom,

Shapiro looked for monthslike
a man caughtin a Thanksgiv-

ing from Hell—trapped with fellow-
guests he can neither abide nor escape. By
the end, Shapiro’s alienation was so pro-
foundthathis joy at his client’s stunning
acquittal appeared to range from modest
to downright imperceptible. WhenJudge
Tto closed the proceedings moments af-
ter the verdict was announced, and the
television camera went off, Cochran,

Douglas, andall the other defense lawyers
except Shapirojoined Simpson's familyin
a fist-pumping, back-slapping explosion
ofdelight. Shapiro did not even smile; in-
stead, he walked over to the prosecution
table andoffered his handin consolation.
‘Thatnight, which wasYom Kippur, Sha-
piro skipped the defense team’s victory
party, at the Georgia restaurant, on Mel-
rose Avenue, andlater that week, in in-

terviews with Barbara Walters and Larry
King, he conveyed his disgust at Coch-
ran’s useofthe race card.

In spinning his reaction to Cochran,
Shapiro may simply have been position-
ing himself forlife after the case. He has
joined large law firm—hewas in private
practice for himself before the Simpson
case—andhehas an interest in not of-
fending prospective white clients.Still, by
nature, andevenbylegal training, Shapiro
is a conciliator, and he turned out to be
ill suited for theracial brawlthat the case
became. He has an unusual quality for a
successful lawyer—a strong aversion to
conflict. He is a diplomat, a dealmaker.
Plea bargainsplease him; both sides win.
Early in his career, after a briefstint as a
prosecutor, Shapirolearnedthe criminal-
defense business as the protégé of Harry
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Weiss, a legendary figure in Los Angeles
legal circles. Still elegant and vigorous at
age seventy-nine, Weiss, a onetimechild
star of the vaudeville stage, who wears a

trademark monocle, remainsa familiar
sight in courtrooms aroundthecity. 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 routinelyarresting men for having sex
with one another. “Bob handled many of
these cases—vag lewds, wecalled them,”
Weiss told merecently. “The cops always
had these guys dead bang, and no one
ever wanted togototrial. In those days,
the men couldn’t stand the embarrass-
mentoffightingit in public, and, anyway,
judges never came down too hard on
them.So you had to make deals, and Bob
madedeals. That’s the way you'vegot to
do it. He learned.”

Nevertheless, Shapiro is a superb trial
lawyer, and his examinations were some
of the most pointed andeffective of the
Simpsontrial. His cross-examination of
Detective Philip Vannatter was a text-
book example of zealous, ethical advo-

cacy. Shapiro pointed out that Vannatter
had madeinaccurate statements to a mag-
istrate in support of a search warrantfor
Simpson’s home the dayafter the mur-
ders; worse, Vannatter had implied that

Simpson had fled to Chicago suddenly,
though the trip had long been planned.
Shapiroalso dwelled on Vannatter’s pe-
culiar decision to transport Simpson’s
blood sample all the way from police
headquarters to the defendant'shouse, in

Brentwood, whenit could easily have

beendelivered to a nearbysite downtown.
In a case where the defense wasclaiming
that blood was planted, Shapiro made the
detective lookfoolish 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 beenrevived 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 ofit turned outto be oneof the
mostunintentionally hilarious episodes of
thetrial. It came on August 10th, when,

as part ofthe defense case, Shapirocalled
Dr. Michael Baden, the former chief
medical examiner of New York City, to
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testify about howtheresults of the au-
topsies of Ronald Goldman and Nicole
Brown Simpson might suggest that
someoneother than O. J. Simpson had
killed them.

Curly-haired and loquacious, Baden
practically racedto the familiar blue chair
whenShapiro summoned him. As with
any expert witness, Shapiro beganbyelic-
iting Baden’s qualifications, which are
considerable. Thejury learned that Baden
had graduatedfrom the City College of
New Yorkin 1955 and from the New
York University School of Medicine in
1959. Shapiro asked Baden what awards
he hadreceived at City College. “I was
senior-class president,” Baden reported.
“Phi Beta Kappa,editor-in-chief of the
newspaper, andI was essentiallythe 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 thelocation of
City College might edify these jurors on
anyissue relevantto 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.
Thenhe caughton,andhastily completed
his response with “Harlem area of New
York City.”

Having informed the nine African-
Americanjurors that this white defense ex-
pert cameofage in the unofficial capital
of black America, Shapiro was off and
running.

In example after shameless example,
Shapiro sought to turn Badenintoa sort
ofAbraham Lincolnofthe autopsytable.
Did he serve on any state commissions?
“Yes,” he replied. “The New York State

commission thatinvestigatesall deaths
that occur in prisons and police custody
in New York State’—an entity that Ba-
densaid had beenset 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 thenelicited 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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ofhis efforts on behalfofprosecutors over
the years, Badenreplied, “I was recently
a witnessfor . . . a prosecutor ofJackson,
Mississippi, in the reinvestigation of the
death ofMedgar Evers, who had been a
civil-rights leader who had beenkilled in
1963.” Had heeverinvestigated cases for
the Los Angeles District Attorney's of-
fice? Indeed he had.“I was involved in the
investigation—re-autopsy—ofa death of
a youngathlete, a football player in Los
Angeles County, Ron Settles, who died

ina police precinctin Signal Hill. . .. Ini-
tially I was called by the attorney for the
family, Mr. Cochran, Johnnie Cochran.”

N thecafeteria on that final Friday
ofthetrial, 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 momentsearlier,

andhe wantedto register a protest. Coch-
ran replied in typical fashion. He rose
from thetable andlistened hard to what
Weinstein had to say, and then put both
of his hands on Weinstein’s shoulders,
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looked thereporterin the eye, and apolo-
gized for the incident, which he said
would not happen again. There was no
further confrontation, and the matter
endedthere.

All of us covering the case had had
similar encounters with Cochran. By the
endofthetrial, either Dan Abrams, a
correspondent for Court TV, or I was

commenting on the case almostevery day
on NBC’s “Today” show. Cochran ap-
parently watched the program regularly,
for he seemedto catch many of our ap-
pearances. During thetrial, 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-
timescatch a word with oneofthem. But
when Cochran had seen Abrams or me
on “Today” he would makea beeline for
us. Ignoring ourcolleagues, 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 mightneedleusa little or claim
that we had missed the day's important
development, he was never harsh. One

day near the end ofthetrial, I said on

“Today” that prosecutors were preparing
to prove thatthe gloves found at the mur-
der scene and at Simpson’s home were the
samepair that Nicole Brown Simpson
had boughtas a gift for her husband in
1990. As it turned out, the prosecution

 

established only that they were probably
the samepair. Cochran remembered my
commentary a daylater and stopped me
in the men’s room on the ninth floor.
“Yousee,Jeffrey, that’s what you get for
listening to them,” he told me benevo-
lently as he washedhis 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 wasflattering—andeffective. As
Abramsand I made our predawn trips to
NBCin Burbank,it was hard not to
think, Whatwill Johnnie say?

Even though both Shapiro and Coch-
ran cultivated the press, they received
strikingly dissimilar treatment. Shapiro
was widely mocked forhis perceived hun-
ger for media attention andfor his ap-
pearances at L.A.society events: Shapiro
“goes to the openingofevery (bleep)-ing
door,” said an “eye-rolling publicist”
quoted by the Los Angeles Tizes on De-
cember 25, 1994. Yet Cochran made
Shapiro looklike a wallflower. Shapiro
did notgive a single television interview
until after the trial; Cochran gave dozens.
Cochran travelled to Washington to at-
tend the Congressional Black Caucus
event the weekendbefore his summation
andto Florida to receive an honorary doc-
torate the weekend before that; Shapiro

never spenta full weekend away. (The
L.A. Times madeonly onereference to
the fact that Cochran’s first wife, during

their divorce proceedings, had charged
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him with beating her.) Inall, the press
gave Cochran almostevery break, perhaps
fearing the consequences of taking on a
prominentAfrican-American.

In the courtroom, Cochran’s strategy
was simple: impugn thecredibility ofthe
evidence by hammering awayat the in-
competence andracism ofthe L.A.P.D.,
personified by the horrifying figure of
Mark Fuhrman.Prosecutors tried re-
spondingin several ways, noneespecially
successful. At first, before the McKinny
tapes rendered Fuhrmanindefensible,
Marcia Clark tried to defend the L.A.P.D.
before thejury, nine of whose members
were African-American. Then, once Fuhr-
man had been damaged beyondrepair,
sheretreated to a yes-butposition:yes, he
is racist, but the evidence establishes that
he couldn’t have planted evidence and
that Simpson mustbethekiller. At the
heart of Clark’s strategy was relentless
but small-bore response to everysingle
defense claim about the evidence, At
times,she was brilliant. Her examination

of Allan Park, the limousine driver who
took Simpson from his hometo the air-
port shortly after the murders, was a mas-

terpiece. Shifting smoothly between
Park’s cellular-phonerecordsandhis pre-
cise recollections, Clark established con-

vincingly that neither Simpson nor his
Bronco was at his homeat the timeofthe
murders. It is difficult to imagine howelse
Clark mighthavetried hercase, and in an
ordinarytrial 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’scase, those facts
would trumpthe big thing—race—
that formed theheart ofthe defense.

Clark's partner, Christopher Dar-
den, seemed to know better. His
position throughoutthetrial was an
excruciating one, andit 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, andI was struck by
the dramatic fluctuationsin his de-
meanor—friendly 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, ofcourse, that any black man

should have been forced into such an
undignified posture under such circum-
stances, but that Darden,ofall people,

should have had to endureit is a rich and
disturbing irony.

Dardenspentsix ofhis fifteen yearsas
a deputy district attorney prosecuting cor-
tupt 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 predominantlyblack part ofthe
city. “This was supposedly a small-time
drug den, and they sent about eighty
officers to the scene,” said Ira Reiner, who
wasthe District Attorney at the time.
“And they basically wrecked the place,
used a battering ram,pulled outthe plumb-
ing, even tore off the outside stairways.”
Darden headed the investigation. “The
first thing that we did was goafter the
rank-and-file cops,” Reiner explained.
“But Chris felt very strongly that we
needed to hold the commandlevel re-
sponsible, and at that point Daryl Gates
got involved.” Gates, of course, was the

longtimepolice chief in Los Angeles,
whohad notoriously poorrelations with
thecity’s black community. Reiner went
on to say, “Gates wrote methis letter

claiming that Chris was pushing too hard
against the cops, being too aggressive, in

his investigation. Anyoneelse would have
laughed it off, but not Chris. He wanted

tofire back letter. This was a classic case
of police misconduct, and of course we
went ahead with it, and Chris handled it

with commitmentand emotion. That's
just the way heoperates.” (Of the four
officers charged in the case, one defendant
pleaded guilty; the others were acquitted
after trial.)

In the Simpsoncase, Darden had rec-
ognized Cochran’stactic from the outset.
In a pretrial legal argument in January
over whether the defense couldelicit the
information that Fuhrman had used the
word “nigger,” Darden warned Judge Ito
of the consequencesofallowing such
inflammatory material to be introduced.
The evidence would becast aside, he
warned, and the question for the jury
would becomea very different one from
whether O.J. Simpson murderedhis ex-
wife and herfriend. “The test will be
whoseside are you on,” Darden told the

judge. “Thesideof the white prosecutors
and the white policemenortheside ofthe
black defendant and his very prominent

black lawyer? Thatis whatit is going to
do. Either you are with the Man or you
are with the Brothers.” And, nine months
later,thatis 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 thecase focussed on
race. Cochran hadcalled a man named
Robert Heidstra, wholived near Nicole
Brown Simpson,totestify about what he
saw and heard on the night of the mur-
ders. Meek and middle-aged, the French-
born Heidstra hadtestified on direct
examination that while he was walking
his dogs at aroundten-forty on June 12th
oflast year he heard a commotion near
Nicole Brown Simpson’s condo—two
voices,oneclear,saying, “Hey, hey, hey!”
and the otherindistinct. Heidstra initially
appeared to be a good defense witness,
since placing the murders at around ten-
forty madeit seem difficultfor the defen-
dantto return to his home andcatch his
limousineride by five minutesto 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

nightofthe murders, would have put the
killings at precisely the time the prosecu-
tion claimed, Heidstra said, further, that
hesaw a whitecar that could have been a
Bronco leaving the scene—anotherfact
thatwas consistent with the government's
case. Finally, Darden pursued him with
thestatement“Thesecondvoicethat you
heard soundedlike the voice of a black
man,is that correct?”

Cochrannearly vaulted out of his
chair. “Objected to, Your Honor,” he

sputtered.“I object.” The defense caused
such a commotionthat Judge Ito excused
the jury and told Heidstra to step out-
side for a moment. Dardenpatiently re-
countedto the judge that an acquaintance
ofHeidstra’s, Patricia Baret, had told De-

tectiveTom Lange that Heidstra told her
that “he heard the very angry screaming
of an older man who soundedblack.”
Thus, Darden explained to Ito, he had

every right to ask the question.
But Cochran wasnotto be molli-

fied. “I resent that statement,” he thun-
dered. “Youcan'ttellby somebody's voice
whether they sounded black. I don’t
knowwho madethat statement, Baret or
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Lange,and resentthat [as] a racist state-
ment.”Histirade continued, “This state-
ment about whether he sounds black or
whiteis racist and I resentit, and that is

why I stood and objected. AndI thinkit
is totallyimproperthat in America,atthis
time in 1995, we haveto hear this and en-
dure this.”

Dardenlookedstricken. In their many
confrontations duringthetrial, the physi-
cal contrast between Cochran and Dar-
den was notable. Cochran is all chest, in-
variablyclad in a sleek double-breasted
suit, and he exudes a booming,strutting
vitality. Dardenstill has the body of the
college runner he used to be—reedy and
lean. He wore double-breastedsuits, too,

buthis jacket was often left unbuttoned,
and his chest seemedto disappear behind
the fabric. Darden never shouted back,
nevertried to match Cochran in volume.
Instead, on this day, as on other occa-
sions, he merely did his characteristic
stooped, duck-toedlittle pace behind the

podium as Cochran thundered on. When.
Cochranfinished, Dardenreplied evenly
that he was simply questioning Heidstra
abouta statementthe witness himselfhad
allegedly madeearlier. Then he came as
close as he ever did to lashing back, and
addressed Cochran with quiet dignity:
“Thatis whatcreated a lot ofproblemsfor
myselfand myfamily,statementsthat you
make about me and race, Mr. Cochran.”

Ito called a recess, tempers cooled, and

theentire bizarre exchange provoked little
commentin the media. Cochran's statement
was outrageous. Whether one sometimes
cantell if a speaker is African-American,
onthebasis of his or her speech is inar-
guable. (In this magazine four weeks
ago, for example, Henry Louis Gates, Jr.,
quotedJulian Bonddescribing Colin Pow-
ell as “verbally not black” and Powell him-
self saying, “I speak reasonablywell, like a
white person.”) Cochran’s outburst was a

transparent courtroom trick. Howbetter
to stop an effective cross-examination than
bythrowinga stink bombofracial 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-clothties 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 cameto ac-
tual reporting on thetrial weall turned
into a remarkably timorous crew.The re-
porters were an overwhelmingly white
group, and,asfar as I could tell, no one

ever worried that their treatment of the
defense was undulyfavorable.

EAR ofbeingcalled racist transcended
everything in that newsroom. This

extended, I think, even to discussions of
the evidence, Thesafe course for those of
us covering the case wasto nitpick along
with the defense attorneys. Sure, Simp-
soncuthis left hand on thenight of the
murders, and DNAtests showed conclu-

sivelythat it was Simpson’s blood to the
left ofthe footprints leaving the scene, but
could those blood samples have been con-
taminated? It waslikewise 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’sshirt, but hair matchesare not
one-hundred-per-cent dispositive. The
gloves that Nicole boughtfor Simpson in
1990 were almostcertainlythe ones used
by her killer, but maybe—somehow—
not. Our caution and fear, however, mis-

led. Thecase against Simpson was simply
overwhelming. When wesaid otherwise,

welied to the audience thattrusted us.
Bycontrast, it would have been no ex-

aggeration to saythat the defense’s case
against the police was absurd. In their
summations, Cochran and Scheck sug-
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gested that thepolice, in their effort to
frame Simpson, had plantedat 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 onthe sock (which was foundin his
bedroom); and (4) the infamousglove 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 Broncofibre.”
(Last Wednesday, Simpson understand-

ably decidedto forgo detailed discussion
of this evidence when hecancelled his
ballyhooed interview with NBC.) The
defense neverspelled out howall this ne-
farious activity took place, but to do so
would have required moreorless the fol-
lowing. Thecoreofthe defense case was,

of course, that Fuhrman surreptitiously
tookthatglove from the murderscene to
the defendant’s home. Notonlywould he
have had to transport the glove withits
residue of the crime scene, but he would

also have had to find someof 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 Simpsonhad anironcladalibi for
the time of the murders. The other con-
spirators (conspicuouslyunnamed) would
have had to be equally adept and even
more determined. In his contemporane-
ousnotesfrom the crimescene, Fuhrman
wrotethat there was bloodon thegate at
Bundy; someone would have had to wipe
thatoffand apply Simpson’s. The autop-
sies, where blood samples from the vic-
tims were taken, were not performed un-
til June 14th,twodays after the murders.
Someone would have had to take some
of Goldman’s blood andputit in the
Bronco, which was thenin 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 wasthenin a police evidencelab.
All oftheseillegal actions by the police
would have had to take place at a time
wheneveryoneinvolved in the case was
under the mostrelentless media scrutiny
in American legal history—andall for the
benefit of an unknownkiller who,like
onlynineper centofthe population, hap-
pened to share Simpson’s shoesize, 12.

In the monthsleading up to the ver-
dict, I was asked approximately ten thou-
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sand times how I thoughtthe case would
end. Ofcourse, the real answer was that
I didn’t know,butgenerally I did myduty
in the sound-biteculture into which I had
willingly propelled myself: Bravesin five;
Jets with the points; and (my usual guess)
Simpson in a hungjury or an acquittal.
Thejurors’ single request to re-hear tes-
timonydid throw me.It was afterlisten-
ing to a read-backofthe testimonyofthe
limousine driver, Allan Park—which to
me was someof the most incriminating
evidence in the entire case—thatthe 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 sametrial that I
hadafterall. In the “Today” panelof“ex-
perts” on the morningofthe verdict, two
ofus(including me)predicted conviction,
two bet on acquittal.

Atten 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’ssister, Kim. I
didn’t realize hownervous I would be; I
couldn’t look at her. It was one thing to
do blithe handicapping on a morning
news show,butit was another,I then re-

alized, to confront what was before me.

Ofcourse, I had talked about an acquit-
tal almost until the end, but, as we sat
there waitingfortheverdict, it did not oc-
cur to methat O. J. Simpson might ac-
tually be going homethat 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—onefirst-
degree conviction, say, and one second-

degree. When Robertsonfirst looked at
the forms, I thought that her grim de-
meanor,too,suggested a conviction in the
works.

The words when they came—“Not
guilty’—wentstraight into mysinuses. I
tried to be a reporter and look at Simp-
son for his reaction, but I don’t remem-
ber seeing anything atall. After Robert-
son intoned her second “Notguilty,” Kim
Goldman,her father, Fred, and her step-
mother, Patti, rocked forward in front of

me and howled.I thought howrarely life
is like this—a single moment whenevery-
thing changes. I urged myself toseize it,
captureit, write something profound in
my notebook. Andyetall I could think

DIRECTIVES
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of wasthat I knew and understooda lot
Jess than I'd thought I did.

[ARCIA CLARK suggested that she
and I and friend of hers meet

for lunch at noon ontheFridayafter the
verdict—which was, as it happened, a
week to the momentafter I had eaten
with Shapiroin the C.C.B.cafeteria. She
chose an old haunt of hers—the Ham-
burger Hamlet, on Bonner Drive, in
‘West Hollywood. WhenI arrived there,

with Clark’s fellow deputydistrict at-
torney Lynn Reed Baragona, we found
that the restaurant had been sold—four
monthsbefore, it turned out—and was
undergoing renovations. “Marcia hasn’t
been getting outa lotlately,” Baragona
said,laughing.

Clark pulled up a few minuteslater.
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'dspent
a coupleofdays relaxing withfriends and
herkids. On Thursday, she and Baragona
had prowled the outlet malls in Oxnard
and had bought Halloween decorations
for their kids at a discountcard shop. The

—Henry Hart

toll taken by the months of her exhaust-
ing efforts wasstill apparent. The dark
circles underher eyes, which had been so

pronounced during her summation, re-
mained very much in evidence. With the
Hamburger Hamlet gone, wedecided to
walk a block west to the considerably
moreupscale Ivy for lunch. “Timetolive
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 aboutthat quote.“I
didn’tsayit,” she told me,“and I don’t be-
lieve it.” Clark asserts that the reporter
garbled a briefoff-camera, off-the-record

telephone conversation. (CNN stands by
thestory.) Soif the racial composition of
thejury wasn’t the key issue in thecase, I
asked her, what was?

Clark paused a long time, and then
said, “I haven't sorted it all out, and I don’t
thinkit’s all that simple.” The astonish-
ing brevity ofthejury’s deliberation seems
to have provideda peculiar kind ofcom-
fort to her. There appears to have been no
one thing the prosecution could have
done—or undone—that would have
changedtheresultin the case. Sherecalled
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thatshortlyafter the verdict her boss, Gil
Garcetti, the District Attorney, had asked

her whatshe thoughtthe turning pointin
thetrial was. “I told him there wasn’t one,”

she said. Theresult, it now seems, was
preordained. She has watched thefrenzied
aftermath ofthe trial—thejuror inter-
views, the defense-lawyer squabbles—
with some detachment.(Asfor the asser-
tions byvarious defense lawyers that one
or anotheroftheir numberhad discussed
the possibility of Simpson’s pleading
guilty to lesser charges, Clark is emphatic.
“[ never heard from anyofthe defense law-
yers abouta plea bargain,”she told me.)

Theracial divisions spawnedbythe case
trouble Clark deeply. She is especially ran-
kled by the CNN report, because she be-

lieves it may exacerbate these tensions.Now
forty-twoyears old, she cameofage in the
years of the civil-rights movement, and

she remainsa political liberal. It aston-
ishes and appalls her that she finds her-
self‘a representative ofherrace in a black-
white confrontation. Butshe is coming to
termswith thefact that heightenedracial
animosity may be the principal legacy of
her great momentin the publiceye.

T asked Clark what she was going to
do nextin herlife.

“T honestly don’t know,” shesaid. “I
might stay in the D.A.’s office, and I
mightnot.” Asit happened, the day be-
fore our lunch the L.A. County Board of
Supervisors, facing fiscal crisis, had uni-
laterally cutthe pay ofall county employ-
ees, including Clark and Baragona, byfive
percent. (The boardhas since reconsid-
ered.) Clark is a divorced parent of two
young children. According to press re-
ports,she hassigned onasa client ofNor-

man Brokaw,the chairman and chief ex-
ecutive ofthe William Mortis Agency, for
help in weighing her options about writ-
ing a book, workingintelevision, or oth-

erwise capitalizing on her renown. (Dar-

den has signed on with William Morris
as well.)

Bythe time weleft the restaurant,it
was apparentthatevenin these jaded en-
virons Clark has become an enormous ce-
lebrity. Whenwefinished lunch, about a

dozen customersleft their tables to follow
Clark intothe 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,afterall, was
her Waterloo. Rolling her eyes, amused
rather than despondent, Clark told Bara-
gona, “I've had enough of West L.A.”

Forseveral years before the Simpson
case, Clark and Baragona had made
weekly pilgrimagesto this neighborhood
to have lunch andvisit the Mysterious
Bookshop, an L.A. landmark. The two
womenread and swapthe novels theybuy
there, with their tales of tidy mayhem,

and they wanted to resumethisritual. I
hadto catch my plane for New York and
couldn’t join them, but I did ask Clark
what she wanted to read. She wasfull of
enthusiasm, as eager to browse in the
store as to get on to the next chapter in
herlife. Shereeled off a string of authors
who were unfamiliar to me—chroniclers
of maniacal serial murderers, wily medi-
cal examiners, andthelike. As I walked
away, she added that, as was her custom,

she would be avoiding onepart of the
store. “Notrue crime,” Clarksaid. “I only

want fake crime these days, thanks.” ¢
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THE SUPERNOTE
A near-perfect counterfeit hundred-dollarbill is coming outofthe Middle East.

Is it an act ofeconomicterrorism?And can the Treasury stop it?

By FREDRIC DANNEN AND IRA SILVERMAN

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 ofolives, from the
Bekaa Valley, in Lebanon,to

Boston Harbor, and they were

caught.If they were convicted,
they wouldlikely face manda-
tory sentencesofthirty years or
more. Their only hope for
clemencywas to codperate with
the governmentof the United
States, and provideuseful infor-

mation. As it happened, they
knew about something big.

Hannawasescorted to the
office of Paul Kelly, the Boston
federal prosecutor who had
broughtthe hashish case. After
Kelly, a slim blond man in his
thirties, and an agentof the
United States CustomsService
interrogated him about the
drug business, Hanna suddenly
changed the subject. Was the
governmentinterested in learn-
ing about a counterfeit United
States hundred-dollar bill ofre~
markable quality being printed
in Lebanon? Hannasaid he
hadinside knowledge of the
operation, andoffered to direct
his brother, wholived in Ottawa, to travel
to Beirut and obtain samples. Kelly was.
skeptical butinterested. “We said, ‘Fine.
Dothat,” herecalls. 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
turnedoverfivebills.

Kelly was stunned whenthebills were
presented to him. Two of them did not
appearto be fraudulent.“I’ve done coun-
terfeiting cases, and I knowwhat a coun-

terfeit bill looks like,” he says. “Thesebills

N the spring of 1992, two Lebanese-
born

The Supernote: Singularlypoised to damage

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-lookingbills, and they came
from Lebanon, ” herecalls. “Secret Service

   
world confidence in the dollar?

was at our doorin three and a half min-
utes. Theyknewexactly 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.
Tt had surfaced around 1990 andorigi-
natedin the Middle East, and,the agents
told Kelly, as far as they could deter-
mine betweentwoandthreebillion dol-
lars’ worth had been printed in twoyears.
It was indeed no ordinary counterfeit.
Mostfake currency is printed onan offset AN
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press—the type used for books and
ines—andit tendsto lookandfeel

flat. The Supernote, however, was being
manufactured by the sameindustrial pro-
cess used to make authentic United States
currency, known asintaglio printing, in
which an etched plate meets paper with
tremendousforce, giving the note a dis-
tinctive, embossed feel. The paper used
for the Supernote was an uncannyreplica
ofthe currency stock producedexclusively
for the United States governmentsince
1879 by Crane & Company,of Dalton,
Massachusetts—seventy-five per cent
cotton, twenty-five per cent linen, with
embeddedred andbluefibres.

‘The workmanshipofthe Supernote was
extraordinary. It had sequential serial
numbers,andtheprinting plates continued
to be refined. A Secret Service agentiden-
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 Supernotefirst ar-
rived at the agency’s laboratory, in Wash-
ington,a top technical analyst “examined
it the way he has every other counterfeit
notein the world, andcalledit genuine.”)

Most alarmingofall, the Supernote
was so well engineeredthatit could fool
currency scanners at the nation’s twelve
Federal Reserve banks. Theblack ink on
the front of American currency contains
ferrous oxide, which is magnetic, and the

Fed’s scanners read the magneticfield
down the centerline of the portrait with
such precision that a thousand genuine
hundred-dollar bills are rejected for every
onethatis later found to be counterfeit.
Yet, Kelly recalls, “Secret Service told me

the bills went through those machines.”
The Supernote, Kelly learned, had

beencirculating 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
andninety 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 Reserveis fond of point-
ing out, every bill in circulation is in ef-
fect aninterest-free loan; an equivalent
amount in governmentsecurities would

cost the United States more than twenty-
five billion dollars in annual interest pay-
ments. The beauty ofbills stuffed in a
mattress in Kazakhstan, for instance,is

the good chance thatthenotes will never
be called in. The Supernote was by no
meansthefirst foreign-madeor foreign-
distributed counterfeit ofAmerican cur-
rency, but becauseofits frightening and
unprecedented quality it seemed singu-
larly poised to damage world confidence
in thedollar.

'N general, foreign counterfeiting of
American paper moneyis 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 purchasesofpaperandink, the Ser-
viceis able to seize more than ninety per
cent of the counterfeit money that is
printed in the United States beforeit can
be distributed. Only a fraction of the
Service’s two thousandagents are sta-
tioned abroad, however, and to make

cases outside the United States the agency
dependsheavily on foreign law enforce-
ment. In Thailand in 1985,for example,
with theaid ofthe RoyalThai 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-dollarbill using a converted
squid-processorasa press.

The Supernote wasclearly not the
workof an eccentric. It appeared instead
to be the Secret Service’s worst nightmare:
an industrial-level counterfeit printed in a
hostile region ofthe world. What’s more,
there was evidence thatthe printing op-
eration was protected by the military of
Syria, an essentiallyhostile government.
The Secret Service agents, Kelly recalls,
envisioned the Supernotefacility as “a
barn or a big warehouse” with multiple
presses, either in the Syrian-controlled
Bekaa Valley ofLebanon—thenotorious
badlands ofthe Middle East, where drugs

are harvested andterrorist groups con-
ductfield exercises—orin Syria itself,
butin 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 butalso to destabilize the  
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“Another decade or so, andit'll be warm enoughfor us.”

economyofthe United States,” Kelly says.
TheSecret Service had doneits best

to investigate the Supernote, andearlier
in 1992 it had set up a task force in
Cyprus. If the agencycould locate the
printingfacility, Kelly was nowtold, that
information would be turned over to the
United States military or intelligence
services. The Secret Service was eager to
speak to Gebran HannaandPeter Kattar,
the hashish smugglers, and a meeting
‘was at the U.S. Attorney's Office.

Hannaand Kattar said that, as they un-
derstood it, the counterfeit operation had
begun in Lebanonin 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 theplates 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 buyrifles. Years later, according to
HannaandKattar, high-rankingofficials
of the Syrian military in Lebanon took
control of the counterfeiting operation,
and the Supernote was developed, al-
though counterfeit hundredsoflesser
quality also continued to be produced.
Hannaand Kattar said that they knew of

threeprintingfacilities in Lebanon, and
thatthe counterfeit hundreds were trans-
ported via drug routes—intrucks passing
through Turkey to Europe andin 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 menpleaded guilty
to the hashish conspiracy and were sen-
tenced, Hannato eight years in prison
and Kattar to ten. Both men were given
lighter sentencesin return for their infor-
mation about counterfeiting and about
otheritemsofinterest to the government.
With that, Kelly’s involvementin the
Supernote investigation came to an
end, but whathe had learned from the

Secret Service continuedto 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 mea tre-
mendousproblem for the country.”

ELLYhas been provedright. Today,

the Supernote remains oneofthe
longest unsolved counterfeiting cases in
the modern history ofthe Secret Service,

andit has begun to undermineinterna-
tional confidence in United States cur-
rency. Its rate of manufacture appears
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prodigious; in the Russian Federation
alone, wherethedollar has supplantedthe
unstable ruble as the primary currency,
the Russian Central Bankestimates that
the volume of Supernotesis as high as
fourbillion dollars. And because of the
possibility ofeconomicterrorism 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 ofthe House Republican Research
Committee Task Force on Terrorism and
Unconventional Warfare. The report
blamedSyria andIran fordistributing the
Supernote,andstatedthatit wasactually

being printed by the governmentofIran
at the mint in Teheran—charges that
Trancalled “wild hallucinationsofthe ex-
tremeright.”

Indeed, the theory expressed to Paul
Kelly by the Secret Service agents in
1992—that the Supernotefacility is in ei-
ther Lebanon or Syria, and is protected
by the Syrian military—is now considered
factby manyat the State Department, ac-
cording to insiders. A counterfeit hun-
dred oflesser qualityis 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
andtheSyrian President, Hafiz al-Assad.
The State Departmentis hindered in
those discussions, however, by the slow

progress of the Supernote investigation
onthepart ofthe Secret Service; without
knowingtheprecise locationofthe print-
ing operation, one source says, “it’s
difficult to poundthetable.”

‘The Secret Service, meanwhile, may

notbealtogether to blameforits lack of
progress on the Supernote.It has appar-
ently been held back bya curiouspolicy
decision of the United States Treasury,
which has often been accused of being a
schizophrenicinstitution—part banker,
part cop. In dealing with the Supernote,
the bankerconstituency evidentlyhas set
the agenda. The Treasury, takingits cue
from the Federal Reserve, has a difficult
time regarding counterfeiting, even on a
very large scale, as a macroeconomic
problem, becausecashis a relatively small

percentage of the total moneysupply.
Wiretransfers, checks, and credit-card
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transactions,after all, run into thetril-

lions. Counterfeiting becomessignifi-
cant to the Fed only if it undermines
confidencein thedollar.

Dozensofinterviews with high-level
insiders left the impression that the Fed-
eral Reserve and the Treasury don’t fear
the Supernoteitself as much as they fear
aconfidence problem that mightresult if
they publicly acknowledgeit and counte-
nancea large-scale investigation. (As one
expert oninternational terrorism who has
looked into the Supernote puts it, “If the
note is that nearlyperfect, 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 significant increase of

Secret Service agents overseas. In late
August,the Service finally won approval
to openitsfirst permanentoffice in the
Middle East, in Cyprus.

The Treasury’s efforts to keep the ex-
istence ofthe Supernote quiet have failed.
Afterfive years of Supernote production,
merchants andbank tellers in manyfor-
eign cities, notably in Europe and the Far
East, are increasingly reluctant to accept
hundred-dollar bills. In Augustof 1994,
for example, the columnist Liz Smith

noted that “top banks” in London would
not exchange poundnotes 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 thatcity.
Senator Patrick Leahy, whoserves on the
Banking Committee, complained re-

centlythat while he was on vacation in
Ireland this summer establishments
would sooner accepthis 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
withoutever once publicly mentioningit.
Ata press conferencenotableforits lev-
ity (introductory remarks were delivered
by an actor dressed as Ben Franklin),
Robert E. Rubin, the Secretary of the

Treasury, announcedthefirst significant
redesign of American currency since
1929, to commencenext year with a new

hundred-dollar bill. Among the modi-
ficationsarea larger, off-center portrait,

a watermark, anda patch ofink thatshifts
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, andcolorlaser printers. He de-

scribed the amountof 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 ofthe curve.”

It remains to be seen just how effec-
tive a solution the currency redesign will
be. Evenif the Middle Eastern counter-
feiters cannot duplicate the new hundred,
they can continue to cause damage for
sometimewiththe old. The Treasury has
a policy ofnever 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,andthe replacementof
old bills asthey 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, emphasizesthat “we will have two

kinds of moneycirculating 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
equipmentis indeedserious, it is far-
fetched to think that that threat alone
prompted the currency redesign. Since
1990, hundreds andfifties have had two
anti-reprographic features: a translucent
polymer thread embedded in the paper,
and microprinting aroundtheportrait. By
1993, the thread and the microprinting
had been added to twenties, tens, and

fives. Even those features, which did vir-
tually nothingtoalter the look ofthe 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. Manypoliticians, meanwhile,
have long held that a dramatic redesign
ofthe currencywould be highlyoffensive
to the American public—like changing
theflag. While other nationsregularlyal-
ter their currency—GreatBritain, for

example, has remade the pound notesix
times since 1914—theprinting plates of
American paper money have changed
so little since 1929 that on the back of a
new ten-dollar bill the car driving bythe

Treasury Buildingis ofModelT vintage.
Needless to say, the consistency of

those printingplatesis a benefit to coun-
terfeiters. Back in 1981, the Secret Ser-
vice began agitating fora full-scale rede-
sign ofthe currency, out of concern that
United States paper money mightbe vul-
nerable not merely to amateur reprogra-
phybutto an industrial-level 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 theuse of multiple colors, a standard
feature in major currencies throughout
the world.

In 1984,after three years ofstudy 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 ofthe 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, andrepresentatives of
both the B.E.P. and the Secret Service
showedthe prototypesto Baker’s deputy,
Richard Darman, who, one of those
representativessays,flatlyrejected them.
In 1986, Bakerfinally approved only
two new features—the polymer thread
and the microprinting. The Secret
Service madeit clear that it considered
the changes insufficient protection
against various types of counterfeiting,
and received assurances from the Trea-
sury that other changes would comesoon.

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 ofembedding a poly-
merthread, and in 1986 the B.E.P. was
forced to seek other bidders. The most
promising newsupplier, Portals Ltd., a
British paper manufacturer, was knocked
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outof the running the following year,
however, when Massachusetts Represen-

tative Silvio Conte, a close friend of
Crane's late chairman, put through an
amendmentto an appropriationsbill re-
quiring that American currency paper be
supplied by anAmerican-owned concern.
Cranegotanotherchanceto produce pa-
per with an embedded thread, andfinally

succeeded in 1989.
The Treasury's reluctanceto alter the

traditional lookof the currency is appar-
ent even in the redesign thatis to take
effect next year. Secretary Rubinstresses
that the new currency “retains the basic
American feel and look”—it will be
printed on the same Cranepaper,of the
same size, and in the same twocolors.
Mary Ellen Withrow,the Treasurer, says
that the use ofadditional colors was never
seriously considered. “Greenis the color
of prosperity, and black is a good thing,
too—it shows we're sound andsolid and
in theblack,” shesays.

‘HE Treasury remains obsessively se-
cretive about the Supernote, to the

pointof denial. At a hearing before the
House Banking Committee last year,

Guy Caputo, then the deputy director of
the SecretService, wouldnotconfirm 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 ofit.”

Allison’s statementwas an astounding
one, considering that on September 13th
Viktor Melnikov,the directorofforeign-
currency regulation and control for the
Russian Central Bank, metwith represen-
tatives of the State Department and de-
scribed a Supernote epidemicin 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 betweenfifteen and twentybillion
dollars—more dollars than rubles—and
that the American hundred wasan espe-
cially popular denomination. Unfortu-
nately, he said, betweenfifteen and twenty

per centof those dollars werebelieved to
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be “counterfeit, ‘Supemotes,’ ” and he added

that “the situation was so bad that Ger-
man banks would no longer accept 100
dollarbills from Russian citizens.”

Theseverity ofthe Supernote problem
in Russia is even more remarkablein light
ofthe volumeofgenuine hundred-dollar
bills that are being sent there. In the last
year, a handful ofAmerican banks—led

by Republic National—have shipped
morethan twentybillion dollars in crisp,
new hundred-dollar bills to aboutfifty
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 Departmentrepresentatives
that atleast half the banks in Russia were
believed to be controlled by organized
crime, and expressed concern that much
of the moneycoming from the United
States “was being used for illegal pur-
poses, including narcotics trafficking.”
Republic National and the other banks
may be profiting handsomely on their
transactionfees, but theyare breaking no
laws in sendingall that cash to Russia; in-
deed, they buy it directly from the Fed-
eral Reserve, andthe stacks of hundreds
arrive by plane in Moscowstill in their
governmentshrink-wrap. Allison, of the
Fed, acknowledged that some “undesir-
able stuff” mightbe going on in Russia—
it’s a big country, he pointed out—but he
spoke with obvioussatisfaction of the
Russian demandfordollars. “Issuing cur-
rencyis about the best racketthere is for
a government,” hesaid,smiling.

‘Theclosest that any Treasury employ-
eesinterviewed for this account came to
admitting the existence ofthe Supernote
was an acknowledgmentby twoSecret
Service officials—Paul Hackenberry, the
assistant director of investigations, and
Richard Rohde, the head ofthe counter-
feit division—thata “family” of counter-
feit hundreds was being printed in the
Middle East. But theyinsisted 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 andtheother a Series 1993. Al-
though he took considerable pains to
pointoutvarious 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 &
Companyyearsto accomplish.

But Hackenberry and Rohde were
willing, even eager, to talk about the
alarmingrise offoreign counterfeiting of
American currency, and the need for the

Secret Service to enhanceits overseas
presence—an obvious source of frustra-
tion. Rohdesaid that of the counterfeit
American money seized within the
United States last year, seventy-two per
cent was manufactured abroad, and that
the volumeofseizures outside the United
States wasincreasing every year. In Au-
gust, the Royal Canadian Mounted Po-

lice, with the help of the Secret Service,

confiscated a hundredandtwelvemillion
dollars in fake hundredsin Saint-Constant,
Quebec; in Bogota, Colombia, counter-
feiters copiously produce hundreds and
twenties on the bleached paperofauthen-
tic dollar bills.

Theestablishmentof a new office in
Cyprus mayatlast help the Secret Ser-
vice answer some key questions about the
Supernote. (Until now,the task force in

Cyprushasconsisted mostly ofagents on
temporary loanfrom offices in Rome and
the United States, with occasional assis-
tancefrom the Parisoffice, 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 is 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 developmentofa
deployable nuclear device; in the former
Soviet Union, weapons-grade plutonium
is reputedlyfor sale. Robert Leuveris
convincedthat the Supernoteis designed
to cause economic harm.“This is an act
ofterrorism—monetary warfare,” he says.
“The Treasury won’t admitit.”

Since 1979,Syria has appeared on the
State Department'slist of terrorist na-
tions—a small club of countries that in-
cludes Cuba,Iran, Iraq, Libya, North
Korea, and Sudan. While no Syrian
officials are known to have been directly
involved in planning or executingterror-
ist 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
triedtoinitiate discussions with the State
Departmentto have its name removed
from thelist; Damascusis publicly com-

mitted to the Middle Eastpeace process,
and duringthepastthree 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
beenbriefed on the Supernote by two Se-
cret Service agents from the Cyprus task
force. A State Departmentofficial says
that stopping production of the Super-
note wouldlikely be a condition ofSyria’s
removal from theterroristlist.

‘Thereis little reason to believe that a
diplomatic solution will work. Syria,
somepeople have observed, is as much a
racketeering enterprise as it is a nation,
and for yearsit has allegedly been in-
volvedin the international drug trade—a
business often complemented by counter-
feiting. According to a 1992 congres-
sional report, large quantities ofheroin—
at the timeofthe report, nearly twenty
per cent ofUnited States consumption—
along with hashish andcocaine, are pro-
duced in the Bekaa Valley. The report
named several high-ranking members of
the Syrian governmentand military as
conspirators in the drugtrafficking,
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-enforcementissue,
let alone one of national security. +

 

BLOCK THAT METAPHOR!

[From the Los Angeles Times]

“What can be ered from this orderis
that the court tentatively has decided atleast
one section ofthe propositionis unconstitu-
tional,” said Stephen Yagman, who has filed one
offive anti-Proposition 187 lawsuits before
Pfaelzer.“If it turns outthatfinding one un-
constitutional means the others can't be en-
forced, the court doesn’t need to look at any
particular sections, becausethey fall like domi-
noesrather than each being a duckhaving to
be hit with a round of Buckshot?



ANNALS OF RACE

THIRTEEN WAYS OF LOOKING
AT A BLACK MAN

A different kindofjury—one made up ofblack cultural leaders—weighs in

on the Simpson verdict and the Million Man March.

‘Be day, in every way, we are
getting meta and meta,”the phi-
losopherJohn Wisdom used to

say, venturinga cultural counterpartto
Emile Coué’s famous mantraofself-
improvement. So it makes sense that in
the aftermath of the Simpsontrial the
focusofattention has been swiftly dis-
placed from theverdict to the reaction to
the verdict, and then to the reaction to

the reactionto the verdict, and,finally,

to the reaction to thereaction to the re-
action to the verdict—whichis to say,
black indignation at white angerat black
jubilation at Simpson’s acquittal. It’s a
spiral madepossible by therelay circuit
ofrace. Only in America.
An American historian I know regis-

ters a widespread sense ofbathos when
he says, “Who would have imagined that

the Simpsontrial wouldbelike the Ken-
nedyassassination—that you'd remem-
ber where you were whentheverdict was
announced?” Buteveryone does, ofcourse.

The eminentsociologist William Julius
Wilson was in the red-carpet lounge of a
United Airlines terminal, the only black
ina crowd ofwhitetravellers, and found

himselfas stunned and disturbed as they
were. Wynton Marsalis, on tour with his
bandin California,recalls that “every-
body wasacting like they were above
watchingit, but then whenit gotto be
ten o’clock—zoom,wesaid,‘Putthe ver-
dict on!” Spike Lee was withJackie
Robinson's widow, Rachel, rummaging

througha trunkfilled with her husband’s
belongings, in preparation for a bio-pic
he’s making ontheathlete. Jamaica
Kincaid was sittingin hercar in the park-
inglot of her local grocery store in Ver-
mont,listening to the proceedings on
National Public Radio, and she didn’t

pull outuntil after they were over. | was
teachinga literature seminar at Harvard

 

BY HENRY LOUIS GATES, JR.

from twelve to two, and watched the

verdict with theclass ona television set
in the seminar room. That’s where first
saw thesortof racialized response that
itselfwouldfill television screensfor the
next few days: the white students looked
aghast, andthe black students cheered.
“Maybeyoushould remindthe students
thatthisis a case about two people who
were brutally slain, and not an occasion
to celebrate,” my teachingassistant, a

white woman, whispered to me.
The two weeksspanning the O.J.

Simpsonverdict and Louis Farrakhan’s
Million Man March on Washington
were a good timefor connoisseurs ofra-
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, whenall the pieties were cleared

away,blacks really werestrangers in their
midst. (The unspoken sentiment: AndI

thought Iknew thesepeople.) There was
thefaintest tincture of the Southern slave-
owner'sdisquietin the aftermath ofthe
bloodyslave revolt led by Nat Turner—
when the gentleman farmerwasleft to
wonder whichofhis smiling,servile re-

tainers would haveslit Ais throatif 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 noteofa slight
froideur between themselves and their
nannies and babysitters—the awkward-
ness of an unbroachedsubject. Rita Dove,
whorecently completed a term as the
United States Poet Laureate, and who
believes that Simpson wasguilty, found
it “appalling that white people were so
outraged—moreappalling than the de-
cision as to whether he wasguilty or
not.” Ofcourse, it’s possible to overstate

the tensions. Marsalis invokes the ex-

ample ofteam sports, saying, “You want
yourside to win, whatevertheside is

going to be. Andthethingis, we'restill
at a pointin ournational history where
welook at each otheras sides.”

The matterof side-taking cuts deep.
An old cartoondepicts a woman whohas
taken her errant daughterto seea child
sychiatrist. “And when we were watch-

ing ‘The Wizard of Oz,’”the distraught

motheris explaining, “she was rooting
for the wicked witch!” What many
whites experienced was the bewildering
sensethat an entire population had been
rooting for the wrongside. “Thiscaseis
a classic example ofwhatI call intersti-
tial spaces,” says Judge A. Leon Higgin-
botham, whorecently retired from the

federal Court of Appeals, and wholast
monthreceived the Presidential Medal
of Freedom.“Thejury system is predi-
cated ontheideathatdifferent people
can view the sameevidence and reach
diametrically opposed conclusions.” But
the observation brings little solace. Ifwe
disagree about somethingso basic, how
can wefind agreementaboutfar thornier
matters? For white observers, what's

even scarier than the idea that black
Americans were plumpingforthevil-
lain, which is a misprision ofvalue,is
theidea that black Americansdidn’t rec-
ognize him as the villain, which is a mis-
prision offact. How can conversation
begin when wedisagree aboutreality?
To putit atits harshest, for many whites

a sincere belief in Simpson’s innocence
looks less like the culture ofprotest than
like the culture of psychosis.

JERHAPS youdidn’t knowthat Liz Clai-
borne appeared on “Oprah”notlong

ago andsaid that she didn’t design her
clothes for blackwomen—thattheir hips
were too wide. Perhaps you didn’t know



that the soft drink Tropical Fantasy is
manufactured by the Ku Klux Klan and
containsa special ingredient designed to
sterilize black men. (A warningflyer dis-
tributed in Harlem fewyears ago claimed
that these findings were vouchsafed on
thetelevision program “20/20.”) Perhaps
you didn’t know that the Ku Klux Klan
has a similar arrangement with Church’s
Fried Chicken—oris it Popeye's?

Perhaps you didn’t know these things,
but a good manyblack Americans think
they do,and will discuss them with the
same intentnessthey bringto speculations
about the “shadowy figure” in a Brent-
wooddriveway. Never mindthat Liz Clai-
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é bomehas never appeared on “Oprah,” that
the beleaguered Brooklyn companythat
makes Tropical Fantasy has goneas far as
to make available an F.D.A.assayofits
ingredients, and that those ffied-chicken

; franchises pose a threat mainly to black
folks’ arteries. The folklorist Patricia A.

> Turner, whohas collected dozensofsuch
tales in an invaluable 1993 study of ru-
morin African-American culture, “I
Heard ItThrough the Grapevine,” points

; out the patterns to be found here: that
these stories encode regnant anxieties,
thatthey take root underparticular condi-
tions andplayparticular social roles, that
the currency of rumorflourishes 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 whyblacks seem particularly
susceptible to rumors and conspiracy
theories, you mightlookat a history inST
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whichtheofficial story was a poor guide
to anything that mattered much, andin
which rumorsometimes verged on the
truth. Heard the one about the L.A. cop
whohatedinterracial couples, fantasized

about makinga bonfire ofblack bodies,
and boastedofplanting evidence? How
about the one aboutthe federal govern-
ment's forty-year study ofhow untreated
syphilis affects black men? For that mat-
ter, have you ever read through someof
the F.B.I.’s COINTELPROfiles?(“Thereis
but one wayoutfor you,” an F.B.I. scribe

wrote to Martin Luther King,Jr., in 1964,
thoughtfully urging on him the adyan-
tagesofsuicide. “Youbetter take it be-

fore yourfilthy, abnormal, fraudulentself
is baredto the nation.”)

People arrive at an understanding of
themselves and the world through narra-
tives—narnatives purveyed by schoolteach-
ers, newscasters, “authorities,” andall
the other authors ofour commonsense.
Counternarrativesare, in turn, the means

by which groupscontest that dominantre-
alityand the fretwork ofassumptionsthat
supportsit. Sometimes delusionlies that
way; sometimesnot. There’s a sense in
which muchofblack historyis simply
counternarrative that has been document-
ed andlegitimatized, 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 counternarrativesis an in-
dex to alienation, notto skin color: wit-
ness Representative Helen Chenoweth,of

Idaho, andher devoted constituents. With

all the appositenessof allegory, the cop-
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ies of “The Protocols ofthe Elders of
Zion”sold by black venders in New
York—whoare supplied with them by
Lushena Books,a black-nationalist book

wholesaler—were published by the white
supremacist AngriffPress, in Hollywood.
Paranoia knowsnocoloror coast.

pe though,it’s misleading to
view counternarrative as another

pathologyofdisenfranchisement.If the
MLLA.myth, say, is rooted amonga largely
working-class constituency,there are many
myths—oneofthem known as Reagan-
ism—that hold considerable appeal among
the privileged classes. “So many white
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brothers andsisters are living in state of
denial in termsof how deep white suprem-
acy is seated in their culture andsociety,”
the scholar andsocial critic Cornel West
says. “Now werecognize thatin a funda-
mental sense wereally dolive in different
worlds.”In thatrespect, the reaction to the
Simpsonverdict has been something ofan
education. Thenovelist Ishmael Reed talks
of“wealthywhite male commentators who
live in a world wherethepolice don’tlie,

don'tplant evidence—anddrug dealers give
you unlimited credit.” Headds, “Nicole,

you know,also dated Mafia hit men.”
“I think he’s innocent,I really do,”

Westsays. “I do thinkit waslinked to
somedrug subculture ofviolence. It
looks as if both O.J. and Nicole had
someconnection to drugactivity. And
the killings themselves were classic ex-
amples ofthat drug culture ofviolence.
It could have to do with money owed—
it could have to do with a numberof
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“We'vegot to talk.”

things. AndI think that O.J. was quite
awareofandfearfulofthis.” Onthis
theory, Simpson may have appeared at
the crime scene as a witness. “I think
that he had a sensethat it was coming
down, both on him and onher, and

Brother Ron Goldman just happened to
bethere,” West conjectures. “Butthere's
a possibility also that OJ. could have been
there, gone over andtried to see what

wasgoing on,saw that he couldn’thelp,
split, and just ran away. He might have
said, T can’t stop this thing, and they are

comingat meto do the samething.’ He
mayhaveactually runfor his life.”

Tobelieve that Simpsonis innocent
is to believe thata terrible injustice has
been averted,andthisis precisely what
manyblack Americans, including many
prominent ones, do believe. Thus the
soprano Jessye Normanis angry over
whatsheseesas the decision of the me-
dia to prejudge Simpsonrather than
“educate the public as to how we could
possibly look at thingsa bitdifferently.”
She says she wishesthatthereal culprit
“wouldstand upandsay, I did this and I
am sorry I caused so much trouble.’” And
while sheis sensitive to the issue of spou-
sal abuse, sheis skeptical about the way
it wasenlisted by the prosecution: “You
haveto stop getting into how they were

at home,because there are nota lot of
relationships that could be putontelevi-
sion that we would think, O.K., that’s a

good one.I mean,just stop pretending
thatthis is the case.” Then,too,she asks,
“Isn’t it interesting to you that this Faye
Resnick person wasstaying with Nicole
Brown Simpson and that she happened
to have left on the eighth ofJune? Does
thattell you that maybethere’s some aw-
ful coincidence here?” The widespread
theory about murderousdrug dealers
Norman finds“perfectly plausible, know-
ing what drugs do,” and she adds, “Peo-
ple are punishedfor being bad.”

There’s a sense in whichall such ac-
counts can be considered counternar-
ratives, or fragments ofthem—subaltern

knowledge,ifyou like. They dispute the
tenetsofofficial culture; they do not re-
ceive the imprimaturofeditorialists or of
networkbroadcasters; they are notseri-
ously entertained on “MacNeil/Lehrer.”
Andwhentheydo surface they are given
consideration primarily for their ethno-
graphic value. Anofficial culture treats
their claimsas it does those of millenar-
ian cultists in Texas, or Marxist decon-

structionists in the academy: asthings to
be diagnosed,deciphered, given mean-
ing—thatis, another meaning. Black
folk say they believe Simpsonis inno-
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cent, and then the white gatekeepers
of a mediaculturecajolingly explain
whatblack folk really mean when
theysayit, offering the explanation
from the highest of motives: because
the alternative is a populationthat, by
their lights, is not merely counter-

normative but crazy. Black folk may
mean anythingatall; just not what
they say they mean.

ET you need nothingso grand as
an epistemic rupture to explain

why different people weigh the evi-
dence ofauthority differently. In the
words of the cunning Republican
campaign slogan, “Whodoyoutrust?”
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 1963essay, “My Ne-
gro Problem, and Ours”—oneofthe
frankest accounts we have ofliberal-
ism andrace resentment—tells of a
Brooklyn boyhood spent under the

shadowofcarefree, cruel Negro assail-
ants, and ofthe author's residual unease

when hepasses groups ofblacksin his
Upper West Side neighborhood. And
yet, he notesin a crucial passage, “I
know now,as I did not know when I
was a child, that power is on myside,

that the police are working for me and
notfor them.” That ordinary, unremark-

able comfort—thefeeling that“the po-
lice are working for me”—continuesto
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 waskilled by the police under dis-
puted circumstances. Asolderblacks like
to repeat, “When whitefolks say ‘justice,
they mean ‘just us.’”

Blacks—in particular, black men—
swaptheir experiencesofpolice encoun-
ters like warstories, and there are few
who don’t have more than onestoryto
tell. “These stories havea ring ofcliché
about them,” Erroll McDonald, Pan-
theon’s executive editor and oneofthe
few prominentblacksin publishing,
says, “but, as weall knowaboutclichés,

they're almostalways true.” McDonald
tells of renting a Jaguar in New Orleans
and being stopped by the police—simply



INTERPRETING BLACK PEOPLE

“to show cause why I shouldn’t be deemed
a problematic Negro in a possibly stolen
car.” Wynton Marsalissays, “Shit, the
police slapped me upside the head when
T was in high school. I wasn’t Wynton
Marsalis then. I wasjust another nig-
ger standing out somewhere on the
street whose head could be slapped and
did get slapped.” The crime novelist
Walter Mosleyrecalls, “When I was a
kid in Los Angeles, they used to stop
meall the time, beat on me,follow me

around,tell me that I was stealing
things.” Nor does William Julius Wil-
son—whohasa son-in-law on the Chi-
cago police force (“You couldn'tfind a
nicer, more dedicated guy”)—wonder
why he wasstopped near a small New
England townby a policeman who
wanted to know what he was doing in
those parts. There’s a movingviolation
that many African-Americans know as
D.W.B.: Driving While Black.

So weall have ourstories. In 1968,
when I was eighteen, a man who knew me
waselected mayor ofmy WestVirginia
county,in an upset victory. A few weeks
into his term, he passed on something
he thoughtI should know:the county
police had madea list ofpeopleto be ar-
rested in the eventof a seriouscivil dis-
turbance, and my name wasonit. Years
of conditioning will tell. Wynton
Marsalis says, “My worstfear is to have
to go beforethe criminal-justice system.”
Absurdly enough,it’s mine, too.

(Aorer barrier to interracial com-
prehensionis talk of the “race

card’—a phrase thatitselfin-
furiates many blacks. Judge
Higginbotham, who pro-
nounceshimself “not un-
comfortableatall” with the
verdict, is uncomfortable in-

deed with charges that
Johnnie Cochranplayed the
race card. “This whole point
is one hundredpercentin-
accurate,” Higginbotham
says. “Ifyou knewthat the
mostimportantwitness had
a historyof racism and hos-
tility against black people,
that should havebeen a rel-
evantfactorof inquiry even
if the jury had been all
white.If the defendant had
been Jewish and thepolice
officer had a longhistory of

expressed anti-Semitism and having
planted evidence against innocentper-
sons who were Jewish, I can’t believe
that anyone would havebeen saying that
defense counsel wasplaying the anti-
Semitism card.” Angela Davis finds the
very metaphorto be a problem. “Raceis
nota card,”shesaysfirmly. “The whole
case was pervadedwith issuesofrace.”

Those who share her view were espe~
cially outraged at Robert Shapiro’s fa-
mouspost-trial rebuke to Cochran—for
notonly playing the race card but deal-
ing it “from the bottom ofthe deck.”
Ishmael Reed, whois writing a book

aboutthe case, regards Shapiro’s re-
marksas sheer opportunism:“He wants
to keephis Beverly Hills clients—a per-
fectly commercial reason.” In Judge
Higginbotham’sview, “Johnnie Cochran

establishedthathewas aseffective 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
manywhites when you have a one-on-
one challengein termsofintellectual
competition. If Edward Bennett Wil-
liams, who wasoneof the mostable
lawyers in the country, had raised the
sameissues, half of the complaints
would notexist.”

By the sametoken,the display of
black prowess in the courtroom was
heartening for many black viewers.
Cornel Westsays, “I think part of the
problem is that Shapiro—andthisis
true ofcertain white brothers—has a
profoundfear of black-male charisma.
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Andthisis true notonlyin the law but
across the professional world. Yousee,

you have so manytalented white broth-
ers who deserveto bein thelimelight.
Butoneofthe reasons theyare notin
thelimelightis that they are notcharis-
matic. And here comesa black person
who’s highly talented butalso charis-
matic and therefore able to command
center stage. So you geta very real vis-
ceral kind ofjealousy 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 racecard has always
been the joker. And thejokeris the his-
tory ofsexual racial politics in this coun-
try. People forget the singularityof this
issue—people forget that less than a
centuryago black men were routinely
lynched for merely glancing at white
womenorfor having been thought to
have glanced at a white woman.” He
adds, with mordantirony, “Now we've
cometo a pointin our history where a
black man could,potentially, have mur-

dered a white woman andthrownina
white man to boot—andgotoff. So the
country has becomefar more complex in
its discussionofrace.” Thisis, as he ap-

preciates, less than perfectly consoling
thought.

“QUT he’s coming for me,” a woman

musesin Toni Morrison’s 1994
novel, “Jazz,” shortly before she is mur-
dered bya jealous ex-lover. “Maybeto-
morrowhe'll find me. Maybetonight.”

 “Stop having goodideasfor otherpeople.”
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Morrison, it happens,is less interested in
the grandpassionsoflove and requital
than sheis in the curious texture ofcom-
munal amnesty. In the event, the wom-

an’s death goes unavenged; the man who
killed heris forgiven even by herfriends
andrelatives. Neighbors feel that the man
fell victim to her wiles, that he didn’t

understand “how sheliked to push people,

men.” Or, as one of them says of her,

“ive the life; pay the price.” Even the
woman—whorefuses to namethe culprit
as shebleeds to death—seemsto accede to
the view that she broughtit on herself.

It’s an odd anddisturbing theme, and
one with something ofa history in black
popular culture. An R. & B.hit from
1960, “There’s Something on Your
Mind,”relates the anguish ofa man who
is driventokill byhis lover's infidelity.
Thechorusalternates with spoken nar-
rative, which informsusthathisfirst

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 anotheroneofyour
bestfriends through the door. This really
makes you blow your top, and you go right
ahead and shoother. Andrealizing what
you've done, you say: “Baby, please, speak to
me. Forgive me. I'm sorry.”

“Weare aforgiving people,” Anita
Hill tells me, and shelaughs, a little un-

easily. We're talking about the support
for O. J. Simpsonin the black commu-
nity; at least, I think weare.
A black woman told the Times last

week, “Hehas been punished enough.”
But forgiveness is notall.
There is also an elementin
this of outlaw culture: the
tendency—whichunites our
lumpenproles with our post-
modern ironists—to celebrate
transgressionforits own sake.
Spike Lee, who wassurprised
but “wasn’t happy”at the ver-
dict (‘I would have bet money
that he was going to the slam-
mer”), reacheda similar conclusion: “A
lotofblack folks said, ‘Man, O]J.is bad,
you know.Thisis thefirst brother in the
history of the world who got away with
the murderofwhite folks, and a blond,
blue-eyed womanat that.’”

Butthenthere is the folk wisdom on
the question of why Nicole Brown
Simpsonhad to die—the theodicy ofthe
streets. For nothing could be further
from the outlaw ethic than the simple

and widely sharedcertainty that, as Jes-
sye Normansays, people are punished
for doing wrong. And compoundingthe
sentimentis Morrison’s subject—the
culturally vexedstatus of the so-called
crimeofpassion, or what sometook to

be one, anyway. Youplay, you pay:it’s
an attitude thatexists on thestreets, but
not onlyonthestreets, and one that
somehow attaches to Nicole, rather than
to her ex-husband. Many counter-
narratives revolve around her puta-
tive misbehavior. Theblack feminist
Bell Hooks notes with dismay that what
manypeople tookto be a “narrative of a
crime of passion” hadasits victim “a
womanthat manypeople, white and
black, felt was like a whore.Precisely by
being a sexually promiscuous woman, by
being a woman whouseddrugs, by be-
ing a white womanwith a black man,
she hadalready fallen from grace in
many people’s eyes—there was no way
to redeem her.” Ishmael Reed,for one,
has nointerest in redeemingher. “To
paint O.J. Simpsonasa beast, they
hadto depict heras a saint,” he com-

plains. “Apparently, she had a violent
temper. Sheslapped her Jamaican maid.
I'm wondering,the feminists who are
giving Simpsonsuch a hard time—do
they approve ofwhite women slapping
maids?”

F course, the popular trial ofNicole

Brown Simpson—oneconducted
offcamera, in whispers—has further oc-

cluded anything recognizableas sexual
politics. When Anita Hill
heardthat O. J. Simpson was
goingto be part ofthe Million
Man March on Washington,
shefelt it was entirely in keep-
ing with the occasion: a trial
in whichshebelieved that
matters of gender had been
“bracketed” was going to be
succeeded by a march from
which womenwereexcluded.

And, while Minister Louis Farrakhan
had told black men that October 16th
was to serve as a “day ofatonement”for
their sins, the murder of Nicole Brown

Simpson and Ronald Goldman was ob-
viously not among thesins he had in
mind. Bell Hooks argues, “Both O,J.’s
case and the Million Man March con-
firm that, while white menare trying to
besensitive and pretending they're the
new man,black menare saying that pa-

triarchy mustbe upheldatall costs, even
ifwomen mustdie.” Shesees the march
as a congenial arena for Simpson in
symbolic terms:“I think he’d liketo strut
his stuff, as thepatriarch. Heis the dick
thatstayed hard longer.”(“Thesurpris-
ing thingis that you won't see Clarence
Thomasgoing on that march,” Anita
Hill remarks of anothericonofpatriar-
chy.) Farrakhan himself prefers meta-
phors of military mobilization, but the
exclusionarypolitics of the event has
clearly distracted from its ostensible
messageofsolidarity. “First ofall, I
wouldn’t go to no war andleave half
the army home,” says Amiri Baraka,

the radical poet and playwright who
achievedinternational renown in the six-
ties as the leading spokesmanfor the
Black Arts movement. “Logistically, that
doesn’t make sense.” He notes that
Martin Luther King’s 1963 March on
‘Washington was“much moreinclusive,”
and sees Farrakhan’s regression as “an
absolute duplication ofwhat's happening
in the country,” from Robert Blyon: the
sacralization ofmasculinity.

Somethinglike that dynamic is what
manywhite feminists saw on display in
the Simpsonverdict; butit’s among
womenthattheracial divideis especially
salient. The black legal scholar and ac-
tivist Patricia Williams says she was
“stunned by theintensely personal re-
sentmentofsome ofmy white women
friendsin particular.” Stunnedbut, on
reflection, not mystified. “This is Greek
drama,” she declares. “Two of the most
hotly contendedaspects ofourlives are
violence among human beings who hap-
pen to be police officers and violence
among humanbeings whohappento be
husbands, spouses,lovers.” Meanwhile,

our attention has been fixated on the
rhetorical violence between human be-
ings who happento disagree about the
outcomeofthe O.J. Simpsontrial.

Ts a cliché to speak of the Simpson
trial as a soap opera—as entertain-

ment, as theatre—butit’s also true, and
in ways thatare worth exploringfurther.
Foronething,thetrial providesa fitting

rejoinder to those whoclaim thatwelive
in an utterly fragmentedculture,bereft
of the commonnarratives that bind a
people together. True, Parson Weems
has given wayto Dan Rather, but public
narrative persists. Nor hasit escaped no-
tice that the biggest televised legal con-
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tests ofthelast halfdecade have involved
race matters: Anita Hill and Rodney
King. So there youhaveit: the Simpson
trial—black entertainmenttelevision at
its finest. Ralph Ellison’s hopefulinsis-
tence on the Negro’scentrality to Amer-
ican culturefinds,at last, a certain taw-

dry confirmation.
“The media generated in people a

feeling of being spectators at a show,”
the novelistJohn Edgar Widemansays.
“Andatthe end of a show you applaud.
You are happyfor the good guy. There
is that senseof primal identification and
closure.”Yet it’s a fallacy of“cultural lit-
eracy” to equate shared narratives with
shared meanings. Thefact that Ameri-
can TV shows are rebroadcast across the
globe causes manypeople to wring their
handsover the menace ofcultural impe-
rialism; seldom do they botherto inquire
about the meanings thatdifferent people
bring to and drawfrom these shows.
Whenthey do makeinquiries, the re~
sults are often surprising. One researcher
talked to Israeli Arabs whohadjust
watched an episode of“Dallas’—an epi-
sode in which SueEllen takes her baby,
leaves her husband,J.R., and movesin

with her ex-lover andhis father. The
Arab viewers placed their own construc-
tion on the episode: they wereall con-
vinced that Sue Ellen had movedin with
her own father—somethingthat by their
moresatleast madesense.
A similar thing happened in America

this year: the communalexperience
afforded by a public narrative (and what
narrative morepublic?) was splintered by
the politics of interpretation. Asfar as
the writer Maya Angelouis concerned,
the Simpsontrial was an exercise in
minstrelsy. “Minstrel showscaricatured
every aspect of the black man’slife, 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. Andthatis what the
trial is about. Notjust the prosecution
but everybody seemed to want to show
him as other than a normal human be-
ing. Nobodyletusjust see a man.” But
thereis, of course,little consensus about

whatgenre would best accommodate the
material. Walter Mosleysays, “Thestory
plays to large themes, so I’m sure some-
body will write aboutit. But I don’t
thinkit’s a mystery. I think it’s much
morelike 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 ofits 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 ofblack light I'd failed to pass.

*

Airless cinder-depths. But all the same,
The wayit 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.
Whatpossessed us? The bare, lopped loveliness
Ofthose 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 welay, babes in the wood,
Gazing up at the flood-face of the sky
Until 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 byside,
Recumbent onleft 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.

Heis all eyes, she is all brow and dream,

writer might makeofthe material is one
thing; what the audience has madeofit

is another.
“Simpsonis a B-movie star and peo-

ple were watchingthis like a B movie,”
Patricia Williamssays. “Andthisis not
the American B-movie ending.” Or was
it? “From myperspective as an attorney,
this trial was much morelike a movie
thana trial,” Kathleen Cleaver, who was
oncethe Black Panthers’ Minister for
Communication andis now a professor
oflaw at Emory, says. “It had the budget
of a movie,it had thecasting of a movie,

it had the tension of a movie, and the
happyending of a movie.” Spike Lee,

speaking professionally,is dubious about
thetrial’s cinematic possibilities: “I don’t
care who makesthis movie,it is never
going to equal what people have seen in
their living rooms and housesfor eight
or nine months.” Oris it grand opera?
Jessye Norman considers: “Well, it cer-
tainly hasall the ingredients. I mean,
somebody meets somebody and some-
bodygets angry with somebody and
somebodydies.” She laughs. “It sounds
like the ‘Ring’ cycle ofWagner—itreally
does.”

“This story has beentold any number
oftimes,” Angelousays. “Thefirst thing
I thought about was Eugene O’Neill’s



Her sight 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, Departement des Antiquités),

Wesent 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 ona 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 mightberetrieved
by an African-Americanliterary tradi-
tion.“I think a great writer would have
to approachit,” she tells me pensively.
“James Baldwin could have doneit. And
Toni Morrison could do it.”

“Maya Angelou could doit,”I say.
“T don’t like that kind ofstuff,” she

replies.

TSS are some for whom the ques-
tion of adaptationis notentirely

abstract. The performanceartist and
playwright Anna Deavere Smith has
already worked on the 911 tape and

—SEAMUS HEANEY

F. Lee Bailey’s cross-examination of
Mark Fuhrmanin the dramaclasses
she teaches at Stanford. Now, with a
dramaturge’s eye, she identifies what
she takes to be the climactic moment:
“Just after the verdict wasreadI will al-
ways remember two soundsand one im-
age. I heard Johnnie Cochran go ‘Ugh,’
and then I heard the weeping of Kim
Goldman.And thenI saw the image of
O.J's son, with one hand going upward
on oneeye and one hand pointed down,
shaking and sobbing.I couldn’t do the
words right now; if I could finda col-
laborator, I would do somethingelse.
I feel that a choreographer oughtto
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do that thing. Part of the tragedy was
thefactofthat‘Ugh’ andthatcrying. Be-
cause that ‘Ugh’ wasn’t evena full sound
ofvictory, really.” In “Thirteen Ways of
Looking at a Blackbird” Wallace Ste-
vens famously said he didn’t know
whetherhepreferred “The beauty of
inflections / Or the beauty of innuen-
does, / The blackbird whistling / Orjust
after.” American culture has spoken as
with onevoice: welike it just after.

Justafter is when our choices andal-
legiances are madestarkly apparent.Just
after is when interpretation can be de-
tached from the thinginterpreted. Anita
Hill, who saw her own presenceat the
Clarence Thomashearings endlessly
analyzed andallegorized,findsplenty of
significancein thetrial’s reception, but
says thetrial itselfhad none. Naturally,
the notionthatthetrialwas sui generis is
alien to most commentators. Yetit did
notarrive in the worldalready costumed
as a racial drama;it hadto be racialized.
Andthosecritics—angry whites, indig-
nant blacks—wholike 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 bythe police; the only thing
exceptional aboutthat episode was the
presenceof a video camera. But, as Bell

Hooksasks, “in what other case have
weever had a wealthy black man being
tried for murder?” Rodney King was a
black man to his captors before he was
anything else; O. J. Simpson was,first
and foremost, O.J. Simpson. Kathleen
Cleaver observes, “A black superhero
millionaire is not someone for whom
mistreatmentis an issue.” And Spike
Lee acknowledgesthat the police “don’t
really bother black people oncethey are a
personality.” On this point, I’m re-
mindedof something that Roland Gift,

the lead singer of the pop group Fine
Young Cannibals, oncetold a reporter:
‘Tm notblack, I’m famous.”

'IMPSON,too, was famousrather than
black; thatis, until the African-

American community tookits lead from
the cover of Time and,well, blackened
him. Someintellectuals are reluctant to
go along with the conceit. Angela Davis,
whoseearly-seventies career as a fugitive
anda political prisoner provides one
modelof how to be famousandblack,
speaks of the need to question the way
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“OQ. J. Simpson servesas the generic
black man,” giventhat“he did not iden-
tify himself as black before then.” More
bluntly, Baraka says, “To see him get all
of this God-damned support from
people hehas historically and steadfastly
eschewed just pissed me off. He es-
chewed black peopleall his life and then,
like Clarence Thomas, the minute he
gets jammedup he comestalking about
“Hey, I’m black.’” And the matter of

spousal abuse should remindus of an-
other role-reversal entailed by Simpson's
iconic status in a culture ofcelebrity:
Nicole Brown Simpson would have
known that her famous-not-black hus-
band commandeda certain deference
from the L.A.P.D. which she, who was
white but notyet famous,did not.

“Tt’s just amazing that we in the black
community have boughtintoit,” Anita
Hill says, with someasperity, and she
sees the manufacture of black-male
heroes as part of the syndrome. “We
continueto create a superclassof indi-
viduals whoare abovetherules.” It be-
wilders her that Simpson “was being
honored as someone who was being per-
secuted forhis politics, when he had
none,”shesays. “Not only do we forget
about the abuseof 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, anothercase study

in mutual exploitation.
Yetto accept the racial reduction

(WHITESV. BLACKS,” as last week’s
Newsweek headlinehad it) is to miss
thefact that the black community itself
is riven, and in ways invisible to most

whites. I myselfwas convinced ofSimp-
son’s guilt, so convinced thatin the mid-
dle of the night before the verdict was
to be announced I found myselfworry-
ing abouthis prospective sojourn in
prison: would hebebrutalized, raped,
assaulted? Yes, on soberreflection, such
worries over a man’s condign punish-
ment seemedsenseless, a study in mis-
placed compassion;but there it was.
‘Whenthe verdictwas announced, I was
stunned—but, then again, wasn’t my

own outrage mingled with an unac-
countablesense ofrelief? Anna Deavere
Smith says, “I am seeing more than that
white people are pissed off and black
peopleare ecstatic. I am seeing the diffi-
culty of that; I am seeing people having
difficulty talking aboutit.” And many
are weary ofwhat Ishmael Reedcalls
“zebra journalism, where everything is
seen in black-and-white.” Davis says,“I
havethefeeling that the media are in
part responsibleforthecreationofthis
so-called racial divide—puttingall the
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white people on one side andall the
black people on theotherside.”

Manyblacks as well as whites saw the
trial’s outcomeas a grim enactmentof
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 behavedthat way,” Ja-
maica Kincaid says of Simpson,taking
noteofhisrefusal to testify on his own
behalf. “Ifyou are innocent,” she be-
lieves, “you might wantto admit you
have doneevery possible thing in the
world—had sex with ten donkeys, twenty
mules—butdid notdo this particular
thing.” William Julius Wilson says mourn-
fully, “There’s something wrong with a
system where it’s better to be guilty and
rich and have good lawyers than to be
innocentand poorand have bad ones.”

The Simpson verdict was “the ulti-
matein affirmative action,” Amiri Ba-
raka says. “I know theson of a bitch did
it.” Forhis part, Baraka essentially agrees
with Shapiro's rebuke ofCochran: “Coch-
ran is belittling folks. Whathe’s sayingis
“Well, the niggers can’t understand the
questionofperjury in thefirst place. The
only thing they can understandis, ‘He
called you a nigger.’” Healludes to
Ebony’ fixation on “black firsts’—the
magazine’s spotlight coverageofthefirst
black to dothis or that—and fantasizes the
appropriate Ebony accolade. “They can

feature him onthe cover as ‘The
first Negroto kill a white woman
and get awaywithit,’ ” he offers
acidly. Then he imagines Farra-
khan introducing him withjust
that tribute at the Million Man
March. Baraka has been writing a
play called “Othello,Jr.,” so such

themes have been on his mind.
Theplayis still in progress, but
heAasjustfinished a short poem:

Free Mumia!
OJ. did it
Andyou know it.

“FT RIALs don’testablish abso-
lute truth; that’s a theo-

logical enterprise,” Patricia Wil-
liams says. So perhapsit is appro-
priate that a religious leader,
Louis Farrakhan, convened a
day of atonement; indeed, some

worry thatitis all too appropri-
ate, coming at a time whenthe

resurgentrighthasoffered us a
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longlist of sins for which black men
mustatone. Butthecrisis of race in
Americais real enough. And with re-
spectto that crisis a mass mobilization is
surely a betterfit than a criminaltrial.
These days, the assignmentofblamefor
black woes increasingly looks like an ex-
ercise in scholasticism;andcalls for in-
terracial unionincreasingly look like an.
exercisein 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 wantyouto haveit.”) The black
economist Glenn Loury says,“If I could
get a million black men together, I
wouldn’t march them to Washington,
Td march them intothe ghettos.”

But because the meanings ofthe
march are so ambiguous,it has become

itselfa racial Rorschach—a vast ambula-
tory allegory waiting to happen. The ac-
tor and director Sidney Poitier says,“If

wego on such a march to say to our-
selves andto the rest ofAmerica that we
wantto be counted among America’s
people, we would like our family struc-
ture to be nurtured andstrengthened by
ourselves and by thesociety, that’s a
good point to make.” He sees the march
as an occasion for the community to say,
“Look, weare adrift. Not only is the na-

tion adrift on the question ofrace—we,

too, are adrift. We needto have a sense
of purpose and senseofdirection.”
Maya Angelou, whoagreed to address
the assembled men, views the event

notas a display ofmale self-affirmation
butas a ceremonyofpenitence:“It’s a
chance for African-American males to
say to African-American females, ‘I’m
sorry. am sorry for what I did, and 1am
sorry for what happenedto both of us.’”
Butdifferent observers will have differ-
entinterpretations. Mass mobilizations
launch a thousand narratives—especially
amongsubscribers to what might be
called the “great event” schoolofhistory.
Andyet Farrakhan’s recurrentcalls for
individual accountability consort oddly
with the absolution, both juridical and

populist, accorded O.J. Simpson. Simp-
son has beenseen as a symbol for many
things, but heis not yet a symbolfor
taking responsibility for one’s actions.

All the same,the task for blackAmer-
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 is thisjust so muchpointing and clicking?”

DuBois’s century-old question “How
doesit feel to be a problem?” growsin
trenchancy with every newbulletin
aboutcrime and poverty. And the Simp-
sontrial spurs us to question everything
except the waythat the discourse of
crime and punishmenthas 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 meshedall too well with
the manner in which we havelong talked
aboutrace and social justice. The defen-
dant maybe free, but we remain captive
to a binary discourse of accusation and
counter-accusation,of grievance and

counter-grievance,ofvictims and vic-

timizers.It is a discourse in which O.J.
Simpsonis a suitable remedy for Rodney

King, and reductions in Medicaid are
entertained as a suitable remedyfor O. J.
Simpson:a discourse in which everyone
speaks of payback and nobodyispaid.
‘Theresult is that race politics becomes a
court of the imagination wherein blacks
seek to punish whitesfor their misdeeds
andwhites seek to punish blacks for
theirs, and aninfinite regress of score-
settling ensues—yet another way in
which weare daily becoming meta and
meta. And so an empty vessellike O. J.
Simpson becomesfilled with meaning,

and more meaning—more meaning
than any ofus can bear. No doubtit is a
far easier thing to assign blame than to
renderjustice. Butif the imagery of the
court continuesto confine the conversa-
tion aboutrace,itreally will be a crime. ¢
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A CRITIC AT LARGE

THE FALL GUY
Buster Keaton’s genius turnedslapstick andcatastrophe into comic gold.
 

BY ANTHONY LANE

Na dark night, in a nameless
town, a nameless man decides
to endhis life. Hesees a pair of

headlights approaching. Why not make
it quick, step outin front of a car? He
walks out into the road and goes into a
halfcrouch, with hands on his knees and
eyes squeezedtightlike 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 openshis
eyes, straightens up, and walks off as if
nothing had happened. Thatis 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 madein
1921. The movie lasts twenty-two minutes,
and was lost for more than sixty years.
‘Thefinal sceneisstill missing. The re-
constructed film proved to be unrecon-
structed Keaton—a sequenceofsight gags
that would have little or no logical con-
nection were it not for the manat the cen-
ter of them. Whetherheissuffering the
impactof the gags or willing them into
beingis hard to tell, but they flock toward
him as thoughhis very nature were a kind
ofmagnetic north. “Hard Luck’is dumbly
plotted, cheaply shot, and drizzling with
age; thereis no reasonit should do any-
thing exceptstutter along. And yet it
flows. Again andagain, the hero tries to
do away with himself—by swallowing a
bottle ofpoison that turnsout to be boot-
leg hooch,by lying in frontofa tram that
never reaches him—witha will that verges
on the heroic. He courts death as if his
life depended onit. Still, there is no de-
spair on his face, not a whiffof melodra-
ma. Heseemsto favor the minor-league
emotions: determination, embarrass-

ment, a gentle breeze of ennui. So what
is it with this guy? Wheredoeshefit in?

Nearing the millennium,welike to

think that black comedyis ourspecialty,
our big number—that,after all that’s hap-
pened, we've eamed it. But Buster Keaton

wasthere before us. Ifyou’re looking for
irony and fatigue, high speed and hard
luck, thestrongtoil ofgrace, then Keaton
is your man.

‘OSEPH FRANK KEATONwas born on.
October 4, 1895, in Piqua, Kansas.

This year, therefore, we are celebrating
two importantanniversaries: Keaton was
born a hundred years ago, and so was cin-
ema. The more onethinks aboutthis co-
incidence,the happier it seems. It has been
agreed,for the sake of argument,that the

imagesprojected by the Lumiére broth-
ers in 1895signalledthefact thatpictures
were nowofficially in motion.Since then,
it’s been a blast. No other medium has ac-
celerated with such outrageousbrio from
a crude new technology toa fully expres-
sive art form; on the other hand, many
movielovers fear that it may havestalled
along the way andis currently heading
with equal haste in the oppositedirection.

Inasense,it’s all Buster Keaton’s fault.

Hewasjust too good,in too many ways,
too soon. Wecall his films comedies, but

the more closelyyou inspect themthe more
convincingly he seems to have invaded
and mastered other genres. Noaction
thriller ofthe last, blood-streaked decade
has matched the kinetic violence at the
end of“SteamboatBill,Jr.,” in which a
storm pulls Keaton through one random
catastrophe after another. Anyone who
thinks that the movie-within-a-movieis
a recent conceit, the province of “The

Purple Rose of Cairo” and “Last Action
Hero,” should check out “Sherlock Jr.,”
a film in which Keaton dreams himself
into anotherfilm:hestrolls up theaisle
ofthe theatre, hopsinto the action, and

fights to keep up with its breakneck
changesofscene. Asfor “The General,”

PHOTOGRAPH BY RICHARD AVEDON

Buster Keaton, New York City, September 18, 1952.  
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where do youstart? It’s a film about a
train, butit’s also a spirited romance,

peppered with bickering and longing,
andits evocation ofthe 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—isnot something
that he needstosell us. Wejust believeit.
Heisthefirst action hero; to be precise,

heis a small, pale-faced American whois
startled, tripped,drenched, and
inspired into becoming a hero.

‘Thesedays, 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
wayoutfor directors and per-
formers when their ideas run
dry. Theold skills seem to be
fading: nobody knows how
to take a fall anymore, and
some ofwhat wesit through
is cruder than the antics of
the Keystone Cops. When the
Copspitched 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-

casionofa speedy, febrile art
that wasitself founded on
thespinningofa reel, where-
as the physical gags of today
(what you can find of them)
comeacross as mean andtired.

Weknowthat Buster Keaton entered
the world in thefall of 1895. The exact
point at which he entered the world of
entertainmentis 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-
tweenhis legs. Joe came from Quaker
stock, but he grew up a drifter and a
brawler, with a high kick that could break

a man’sjaw; he quit his homestate of In-
diana and woundup in Frank Cutler’s
Comedy Company,a troupe that worked
the new small townssouth of the Chero-
kee Strip. Healso fell for Cutler's daugh-
ter, Myra; they married in 1894, and
made a meagrelivingin travelling medi-
cine shows. In 1899, they moved their act

to New Yorkto 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 becomea professional per-
former at an age when most people
are still amateurs at going to thetoilet.
Buster was once sent to school, but
the experimentlasted less than a day.

Tt wasno surprise that he cameto the

 

Gizmos andgags: Buster unites man and machine in a
publicity shotfor “The Cameraman” (1928).

attention of the Gerry Society, which
foughtagainst the injustices of child la-
bor. As part of the act, his father would
grab hold ofa suitcase handlestitched to
the back of Buster's jacket, swing him
through theair, and let go. Sometimes

the boy wouldbe spread flat and pushed
aroundthestage as ifhe were a mop:Joe
wiped the floor with him. In an effort
to deter the Gerry investigators, Joe took
his son to the mayor ofNew York; Bus-

ter was stripped bare and inspected for
bruises. No onebelieved that a youngster
should be kicked and hurled for living,

let alone that he might e7joy the experi-
ence, and mightrelish the refinement of
his skills. There is an argumentthat the
famous Keaton expressionis notjust re-
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strainedbutclose to tears, that he is mus-
ing on miseries past andis bent on blank-
ing them out, andthathis screen persona
wasessentially rooted in a form ofchild
abuse. The trouble with this theory is
that the adult Buster was anything but
blank: within the quietudeofhis gaze—
backstage, behind the eyes—thereis 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 guyinto submis-
sion,is weirdly out of charac
ter andis 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
Keatonwas later employed in
someofhis son’s movies, to-
gether with other cronies
from vaudeville.

Slapstick toughened and
seasoned the young Buster.
Thebruises mattered less
than the muscles. Keaton’s
pictures often play on his
shortness (he was five feetsix)

orplay it up by casting him
against menshaped 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 offate,

finds undreamed-ofstrength,

and gets the girl. It is a mea-
sure ofKeaton’sdelicacyas an
actor that we can believe in

this transformation, because he himselfwas
a strongmanfrom the start. When the
shy scholar of “College,” taunted byhis
beloved,finally strips down to running
gear andjoins the other athletes, we no-
tice just how sinewy andstreamlined he
really is. The shape never changed: from
the time Busterwasa boy, that amazing,
rectangular head remained toobig for the
torso beneath it. The mismatch isjust right:
you feel sure that the body will never fly
outof control while the mindis in com-
mand. No wonder Busterbalked at dou-
bles; it is just conceivable that another

man, with similar training, might have
survived theordeals that assault a Keaton &
hero, but no oneelse could have borne 2
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 “SherlockJr.,” the gush from a
water tank blew him off thetop ofa 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
is that, unlike Jerry Lewis orJim Carrey,
he never melts or weakens into bendi-
ness. Thetraditional Buster stance de-
mandsthat 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 holdsfirm.
Nothing is more exhilarating than the
great sequence in “The General” in
which he clambers onto the roofof his
locomotive and leans gently forward to
scan theterrain, 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
straightbuttilted forward,like the Spirit
ofEcstasy on the hood ofa 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 meif I had ever been in a
motionpicture, and said,‘No,I haven’t

even been in studio.’ Andhesaid,
‘Well, come on down tothestudio Mon-
day and do a scene or two with me and
see how youlikeit.’””

‘That,at least, is the story that Keaton

gaveto an interviewer in 1958. His bi-
ographer Rudi Blesh makesit 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 Street, where three
pictures were being shot—onewith Ros-
coe (Fatty) Arbuckle; one with Con-

stance Talmadge,starring opposite the
charmingly named Harrison Ford; and
one with Norma Talmadge. (Luckily,
no onetold Buster that four years later
he would marry the third Talmadgesis-
ter, Natalie, and thatall three sisters and

their mother would move in with him.)

Buster started work with Arbuckle the
next day.

It is typical of Keaton thathis first in-
stinct was to find outprecisely what hap-
pened inside a camera. He was a gadget
freak, stirred by his good fortune at be-
ing on handfor the youthful, exploratory
years of a new mechanical medium, you
sometimesfeel that his movies’ obsession
with machines is a homage to that era.
The guy whopractically crawled into
Arbuckle’s camera is the same guy who
stuffed his films with trains and boats and
whiled awayhislater years by rigging up
vast contraptions designed to pour a shot
ofbourbonorcrack walnuts. Oneofthe
disappointments of Keaton’sfirst full-
length feature, “The Three Ages,” is that
much ofit 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, butit isn’t until he
hits the modern era that you sense him
relaxinginto the chaos ofmechanizedso-
ciety. He drives a low-grade automobile
over a bumpin the road, andthe carjust
crumbles beneath him.Rerunit on video,
in slow motion, and you can see Buster
ridingthecollapse like a surfer, hanging
onto thesteering wheel, coming beauti-
fully to rest as the wave of wreckage
breaks.

Noneofthis is an indictmentof the
industrial age. It is Chaplin who took
that noble, simplemindedline: when he
walked away from the conveyorbelt in
“Modern Times,” his handsstill tighten-
ing an invisible bolt, the joke implied that
the human soul was under threat from
machinery, and that man muststrive to
escapeits grip. Keaton, more thought-
fully, identifies an elementofplay: his
work suggests that man and machine are
a good match—that man,onoccasion, can
even comeouton top. In “SherlockJr.”
we see him perchedprecariously on the
handlebars of a fast-moving police mo-
torbike; far from panicking, he soon
settles into this new arrangement, con-
siders his options,crosseshis legs as ifhe
were perchedona sofa, andprattles ami-
ably to the cop. In his coolness,his love
ofimprovisation,his casual reluctance to
be crushed, Keaton moves further away
from the querulous, jumpy genius of
Chaplin andcloser to someonelike Fred
Astaire, who could come uponthe chug-
ging pistonsof a ship’s engines and hear
within a matter of seconds theexcitable
rhythms ofa new dance.

Buster worked with Arbuckle on and
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off for three years. Together, they made
fifteen two-reelers, some ofthem discon-

certing to watch. For onething, Keaton

was still in theprocess ofparing down the
smile. Most people think of him as the
essence of deadpan; they should take a
lookat “Fatty at ConeyIsland” andcatch
the chirpy, shining grin that splits
Buster'sface. You can see a milderversion
of it in “The Saphead,” his first starring
feature, when Buster'scharacter readshis
namein a newspaper. His smile is not un-
attractive; itjust turns him intoa different

being.If, from 1920 on, Keaton chose

not to beam at the surrounding world,it
was not because he was privy to some un-
relieved grimness but because a steady,
tight-lipped expression is the only look
that remains,like a goodsuit, suitable for

all occasions. It respects, even expects, ca~
tastrophe,but it also honors sweetness—

especiallywhen Keatoncloseshis eyes, as
ifto sniffan unseenrose.

“The Saphead”is abouta wealthy idler
who can barely summonthe energy to
becomea profligate; “The High Sign,”
made the same year, saw Keatoncast as
a rootless bum. The openingtitle reads
like Camus for cowboys: “Our Hero
came from Nowhere—he wasn’t going
Anywhere and got kicked off Somewhere.”
Taken together, the two movies demon-
strate Buster’s enviable talentfor playing
every octaveofthe social scale. He didn’t
hatetherich, and herefused to rain pity
on the poor. With mawkish cunning,
Chaplin had turned the Little Tramp
into a potent symbolof the downtrod-
den; Keaton,less consciously, embarked
upona decadeoffilms 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 anduses his chauffeur to
get from oneside of the street to the
other, it is only whenhis yachtis setadrift,

when heis 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
characterin passing and knockedhis hat
offwith a rock. Chaplin was reluctant to
shake off his Englishness or his touchi-
ness aboutclass, and his work represents

the last gasp of Victorian melodrama;
Keaton drew thefirst breath ofmodern-
ism in film, and was the first—Griffith
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notwithstanding—to show whyAmerica
wouldbe the movies’ natural home.

By 1920, Keaton was makinghis 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
“SteamboatBill, Jr.” Keatonis 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 minefouror five nights many a
week—playing cards, horsing around,
dodgingtheissue. Then,at midnight, to
the kitchen, sit on the sink, eat hamburg-

ers, and work on gags until three in the
morning.” Theperfect life, surely: a uto-
pia ofcreative brotherhood. But Bruck-
man added a twist. “Those wonderful
stories were ninety percent Buster's,” he

said. Keaton tempts us toward the auteur
theory butprovesthat it is not incompat-
ible with a loose-limbed habit ofcollabo-
ration. He remindsyou ofOrson Welles:
whatever the movie,he spiced it with his
own obsessions. Even theearliest 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 ofthe camera.
Keaton’s long shots, in which
a forlorn figure dashes through
serene open spaces, are the

deep breaths of an artist who
knowsthe valueofthe long view.

Keaton’s narrative beat was
partly a matter of technique. Un-
til he came along, cameras had
been undercrankedfor slapstick, thus in-

suring thatthe projected image was twice
as fast—andtherefore, it was believed,
twice as funny—as humanactivity in real
time. Keaton saw neitherthejustice nor
thelogic ofthis practice, and he was the
first, according to Bruckman, to shoot

comedy at standard speed;thelife that he

saw around him didn’t need whipping
up—it was funny enoughas itwas. More-
over, it was funny even whenit was bor-
ing; Keaton’s real daringlies less in the
technical advanceshe 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 starving Buster is sent
to the back of a breadline, on the side-
walk outside a clothing store. Not real-

izing that the two menin front of him
are mannequins,hestands and waits, and
the camera waits with him. He shuffles
his feet, leans against the wall, clasps his

handsbehind his back, and so on. This
seems to me a momentofrevolution: af-
ter the Keystone Cops,andafter the uni-

versal truths,ortruisms, 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 andsettling down.
Tn “One Week” (1920), a strong candi-
date for the perfect short film, Keaton

takes homemakingliterally. Starting
from plain, gag-rich premise—a pair of
newlyweds are given a housein kitform,
but with the wrong set ofinstructions—
he fashions a surreal nineteen-minute
epicof trial anderror, which also happens
to be a touching portrait of a marriage.
Some commentators think that Kea-
ton’s pictures are let down bytheslender-
ness of female characterization, Dan-
iel Moews,in his dogged 1977 study
“Keaton: TheSilent Features Close Up,”

thinks that Buster's womenare “late Vic-
torian hangovers in the longtradition
of medieval courtly romance” and that

“the heroines, desirable though

they maybe,exist only as pretexts
for initiating his adventures.”
No onecould watch “One Week”
and agree with Moews. The ac-
tress playing the bride, Sybil Seely,
has that perky, outdoorsy, try-
anything hardihood thatseparates
the womenofpre-Hays Code cin-

ema from the lacquered, innuendo-
boundcreatures whoarrivedlater. Sheis
Buster’s unquestioned equal in the film,
they pull through together. In one ex-
traordinary scene,Seelyis in her bath, the
topsofher breasts exposed;she dropsthe
soap onthefloor, grins at us, and reaches
outfor it. At this point, a hand covers the

lens,although Seely doesn’t lookas ifshe
would mindeither way. So there you are:
near-nudity anda self-conscious camera
back in 1920. You wonderjust how
much Jean-Luc Godard hadto invent.

If only Keaton’s first marriage had
been suchbliss. In 1921, he married
Natalie Talmadge, andthree weeks after
the wedding the happy couple posed for
a publicity shot in Photoplay: Bustersits
besideher sportinga 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,atleast,
knew better than tolet it sour his mov-
ies. In “Seven Chances”(1925), the pros-

pect of marriage becomes pure farce:
Buster plays a man of sucheligible wealth
that the climax finds him running away
from an entire churchful of wannabe
brides. When hefinally gets the girl he
really wants, his attempts to snatch a
crowningkiss 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 functionis to deny us the com-
fort of a major chord—toscrubthelast
tracesofsentimentality from whatthreat-
ens to becomea love story. Maybethisis
why Keatonleaves someviewers cold: his
pictures suggest thatlove, like courage,
must be proved in action. Hearts are
there to be won, not warmed. It was a

toughjob for any woman, romancing the
stoneface.

N celebration of Buster's centennial, a
New York companycalled Kino on

Video has issued three boxed sets ofKea-
ton videos: thirty silentfilmsinall, freshly
transferred to tape. The quickies are a
revelation,and thefull-length features re-

assert their power, viewers will be amazed
at howlittle has dated. Ifwe are honest,
we should admitto ourselves that the act-
ing styles of early Hollywood now look
overheated—that someofGarbo’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
bygrippingthe hair at the sides of his
head andstaring saucer-eyed at abso-
lutely nothing. In Keaton’s workthereis
noneofthis. He pioneered theart ofun-
deracting. Heaven knows,hegave his he-
roesplenty to reactto; the fact that they
chose to scoot awayfrom troubleor else
to faceit with tranquillity wasa sign that
film was ceasing to be merely an extrava-
ganza. Keaton’s character is more inter-
esting than his surroundings; whatever

they toss at him, he doesn’t rave or
gape—he doesn’t hype what movies
cando.Inthefinal scenes of “Steamboat
Bill, Jr.,” what matters is nottheferocity
of the wind:it is the tiny leap that Bus-
ter gives as he pushes into that wind—
the endless, fruitless comedyof need-
ing to press on. “Such frustration in that
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little body!” Louise Brooks oncesaid.
After “The Navigator” became a

smashhit, in 1924, Keaton was given
a contract forsix features: two a year,

at twenty-seven thousanddollars per
picture—serious moneyin those days.
Hebuilt the Italian Villa, oneof the
grandest properties in Beverly Hills,
and spent fourteen thousand dollars
movinga line oftrees from the front
to the back. By the timefilming be-
gan on “SteamboatBill, Jr.,” in 1927,

Buster’s work wasnetting him an an-
nual income of two hundred thou-
sanddollars: nothing could go wrong.
Needless to say, everything went
wrong. “SteamboatBill, Jr.,” his final

masterpiece, foundered at the box
office, as “The General” had donethe

year before. In 1928, Joe Schenckdis-

solved Buster Keaton Productions
and handed theoutfit over to his
brother Nicholas, at M-G-M.There
Irving Thalberg grasped the genius of
Keatonstraightoff, butit flew right
past Louis B. Mayer, who,true to
form,failed to see what wasso funny
about the man. The well-oiled new
mechanisms of the dream factory soon
snagged on someonelike Keaton, who

hired people because they could bat ideas
aroundinstead of writing a script, be-
cause they were good at cards, and be-
cause they were his friends. According to
Keaton’sthird wife, Eleanor, “His guys
all played baseball, andifthey'd be stuck
for a gag or something, they would go
out andplayball. And then somebody'd
say, ‘Oh, hey, I know howto do that,”
and they'd go back to work. Oneofthe
first things Buster did was get a ball club
together atM-G-M.And Louis B. Mayer
wouldn’tstandfor that.”

Keaton made one good movie for
M-G-M,“The Cameraman,” and then
begantoslide. 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, thesilent, smoldering Romeo

who opened his mouth andinstantly
changedinto Tweety Pie. Keaton didn’t
object to words;hejust didn’t need them.
Unhindered by dialogue, he had floated
movies to thelimits oftheir form. Where
couldhe go from there? Earthbound and
unwanted, he becamea serious drinker

and then a completejoke;his last film for
the studio beforeit fired him, in 1933,

was the sadistically titled “What, No

7

 

“So, welook to thefourth quarter as a timeofhealing.”

Beer?” Natalie filed for divorce; in 1934,

just to roundoutthe dreadful burlesque,
Keaton was declared bankrupt. He en-
tered a sanitarium and wound up marry-
ing a nurse named Mae Scriven—“in an
alcoholic stupor,” according to the Keaton
scholarJim Kline,although the pairwent
onto live together fortwo years. In 1937,
in a spasm of generosity, M-G-M took
him on again—this time as a gag writer—
ona starting salary ofa hundred dollars a
week. This was like hiring Shakespeare to
paintscenery. It is upsettingto follow the
chart of Keaton’sdecline,anddifficult to
fix its lowest trough;I would suggest the
sight of Buster caught upin pie fight
during a 1939 comedy aboutthe early
days ofmovies, “Hollywood Cavalcade.”

Bythattime, it was commonly thought
thatthis was whatsilent stars had done:
they had chucked custard pies. The truth,
ofcourse, was thatnotoncein all the pic-
tures that he made in the twenties had
Buster Keaton thrown single custard pie.

Te rehabilitation camelate, but not
too late. In 1938, over a bridge

table, he meta blonde. Eleanor Norris was

nineteen atthe 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
thetrack andsawit carry him to his final
fame—to whathe eloquently described

as “that geniusbullshit.” These days,

Eleanor Norris Keaton lives in a condo
in North Hollywood,andI visited her
there on a roastingAugust day. To knock
at the doorofher house is a curious sen-
sation: you half expect the front of the
building to swing down andfall on top
of you, tugged bythespirit ofslapstick
past. But I made my waysafely up the
stairs, past Japanese posters of Buster’s
best-knownfilms. At the top stood Mrs.
Keaton,spry and immaculate at seventy-
seven, andrightly protective of her
husband’s reputation.

She wasn’tthefirst person to want to
look after the guy. “He must have had
fifteen or twenty mothers andfathers,”
she recalled. “I guess they’d seen this
helpless creature on thescreen,so every-

body adopted him andset outto take
care of him.” Noone understood more
clearly than Eleanor Keaton,though,that
the helplessness was an act. “He never
playedfor sympathy.Ifthey wantedto feel
sorry for him, that wastheir problem,not

his,”she said, adding, “Chaplin wasjust
the opposite.” Yet, as we sat there drink-
ing iced tea and talking about Buster
Keaton,I found mytake on the man be-
ginning to shift and fray. Even if he
wasn’t vulnerable, there was still some-

thingdisturbingin 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 mobssprang directly
from Keaton’s ownfear. “Couldn’t stand
crowds,” his widow said, and she went on
to recount a time when an aging Buster
gavetheslip to adoring fansat the Ciné-
mathéque in Paris, ducked downanal-
Jey, and threw up with nerves. Theall-
American star was almost English,

sometimes, in his desire to evade con-
frontation.“I guess he just didn’t wantto
make waves,” Mrs. Keaton said. “If

somebody dropped a glass and broke it
in the kitchen, you know,he’dfigure out
a wayit wouldbe 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 anyotherfilmmaker, and yet
he behaved as if everything were his
fault—as if the thousandsof pratfalls
were a punishmentfor irredeemable
crimes, mostofwhichhe had never com-

mitted. Keaton hated to make a scene,
and outofthatdistaste rose some of the
most elegantsceneseverfilmed.

Buster cut back on the drink, but he

kept on smokingtwo packs a day. Thewar
years were among theleanestofhislife;
Marion Meade,in her new biography,
“Buster Keaton: Cutto the Chase,”cites
an M-G-Mmemoof1942thatdescribes
Buster as almost destitute. Not so, says
Meade: Eleanor wasstill dancing for a
living, after all, and Buster’s principal
daily dutywas to drive his wife to the stu-
dios. After the war, he found a new ca-
reer in Europe performingold vaudeville
routines, and picked himself a few deli-
cious minorroles: one ofthe bridge play-
ers in “Sunset Boulevard,” a sorrowful

presence opposite Chaplin in “Lime-
light.” But true salvation arrived toward.
the endoftheforties, in the squat shape

oftelevision; at the age of fifty-four,
Buster refreshed someold slapstick for
“The Ed WynnShow.” Onthestrength
ofthis, he was awarded his own program,
which ran for four monthsat 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 whoscuttles through the twenty-
two minutes ofaction,or inaction. We

do notsee him head onuntil the closing
frames; he seems to be summoningboth

the courage to look himself in the face
and the almostirretrievable 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, ourshrine to beauti-
ful people,dare to reveal the unstoppable
blighting of beauty, let alonereveal it to
the blighted themselves?

Buster Keaton died on February 1,
1966, and was buried with a rosary and

a deckofcards. It’s the neatest possible
combination—alittle light sinning
with built-in penance, and a guarantee of
eternal good luck. Somewhere, high
above the clouds, someoneis getting
skinned.

EATON’S great pictures are, in the
best sense, feature films; they are

meditations on face. Those deep-lidded,
dark-rimmedeyes,the carved prow ofthe

profile—noliving 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 frumpher-
self. Risking absurdity, every Buster fan
longs toreada story, or a genealogy, or a
philosophical position into Keaton’s as-
pect. You can’t help it; once youcatch his
eye, there’s no looking away. Viewed from
the side, he has always reminded meof
the solemn,grievingfigures in Giotto’s
frescoes. Thecritic 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

nevertried 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 ofa train—his movies neverthe-
less send youinto therealm ofidle per-
plexity thatis traditionally prowled by the
intellect. By his own admission, Keaton
wanted nothing more than to raise a laugh.
Butthe regularity with which hegets that
laugh,and thefact that he refusesto join
in it, force you to marvelat his struggle
for happinessin the teeth ofa ridiculous
fate. “Belike the headland againstwhich
the wavesbreak and break: it standsfirm,
until presently the watery tumult around
it subsides once moretorest. ... The
thing could have happened to anyone,
but not everyone would have emerged

unembittered. . . . The mindcan circum-
vent all obstacles to action, and turn them
to the furtheranceofits main purpose, so
that any impedimentto its work becomes
instead an auxiliary, and the barriers inits
path becomeaids to progress.” Thus
MarcusAurelius,in his “Meditations.”It
seemsas clear an account of Buster
Keaton as you will find, and it restores
him to his status as the leadingstoic of
cinema. As Marcus makesplain, stoicism

involvesnotwillful gloom but a temper-
ate acceptanceoftheeternal Heraclitean
flux. For instance, the hero of “The

Three Ages” flees a police station, runs
up fire escape to the roof, leaps toward
the next-doorbuilding, misses the para-
pet, drops three stories through canvas
awnings,andcatches hold ofa drainpipe,

which then swings around a hundred and
eighty degrees, rifling the hero through
an open window andstraightintoa pole,
down which heslides, comingto rest on
the back ofa fire engine, which moves off

and hastens back to the very police sta-
tion hestarted from.If thatisn’t eternal
flux, I don’t knowwhatis.

The best comedyentails the near-
avoidance of tragedy, a sidestep away
from the cliff’s edge. Buster Keaton knows
where the edge is; 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 notset in its ways. Sitting
through a score of them, | was left to

wonder what kind of man would feel
drivento create such a modest, ennobling

body ofwork from close shaves. “A tre-
mendously nice person, you know, but
also a man ofsecrets,” Orson Wellessaid
of Keaton, adding,“I can’t even imagine
what they were.” Keaton family legend
hadit that when Buster was nearly three
years old a cyclone picked him up, blew
him down street, and deposited him
gently four blocks away. The incident
eventually wormedits way into “Steam-
boat Bill, Jr.,” but the cyclone twisted
deeperstill. It is Keaton’s Rosebud, you

mightsay: impossibleto verify, probably
a tall tale, and by no meansan 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—notso muchtotest 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. ¢
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Inprotest against nuclear testing, Australians are boycottinggoodsfrom France, including that country’sfamedcouture.—NEWS ITEM 
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OLD LOVE AFFAIRS

ILDLYupset by a
phonecall, Lucretia
Baine, who is al-
most old butlively,

comes back into
herliving room and
stares for a moment
into the large drift-

wood-framed mirror there, as though

to check that sheisstill herself Reas-
sured, she smiles briefly, but continues

to look at the mirror. In thesoft, kindly

lamplight—this is an early evening, in
October—sheis beautiful,still, even to
her own harshly critical (large, green)
eyes. But she knowsperfectly 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?

Thedisturbing call did not involve
bad news; it was simply that Lucretia
momentarily confused two men: Si-
mon, whomsheis crazy about (hope-
lessly,irreversibly, it seems), with Burt,
whoin his way is crazy about her. He
loves Lucretia permanently, he says.
Burtcalled, 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 manypeople,

Lucretia tends to think in the argot of
her youth,in hercase the forties. How-
ever, in this instance, the instance of Si-
mon,the phrase seemsaccurate. 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 coolat 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;
therearelayers, and remains. Traces of
former husbands, three of them, two

divorced, one dead. Tokens and pres-
ents from formerlovers, 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 drift-
wood mirroris, in fact, a present from
her longtimeeditor, now an elderly
gentleman, who is gay—a muchloved
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 menshe knew weretall and good-
looking. Pots and vasesofflowers stand
about, more carefully arranged than
they look to be: a great clumpof grow-
ing gold chrysanthemums, smelling of
earth, and of fall—anda slendersilver

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
donea 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 mapsattest
to those years, along with one wall’s
collection of masks, from Mexico and

from Haiti, from India and Africa

and Egypt. Foridle pleasure Lucre-
tia sometimes picks up a map ofItaly,
say, and goes overit 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 throughoutall
those marriages andloveaffairs, which
no doubt kept her sane (she herself is
sure of this), but these days her work
creates certain problemsin “relation-
ships” when the men involved are re-
tired, as Burt is—Burt especially, de-
manding, intrusive (more “in love”),

does notlike to hear about Lucre-
tia’s deadlines, her work obligations.

Hehas often suggested that sheretire.
‘Whathe meansis, marry him. But Lu-
cretia plans to postponeretirementfor
as longas she can, and in the meantime
to take whatever assignments the paper
offers. She has gone back lately to do-
ing moreinterviews thantravel writing,
although last December she wrote a
long piece about Christmas in Venice,
lights in the Piazza San Marco, proces-
sions ofgondolas. Extremely handsome
gondoliers.

ee 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
dumbcanyouget?” Sometimes adding,
“Tommywas dear—well, really they
both were, Tommy and Jim. But
Tommydrank so much, and besides,I

really neededto get out of Boston.”
She divorced poor, dear Tommy

in Reno, and continued to San Fran-
cisco, where, with some money from a %3

grandmother who providentially died 68
around that time, she bought a small £=

housein an alley on "Telsgragh Hill z



with such a view! And she got a job on
the Examiner.

There then followed for Lucretia
many happyyears. Telegraph Hill and,
indeed, the whole city were seemingly
full ofthe relatively young and unmar-
ried. There was great cheapItalian 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 goodbarsall overtheplace.
Not to mention the prettily roman-
tic city itself, a perfect backdrop. Lu-
cretia had quite a few very pleasant but
notserious 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 ofwhich

persistently was: I’m really too old for
all this silliness, my friends are doing
seriousthings 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 shestill did take

sex seriously. Heraffairs were never so
casual as shetried to make herself be-
lieve; she sometimes suffered extreme

pangs of missing whoever wasjust
gone. Pangs of longing to hear from
someone whodid not phone. (In those

days women were not supposedtotele-
phone men.)

In those blacker moods Lucretia
tended to forget her own considerable
professional success. She was extremely
good at her work, she had woncita-
tions and prizes, along with the occa-

sional raise. Andsheliked it very much,
especially the interviews, which she was
more and more frequently assigned.
Sheliked the work and mostlyshe liked
herfellow-reporters. But as she waited
for her phoneto ring, waited for him to

call, she forgotall that.
Jason wasfirst described by Lucretia

to herfriends as “this terribly nice man
wholives next door.” A tall, skinny
young(her age) architect from Tennes-
see, Jason had a seriousgirlfriend,Sally,
who was not around much.Jason and
Lucretia went to movies at the Palace
and to the NewPisa for long, half-
drunken dinners together; when she
broke up with whomever,Jason wasal-

ways comforting. And she wasnice to
him, making homey meals and listen-

ing a lot whenhebroke up with Sally,
although by then Lucretia was seeing
someoneelse.

Bythe time theyfell in love and de-
cided to marry, Jason and Lucretia had
beenfriends for several years. So some-
times she wondered, Why didn’t I
know all along how felt about Jason?
Whydid we wasteall that time?

In bothearlier marriages, toJim and

then to Tommy, sex had been the

greatest bond. Especially with Tommy,
a true sexual explorer, an inspired and
tender lover—whensober. But then,
he wasso often drunk. With Jason, af-
ter the early raptures of mutual dis-
covery, when in effect they both said,

“You've beenhere all along, andI didn’t
know?”—after some monthsofthat, the
sexual energy between them seemedto
taper off to a twice-a-week nice treat.
Lucretia often felt that she was more
enthusiastic than Jason was, that per-
haps she wasbasically a sexier person,
which she founda little embarrassing,
althoughshestill liked Jason better
than anyonein 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 thefriendshestill wanted to
see, and she could moreeasily bring
him trays. He complained sometimes
aboutsleeping downthere alone, and
so Lucretia would cuddle against him,
there on the sofa.

Unhappily, that is what she most
clearlyrecalled ofJason,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 goodsense. Their trips. Lovely
Italian wine and, at times, good sex.

[OURNINGJason,a truly loved and

irreplaceable friend, Lucretia
mourned, too, what she felt to be the
endoflove in herlife. By that time she
wasin herearly fifties; even to think
of love affairs wasridiculous, despite

what she read here and there. And so
she did something very ridiculous, or
worse: shefell violently in love with a
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man almost twenty years younger than
she was,a beautifulItalian. Silvio. Not
only twenty years younger but married,
and a Catholic, of course.

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

She did not laugh, but she smiled as
she said, “OhSilvio, 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 wasstaying at a small hotel
on the Arno,not far from Harry's Bar;

she had a penthouse room, with a
lovelyview ofthe river. From her bal-
cony, in early evenings, she observed
thelong ovals formed bythe bridges
and their reflections in the water. She
and Silvio had drinks there the first
night he cametocall, quite properly, to
take her to Harry's for dinner. He was
thefriend ofa friend; his wife and chil-
dren were off at Viareggio. After they
becamelovers, 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 hotvelvet.” He
laughed.“Mypoor English.I soundlike
the TV.”

“Your English is fine.”
“Youare fine. However can let

you go?”
But hedid. Theylet each other go

at the end of Lucretia’s two weeks: a
weekofexploratory friendship, another
of perfect love. Or, vividly recalled by
Lucretia in San Francisco, that is what
it seemed,all perfect. Beautiful, sexy
Silvio madelove to herrepeatedly, over
andover, at night, and then again in
the morning, before driving off to his
own houseacross the river. Just love
and sex; they never spoke of anything
foolish andalien, like divorce. Only,
once or twice Silvio asked her, “If I

should cometo San Francisco, you will

remember?”
She laughed at him. “Always, my
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darling.” Shefeared that that would in-
deed be true. And she thought, Sup-
pose hecalls when I’m really old, too
old to see him again, althoughI still re-

member? (She forgot that at that time

he, too, would be much older.)
In herpretty 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 ofthe 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 thoughtof
flying backto Italy. To Florence, where
she would say to Silvio what seemed
at the momentto be true:I can’t live
without you.
Of course, she could and did live

without him, andall the prescribed
cures worked. She joined a health
club andexercised fiercely; she walked
whenever and for as long as she could.
Sheintensified her efforts at work; she
took on more assignments. And she
thought, Well, that will have to be that.

Enough ofsex andlove.I’ve surely had
myshare, and maybe more. Except that
every now and then she would read
sometantalizing, romantic accountof a

womaneven older than she wasfalling
in love, getting married. Oran article
aboutthe sexual needs and activities of
the old. “Geriatric Sex.” Lucretia’s very
blood would warm andflare, and she
would think, Well, maybe. Even as a

more sensible voice within would warn
her, Oh, comeon.

a 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 meetyou.”

“Good Lord, why?”
“Oh, don’t be like that. You're sort

of famoushere, and he likes blondes.
His wife was blond.”

“Old blondes.”
“His wife was older than you. They

were married forever.”
“T just don’t feel like meeting any-

one. I’ve given up all that stuff. Or
maybeit’s given me up.”

“Well, just come for dinner. I won't
lock you upin a closet together or any-
thing.” She added, “He was 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 humbledoctor.
You shouldsee a health-careprovider.”

THE NEW YORKER, OCTOBER 23, 1995

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

At dinner thatfirst 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 notedcellist. As he spoke of
this dead woman,this Laura, Burt of-
ten looked at Lucretia, and she under-
stood that he was announcinghis feel-
ings: I will never be really untrue to
Laura.

‘And so shelaughed, and was flirta-
tious with him; she, in her way, was

saying, “Look, don’t worry, I'll never be
serious aboutyou,either.”
few days later hecalled and asked

her out to dinner. They went, and

again he talked a lot about Laura and
his children. At her doorhesaid, “You
know,you'rereally a knockoutlady. As
we said in my youth, ‘J 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 notlike 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 hedidnotlisten well; in fact,
he showedvery little curiosity about her
or anyoneelse. In short, he bored her;
it was true, he was nothertypeatall.

Exceptforbeingtall.
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 wasless boring for
Lucretia, because ofthe kissing that she

nowlooked forwardto. 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 strenuousefforts on his part,
and someeffort on hers, Burt said, “I'm
sorry. I had this prostate surgery, and I
wasafraid, but I had hoped—”

Hewas breathing hard, from exer-
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tion rather than from lust, Lucretiafelt,

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 onthere; menu with Laura, the
wife. Though, of course, Lucretia could
have been wrong.

Feeling sorry for him, she pretended
more pleasure than sheactually 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 J just don’t like you very
much. Andsexually, 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 couldjust have not seen him again,
without apology.

Because he did not understand; he
seemed now to wantto see herall 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 nothis lady friend, we
are not, not, mot 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 wasto 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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“Mylife has been totally screwed upforyears, but thusfar no

onehas steppedforward to claim responsibility.”

change. Or to passion. They did not
much mindbeing overweight. Orthat
their expensive clothes were outofstyle.

Lucretia was notexactly smug about
looking younger, and better; she knew
it was largely accidental. She had been
born pretty, and mostofit 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
aboutit.

OU’RE the sexiest woman I ever
met. I’m crazy for you,” Burt

breathedinto herear.
“But—”
“Maybea little cruise somewhere?

Alaska,as 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 muchdisliked them
all) Lucretia was much involved in
writing a series of articles on shelters
for battered women.Shetried 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
is,” and he laughed at his own mild
joke. He often teased her about being
whathecalled “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.”

T’m trying mybesttocall the shots
with you, she thought, but did notsay.
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-
seemingby 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 somewhatstingy, she
had cometo 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 byher ignoranceofthese things.

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

Shetried going to bed with him a
few moretimes, 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 herpretense to bea serious error,
politically incorrect). But, because of
whathereferred to as his “problem,”

Lucretia found it hard to put him off
entirely, she understood how much his
pride wasinvolved, and she was reluc-
tant to hurt thatpride, and hisfeelings.

‘Whenhesaid, as he sometimes

gloomily did, that if they broke up she
wouldbe the last woman in his life, she

also understoodthat 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, hadto bethelastin 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, someof these women
would have talked for hours, not al-
ways coherently. But many of them
were coherent, many interesting, some
even funny. A marvellouselderly black
woman—from Montana,ofall 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 ofher
friendscalled to say how goodit was,
congratulations. Edwin, the editor and
heroldfriend (the donor ofthe white-

framed mirror), was highly pleased.
Lucretia noted with interest that Burt
was among those who did notcall.

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-
onefelt 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
someoneelse. He taught in several
small schools around the South. She
had notreally heard of him for years
now,although whenhecalled she real-

ized that he had remained a roman-
tic image in her mind:so tall and fair,

BiG 3x5
SILKSCREENED.
BEACH TOWEL

TY

Tawalee by
credit card,

CALL
TOLLFREE:
800-336-5510

Name

Address

MAKEA
SPLASH!

Stretch out on
William Steig's

frolicsome
1957

New Yorker
classic
cover.

Greseaano
Sililiedkcemioncy onctor

9.98, plus $3 shipping and handling to,
New Yorker Wear, Box 10214, Des Moines, [A 50336,

672014

 

 

 
SURTMNTOCR mNCot
with a Napoleon complex.
=a

 

It may be small. But the Bose® Acoustic Wave" music system 1s definitely an
overachiever. The unit holds a compact disc player(or cassette), AM/FMradio,
and Bose’s patented acoustic waveguide speaker technology. And produces a
rich, natural sound quality comparable to audio systemscosting thousandsof
dollars. We know, that’s hard to believe. So we're ready to proveit, Call or
write now for our complimentary guide to this award-winning. system.
Because, like the systemitself, it is only available EQSfe
direct from Bose.

Name

Lie
Call 1-800-898-BOSE, ext. W272. dx. cop-win,Fr

Address

Gy

Bettersound through research =
)

Telephone

State Zip

won, The Mountain,
15168

(Or mai4% Bose

 

  



Make
a Dog-Lover

laugh
with the miniature

puppy-size

edition of

101
hilarious dog cartoons

bythe great

NewYorker cartoonists
including, of course,

the dog’s all-time
bestfriends,

Thurber and Booth

And for
Cat People!

Thekitten-size
edition of

NEWYORKER
BOOK OF CAT CARTOONS

Each 4 x 41/2, paperback

Published by Knopf>=  

with his pipe and tweedsandslightly
odd way of speech. He was from To-
ronto,originally, Lucretia remembered,

but he seemed more “English” than
Canadian. Moredistant than Canadi-
ans generally were. More impeccably,
remotely courteous.
He was teaching in Berkeley now,

Simonsaid, and, yes, he liked it very

much. He had found a nice house up
on Euclid. Hiscats liked it, too; he had

three. No, he was not married, but two

ofhis three sons wereliving closeby, as
it happened.

Whydidn’t you call me before? Lu-
cretia wanted to ask him. And, When
can wesee each other? Are you busy to-
night? But she managed simply to say,
“Td loveto see you, could you come over
for supper sometime soon?”

Hewasterribly busy, as he wassure
that she was, too, and besides, he in-

sisted on taking her out to dinner. He
wouldcall.

And then she didn’t hear from him
for a couple of weeks, during which she
saw Burt more than she had meantto.
She did manage atlast to say, “Look,
Burt, we can have dinner sometimesif

you'dlike to, but wecan’t, uh,go to bed.”
His whole face tightened. “I can

hardly blame you for that. With my
problem.”

“Tt’s not that. Honestly.” And hon-
estly it was not, not his impotence but

his whole severe, self-centered, some-

whathostile character. She would have
liked to say, I just don’t like you very
much,butshe said instead, “My heart
justisn’tin 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 phonecalls. And so she
called him.

As she had moreorless known that
he would be, Simonwasgallantly con-
trite. He had meantto call her, he had
looked forward to seeing her, but had
been struck down with crazy busyness.
Departmentpolitics, 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 place that he had
wantedto try. On the waterfront. Sup-
posed to beexcellent food, and also at-

tractive. Hard to getreservations, but
he would try, and call her back. They
settled on a night. Hedid 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 muchlook forward to see-
ingher.

Like a nervous girl, Lucretia won-
dered what to wear. She was tempted
to buy something new and wonderful,
but she did notlike the styles of that
year. She settled on her best old black
dress, which everyoneliked.

At about six her phone rang, and
Lucretia’s heart sank, as she thought,

Tt must be Burt or, worse, it’s Simon,
cancelling.

It was Simon, not cancelling but

apologizing: A meeting washolding
him up,could they possibly meetat the
restaurant?

Driving down Broadway, through all
the mess oflights andtraffic, it oc-
curred to Lucretia that she should have
taken a cab; this way they would have
to part publicly in someparkinglot.

‘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.

Atfirst, coming in, Lucretia could
not see Simon, but then shesaid his
name, and she wasdirected: 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, handsoutstretchedto her.

Theyboth said, “Oh, I'm so glad—”
and stopped, and laughed.

Their dinner was muchin thatkey,
enthusiastically friendly, with good
laughs. Andrelatively impersonal. Si-
mongracefully deflected anything verg-
ing on the personal, did not discuss
his two marriages. Instantlysensitive
to his mood and needs(this was one of
her majorskills), Lucretia was amusing.

Shetold funnystories about the paper,
aboutpeople she had interviewed. And
they exchanged travel notes; they both
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loved the South of France, the North of

Italy, and they laughed at the unorig-
inality of their tastes.

Simon’s hair, thoughstill thick, was
actually white, not blond, as Lucretia
had remembered. But, as she sat with
him there, she wasseeing not the el-
derly man whom anotherperson 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 wassee-
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 athercar, though, bending
down to her, Simon asked anxiously,

“Should I follow you home? See that
you get there safely?”

“Ohno,I drive aroundall the time.
Tl be fine.”
A brush ofmouths on cheeks. Good

night.

ee 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 enoughnoise 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
herspirits: he had notcalled.

‘This was crazy, she knew that; she

thought, I cannotlet myself dothis. I
will simply haveto take charge.I'll call
him. This is the nineties, no matter
how old weare.

“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. 1 wondered,
could you comeherefor dinner, do you
think? Maybe next Friday? Well, actu-

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

Rack of lamb? Steak au poivre? Or
were those too show-offy, obvious?

Maybejust cracked crab and a salad?
But that showed off nothingatall, no
cooking. And then she thought, Dear
God,it doesn’t matter. I’ll make some-
thing good. Whatever.

Butshe 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 doordirectly to bed, where things
wentwell.

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

Shenotedthat in her dreamsseveral
other men appeared, whom she had not
thoughtof for years. She dreamed of
Jim and of Tommy, of poor dead Ja-
son, of beautiful Silvio. And of several

others.
Bytheactual night on which the ac-

tual Simon cameto 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 herhair, brushingit.

Tt waspartly from fatigue, then, that
later, in her pretty living room,a famil-
iar and perfect backdrop for love, Lu-
cretia foundherself regarding Simon
with the mostterrible sadness. She was
notin love with Simon,shereally was
not—although he wasperfectly nice
and in his way quite handsome,still,

and interesting. It was simply that he
reminded her oflove. Somehintofall
the men she had ever loved was in his
aura, like a scent. Onesniff of it and

she thought, Ah,love!
That knowledge,or insight, though

sad, wasrelaxing to Lucretia, and she

said, “I hope you won't mind if we
eat unfashionably early? I’m sort of
tired.”

“Notatall. It’s a terrible thing about
age,” he said, with his attractive,
crooked smile. “I find that I’m tired
alot.”

“Oh,I am, too!” andsheflashed her

answering bright smile,as she thought,

Ohgood, I won’t have to pretend any-
more. And I won't even think about
falling in love.

Butofcourse she did. #
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A NOBEL FOR THE NORTH

Negotiating between the urgency ofwitness and the urgency ofdelight.

BY HELEN VENDLER

HIS year’s Nobel Prize in Litera~
ture recognizes 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
thelyrics of “North” (1975) and subse-

quent volumes. Essays andlectures have
served Heaney as vehicles for consid-
ering not only poetry butalso political
and ethical issues. Underthetitle “The
Redress of Poetry” (Farrar, Straus & Gi-
roux; $20) Heaney has now published
his fourth bookofprose.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 “he 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’searly poetry wasfull of de-
light. The poems about his childhood
on the family farm, in Ulster, represent

him as a wide-eyedchild, 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
ofwild natureasofagriculturally tamed
nature; therituals of ordering andstor-

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 thefall 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 becomesthe youngteacher and(in
other poems) the young husband, with
a certain possessive joy felt in each
state. There is, it is true, a conscious-

ness in the youthful poet that Irish
English and English English are not
quite the same language, and thatIrish
farm life demands a poetic expression
different from the treatmentof English
farm life seen in Wordsworth or Keats,

but these are not disabling percep-
tions. He finds in Patrick Kavanagh’s
“The 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).

HEN 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 ofthe 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 momentthe problems ofpoetry
moved frombeing simply a matter of achiev-
ing the satisfactory verbal icon to being a
search for images and symbols adequate to
our predicament. ...I felt 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 grantthereli-
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 cannotbe other than itis).

Thatis primarily an aesthetic demand.
Poetry needs to find symbols adequate
to predicaments—anethical demand.
Poetry needs to encompass the perspec-
tives of a humane reason—a meta-
physical demand. And,finally, poetry
mustrecognize 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 andlarynx / 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 ofthe lectures
have been for the most part poets from the
English and American canons, the unspoken
backgoind 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 bothsocially responsible and cre-
atively free.

“Socially responsible and creatively
free”—musta poetbe both? Can a poet
be both? If the poem you write seems
socially responsible today, whois to say
that tomorrow, when notionsof 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-



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, whois
in the right?

These problems pushed Heaney to-
ward an intense scrutiny of Eastern Eu-
ropean poetry. In 1974, he had writ-
ten in 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 ofpoliti-
cal attitudes.” He re-
tured 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 ofIre-
land, and he hasposed,in both specific
and general ways, the question of the

role of writing within a framework of
= humansuffering.

| Eee mostarresting modelfor
the role of writing was given in

& thetitle essay of “The Governmentof2O
BE
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The 1995 Nobel laureate Seamus Heaney:
poets’ needto be socially responsible and creativelyfree.

the Tongue.” He borrowed the Gospel
narrative of the woman taken in adul-
tery, and he introduced theparallel be-
tween Jesus’ writing and that of the
poetbysaying:

In onesense theefficacy ofpoetry is nil—
no lyric has ever stopped a tank. In an-
other sense,it is unlimited.It is like the writ~
ing in the sandin the face of which ac-

 

cusers and accused are left speechless and
renewed.

T am thinking ofJesus’ writing as it is
recorded in Chapter EightofJohn’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

exploring the Northern Irish
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does not record what Jesus wrote.
Heaney comments:

‘The drawing of those characters islike po~
etry, a break with the usual life but not an
abscondingfrom it. Poetry, like the writing,
is arbitrary and marks time in every possible
sense of that phrase. It does not say to the
accusing crowd or to the helpless accused,
“Now solution will take place”; it does not
propose to be instrumental oreffective.

Instead, in the rift be-
tween what is going
to paren and whatever
we would wish to happen,
poetry holds attention for
a space, functions not as
distraction but as pure
concentration, a focus
where our power to con-
centrate is concentrated
back on ourselves.

This is Heaney’s
most neutral—and, to
my mind, most power-
ful—defenseofpoetry,
precisely because it
does not specify the con-
tent that poetry should
present. It speaks simply
to the arresting power
ofart. It doesn’t mat-
ter (according to the

Gospel) that we should
know whatJesus writes.
‘What matters is that
he doesn’t answer in
the termsoffered him
by his enemies, whosay
of the womantaken in
adultery, “Now Moses
in the law commanded
us, that such should be

stoned: but what sayest
thou?” Thesilent 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 ofelectric
energy—released when a medium is
broughtintofull force. In “The Redress
of Poetry” Heaney wants now to speak
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directly to the issue of aesthetic release
andits 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 fullerlife.” 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 thepart ofhis readers,
How does poetic language widen con-
sciousness in a way that we can claim
as ethical?

HH“ himself lays out the mean-
ing ofhistitle “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 expressesan ethi-
cal anxiety that poetry be of use to
“programmesof cultural and political
realignment” which wish to
restore an ethical just bal-
ance. But Heaney invokes
as well two meaningsof“re-
dress” as a verb—both now
obsolete. Thefirst, “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 houndsordeer) to
the proper course.” And here Heaney
warmsto his defenseof the uninhibited
play of language:

I wantto profess the surprise of poetry as
well as its reliability; I want to celebrate its
given, unforeseeable thereness, the way it en-
ters our field of vision and animates our
physical and intligent being, In this “re
dress” there is no hint ofethical obligation;
if there is a control being obeyed, it is the
controlofthe rules of a game, and the game
entails finding a course for the breakaway of
innate capacity, a course where somethin;
unhindered, yet directed, can sweep aheai
into its full potential.  

With these notions in mind, Hea-
neylaunches 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 thetriple nature of poetic re~
dress and sketching a map of modern
Northern Irish writing as it has been
andasit might cometo 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-
traordinary human depth andlinguistic
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 helinks with

Herbert), Heaney praises
the way in which “wit con-
fronts hurt and holdsa bal-
ance that deserves to be
called wisdom.” Heaney’s
implication is that hurt
withoutwit can scarcely de-
serve the name of wisdom;

hurt unmodulated by intelligent re-
flection and unshaped bylinguistic
control cannot achieve the force of
poetry.

Over and over, in this book, the

moves madein the Herbert essay are
consolidated. Marlowe’s maturity “is
present not as moral gravitas but as a
fully attainedartistic 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 improvementor, for
that matter, political education, as the
end and purposeof 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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mighthave to insist on theethical force
of poetry. But when the chief aspect of
poetic utterance which is being appre-
ciated is ethical intent—asin all the
cant about “the personalis political”
and “the poetry of witness’”—the time
requires Heaney’s insistence on the ir-
repressibility of headlong imagination
and spontaneouslinguistic freedom
whichhefinds notonly in Marlowe but
also in the comic energy of Merriman’s
carnivalesque eighteenth-century debate
on sexual politics.

Heaney does not avoid the hard
cases; indeed, sometimes they land him

in a quandary,Ina brilliant reading, he
treats “The Ballad of Reading Gaol’—
the “haunting, problematical” poem
written by Oscar Wildeafter his release
from prison—as “an example of that
mostdisaffected ofIrish genres,thejail

journal,” pointing out that it was
Wilde’s prison number, Convict C.3.3.,

that appeared on thetitle page of the
work when it was first published. Be-
hind Heaney’slecture one can sense the
internment withouttrial and the hu-
miliating jail conditions endured by
prisoners in Northern Ireland. Hesays:

In Wilde’s case, nothing was mitigated.
He wasissued with prison clothes. He ate
portidge and bread and suet pudding in in-
sufficient quantities. He slept on a plank bed.
He walkedthe treadmill. He picked oakum.
Hehad no writing materials, no books. He
suffered from diarrhoca. He suffered from
earache. Insomnia and hunger reduced him
to a physical wreck. He wepteasily and was
for months in 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 humansolidarity lay in the
best reaches of his art—“the hard-
edged, unpathetic prose” of “The Im-
portance of Being Earnest”—Heaney
says that he wantedto lecture on “The
Ballad of Reading Gaol” becauseit rej
resents “a kind ofwork notusuallydi
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 warrantseri-
ous consideration. And yet, for all that, the
poem does give credence to the idea of po-
etry as a mode ofredress. In it, Wilde the
aesthete was stripped ofhis dandy’s clothes
to become Wilde the convict; the Dives of
the coteries was compelled to know life as the
Lazarusof the underworld.

I myself am not certain that, where
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aesthetic practice is concerned, Dives

knows more having become Lazarus.
To mymind, 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 knowsless, not more,

whenheis deflected from his own
best literary capacities by an unsuitable
form oflife and an uncongenial mode
ofart.

Heaney hasnotrouble criticizing the
Communist absurdities of Hugh Mac-
Diarmid, and does not think MacDiar-
mid’s “doctrinal extremism” (whichcer-
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 momentofaesthetic

success, “the air fails or the water
drains, a disastrous drop occurs in the

vocal and metrical pressure; what was

fluent becomesflaccid, what was detail
becomesdata.”

Heaney’s ethical demandsonart also
lead him to give Larkin less, I think,
than his due. In comparing Yeats’s
“The Cold Heaven” with Larkin’s
“Aubade,”hepits a greater poet against
a lesser, andit is no surprise that Yeats

comesoff the winner, that is perhaps as
it should be. However, Heaney’s judg-
ment seems to be made on extrapoetic
terms. Though “Aubade,”hesays, is, in

its artistic integrity, “on the sideoflife,”
he nonetheless mounts a final case
againstit:

Thepoem does not hold the lyre up in the
face of the gods of the underworld; it does
not make the Orphiceffort to haul life back
up the slope against all the odds. For all its
heartbreaking truths and beauties, “Aubade”
reneges on what Yeats called “the spiritual
intellect’s great work.”

These are harsh words.“Itis essen-
tial,” Heaney asserts,“that the vision of

reality which poetryoffers should be
transformative, more than just a print-
out of the given circumstances ofits
timeandplace.” 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 circumstancesofits time and
place, and no more. fly to Larkin’s de-
fense: to me heis not “debilitating” or
“defeatist,” as Heaney calls him, but en-

tirely consolingin his truthtelling about
the bleakness ofcircumstance. Whatis
irremediable needs recognition, too.
Andnopositive or heartening spin need
be putontheirremediable 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 oneelse’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 workingartist in Heaneyto 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.

He: lecturesoffer the reader a
brimming metaphoric energy, a

fine-tuned analytic vocabulary, a buoyant

vivacity ofdescription,a reflective humor,

an ethical awareness, a capaciousness of
mind, and an imaginative penetration
that are unequalled in contemporary criti-
cal prose. Andit should berecalled that
during the years of these Oxford lectures
Heaney was also—andprimarily—com-
posing both the ethereal, elusive, and
eloquent poemsoftransiencyprinted in
“Seeing Things” (1991) and the auto-
biographical and mythological-political
poemsforthcoming in his new collec-
tion, “The Spirit Level.” Theyflicker back
and forth to each other, the prose and

the poetry of the last six years, each a
critique ofthe other,each anillumination
of the other, and, as Heaney’s accom-

plishmentisreflected upon, they should
be considered together, not apart. ¢
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Kazuo Ishiguro battles the mores ofan 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—orperhaps (as
it’s a long work) in successive episodes

of a serial dream—andit gets nearer to
re-creating the experience of an actual
dream than any other novel I know. I
readit in the course ofseveral days, and.

caught myselfon occasion confusingits
contents with those of my own dreams
during the intervening nights. Part of
my disquiet may have been a fear that
I would somehowfail 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,
nota reasonable worry that can be con-
nectedto a particular ephemeral cause.

AsIshiguro is one of my favorite
contemporary writers, I was also wor-
ried that I might notlike 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
thatIshiguro, 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 whilestill remaining accessible,

so whythe change?
It is true that “The Unconsoled” is

longer and more repetitious than its
predecessors, butit does notstrike me

as essentially different from them.
Ishiguro has never beena strict realist
as a writer, and here, by subjecting his
narrative technique to the laws that
seem to govern oursleepinglife, he

more nearly approaches the surreal—
andinthis surrealist vein heis 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 notentirelysuccessful) variation
on the themes of bewilderment, shame,
and regret which hehaspreviously and
more gently presented as dominant
strands throughout humanexistence.
To use a modish phrase that Ishiguro
himselfwould neveruse, the people he
writes aboutare all “in denial.”

There has always been something
dreamlike aboutIshiguro’sfiction. Both
“A Pale View of Hills” and “An Artist
of the Floating World” are set in Ja-
pan:in thefirst, the narrator is a Japa-
nese woman in Englandthinking back
over several decades to Nagasaki shortly
after the war; in the second, the nar-

rator is a once-celebrated Japanese
painter in 1948 reliving his compro-
mised prewar past. Ishiguro’s family left
Japan for England in 1960, when he
wasfive, soit is not surprising that the
physical background of these books,
though it never seemsfalse, is sug-

gested in generalized, almost abstract
terms, as though viewed from a dis-

tance—aneffect admirably suited to the
context.

The sameis true of the impression
oflife in a grand English house be-
tween the wars, as remembered by
Stevens, the dedicated butler in “The
Remains of the Day,” whoisvisited in

old age by misgivings aboutthe 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 novelis not based on the
accuracy ofits social observation. This
became apparentin 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
workofart.

es is no dangerofthatfate 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 ofvarious obligations he has to
fulfill there, among them giving a con-
cert for whichheis insufficiently pre-
pared, but he seemsto have forgotten
most ofhis past. This is not a case of
sudden amnesia. His state of mind is
nearer to what one imagines creeping
senile dementia mustbe like, and this

cloud of uncertain memory, punctuated
byblack holes of sheer oblivion, is
forcefully conveyed, with a sense offa-
miliarity surprising to find in an author
still young.

Ryder is ushered into the hotellift
by Gustav, an elderly porter, who be-
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gins to speak during their ascent and
goes on and on andon,longafter 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
solater,it shifts yet further away from
narrative convention: the consciousness
of Ryder, who continuesto use thefirst

person, seemsto havealso at one time

inhabited the porter, about whose past
circumstances Ryder knows things that
he has not been told. Somethinglike
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 perhapsa little
old-fashioned—anotional city, its ori-

gins moreliterary than geographical or
historical. The municipal buildings,
parks, and cafés, the suburban housing

projects, and the surrounding country-
side are minimally described but seem
noless true for this lack of specifica-
tion: in their conformity to symbolic
fundamentals they are subliminally rec-
ognizable. In “The Remains of the

 “Corrupted absolutely—andyou?”
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Day”Ishiguro could make a simple bus
stoporseaside pier seem vividly “there”
by way of the fraught human feelings
it had witnessed. This expressionist
trick cannotbe performed in “The 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-
hoodgirlfriend.

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, is 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 whofigured 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, whenheleft Japan,
as a child, he did so without bidding
goodbye to his grandparents—andthat
this omission has saddened him ever
since. In “The Unconsoled,” where

humanrelationships 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 oneserious
flaw—so obvious a flaw that I

hesitate to refer to it, suspecting some
kindofcritical 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 inrelays, 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

andrepetition to realize their cumula-
tive effect. The trouble is that it is
sometimes long-winded—mostnotice-
ablyin the reported speech of the par-
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ticipants when each in turn is allotted
an extensiveset 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-
mernightmare, from which the reader
may be tempted to escape byskip-
ping. Often, in reading novels, one
looks forward to the passages of dia-
logue for diversion and slightrelief
from concentration; this time, one

comesto dread the sight of quotation
marks, and the paragraphs ofstraight
narration, however dense, beckon like

cases.
I think I can see what Ishiguro in-

tends by this risky technique.It is a
challenge anda tease. Just as the reader
is innocently expecting some develop-
mentin one narrative thread—even if
only a fresh example offrustrated 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 maydutifully
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 meantto
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
imagination.
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

SG

influences: any resemblances to the
first two are superficial, and, as far

as I can see, there are noneatall to

the third. The humorouspossibil-
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 functionin his dressing gown—
comes anywhere near to beinga cliché.
Theludicrous confidence with which
his characters are stubbornly certain of
or passionately involved in facts and
causes that seem too shaky ortrivial to
justify such faith might be thought
to derive from the “Alice” books, and
I was twice reminded of films by
Bufiuel. Ryder is continually commit-
ting himself to somecourse ofaction
that he is never quite able to carry out,

and the numerousexamplesofpressing
social engagementsstoically pursued
but never fulfilled recall the dinner
nevereaten in “The Discreet Charm of
the Bourgeoisie”; an unsettling scene in

which peoplepersistently discuss Ryder
in his presence as though he were in-
visible echoes an episode in “The
Phantom ofLiberty.” But Ishiguro has
mapped out an aesthetic territory that
is all his own.

It is 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 moodthatis fiercer and funnier
than before—if, on the whole,less in-

tenselyrealized. Butthereis 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. “The 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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Albert Speer: His Battle with Truth
by Gitta
(Knopf; $35)

Speer, whodied in 1981, wrote three books
recalling his life as Hitler’s friend,architect,
and Minister for Armaments and War Pro-
duction, and his Imprisonment those
books, in turn, Bese thesulbject of other
people's books and essays. Sereny’s work is the
Hoseinneaive ss fc She ui ocailabaael
journalist whointerviewed not only Speeer
himself but his family, colleagues, and ac-
quaintances—men and women who knew
him before, during, and after his heady days
asafavorite at Hitler’s court. 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 formality, gemiitlichkeit,
and baffling insensitivity.

Christina Rossetti: A Writer’s Life
byJan Marsh

(Viking; $29.95)
‘This is an arresting portrait—ofboth 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 andthe Victorian milieu, by
tumsfevered and clammy,in which she wrote
andlived. Besthere is the sly, mordant
Rossetti ofher later years, whomwe find ex-
claiming, in a letter abouther illustrious kin,
“Ob, my dear friend, don’tlet us wish for any
more geniuses!”

You Don’t Miss Your Water
by Corelius Eady

(Hole; $12)
‘Two dramas press behind the seemingly easy
flow of this poetic cycle on the death of a
stingy and bullying father. One concerns the
son’s rage, vented as he catalogues his father's
injustices; the other is moreartistic, showing
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 Pil
know of his body, the sharp ridge of spine,
the bedsores, the ribs rising up in place like
new islands. ... He is slipping to dust, my
hands inform me, you'd better remember this.

Sensual Math
byAlice Fulton
(Norton; $17.95)

Alice Fulton has always written exuber-
antly, and in these poemsher opulent
diction and syncopated syntax dazzle
again.In two dramatic sequences—oneis in
the voice of an advertising executive; the
other reimagines the myth of Daphne and
Apollo—the writingis electrifying, and
a group oflyric elegies, tempered a ma-
ture sadness new to Fulton’s work, proves
deeply moving,
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THE CURRENT CINEMA

PLAYERS
An Elmore Leonard satire on Hollywood, anda Brooklyn miscellany.

BY TERRENCE RAFFERTY

'N Barry Sonnenfeld’s “Get Shorty,”
John Travolta plays Chili Palmer,
a small-time Miami loan shark

whosets 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 ofhot air:Jobn Travolta
as Chili Palmer in “Get Shorty.”

Chili’s story is a classic fable ofshow-biz
success: a chance meetingleadsto a glo-
rious opportunity—a shotat the big
time—andthe 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 rathersinister piece of business.
Oneofthe deadbeats that Chili has to
lean onis an anxious middle-aged man
named Harry Zimm (Gene Hackman),

   
whoproduces quickie horrorfilms, 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-
4 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 takesto this

| treacherous worldlike a
| duck to water, appears

to embodythe 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 bornplayer.

This shady charac-
ter’s aptitude for Holly-
wood gamesmanshipis
a passable joke, butit’s
notrich enoughto sat-
isfy the veteran thriller
writer Elmore Leonard,

who wrote the novel
that Scott Frank’s screenplay is based
on. (Until near the end,thescriptis ex-
tremelyfaithful to the source, preserving
Leonard’s corkscrew plotting and lift-
ing a fair amountof wildly off-kilter
dialogue straight from the book.) The
joke thatreally 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 isn’t surprising 3
that this loan shark, who acquired his z



professional skills on thefringesof the
Mobin Brooklyn, knows how to get

his wayin a ruthlessly competitive en-
vironment. What’s shocking is how se-
rene and good-tempered heis, even in

the mosttrying 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
is that he can’t be impressed: heisn’t
dazzled by wealth or power, and
threats of grievous bodily harm don’t
faze him much. (He doesn’t consider
himselfinvulnerable;it’s just that in his

experience most people aren’t intelli-
gent enoughto hurt him.) But after a
while you begintorealize 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 whoheis.

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-talkingthrillers 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 madesoft by success. Besides,

the minds of the powerful are usually
clouded byself-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 heis, and he
lets them; once he has them fully
inflated with self-love, he sticks a pin in
the balloon,and theyre history. Travolta
wafts through the movie like a cool
breeze in a climate ofhotair. 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 decadeorso oftrudg-
ing dutifully through awful movies, he
hasrecovered thespringin his step; he’s
even moreassured than he wasin his ca~
reer-resuscitatingrole in “Pulp Fiction.”
Travolta’s strut is a joy to witness, be-
cause there’s no macho arrogancein it;

it expresses, rather, a simple, deep plea-
sure in movementitself, and a boyish ea-
gerness to getwhere he’s going so he can
make something happenthere.

Travolta incarnates everything that
this movie should be about: his Chili
Palmeris a survivor who hasn't become
jaded by experience—whohas 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 whosestyle is
spectacularlyill-suited to the material.
Sonnenfeld, whodirected the very broad
“Addams Family” comedies, doesn’t
havethe dexterity to trap thetiny, quick

ironies that Leonard specializes in—the
gags that are meantto skitter past us and
vanish before we've had time to get a
good look at them. Thisfilmmaker’s ap-
proach is blunt, andfutile. “Get Shorty”
hasa garish, cartoonyvisualstyle, which,
moreoften than not, ruins the humor.
The novel’s delirious plotting never
seemscontrived, because Leonard’s wily
storytelling disguises itself as casual
riffing, like an expertly constructed
standup routine in which the punch
lines don’t feellike punchlines but in-
stead sound as if they had bubbled
up spontaneously outoftheflow of ev-
eryday conversation. Sonnenfeld works
too strenuously for laughs: he goes for
huge sight gags and knock-’em-dead
verbal zingers, and whenall 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,it’s
worth noting that the unique charm of
Leonard’s novels—which seem ready-
madefor the movies—hasconsistently
eluded major-studio filmmakers. Burt
Reynolds’s “Stick” (1985) and John
Frankenheimer’s “52 Pick-Up” (1986)

are both pretty bad, andneither ofthem

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
ofHollywood is that the big-timers who
runthestudios, make the deals, and star

in the overbudgetedpictures all have too
much to lose—both in hard currency
andinfragile, preciousself-esteem—to
be able to concentrate on the exacting
small-scale workoftelling shapely and
surprising stories. They can’t resist the
temptation to overpowerus, to kill us

with excitement—even, it seems, when

they're trying to dramatize a tale whose
unmistakable moral is thatsly, subtle
tactics are far moreeffective than brute
force. Thefilmmakers, 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

aboutstayingalive, ends up dancing on
its grave.

Mc. major-studio movies, in fact,
are guilty of overselling what

should be modestpleasures. And view-
ers whoare weary of havingtheir backs
slapped andtheir lapels grabbed by loud,
sweaty Hollywood pictures sometimes
turn to cheap independentfilmsfor re-
lief. There’s something winning—ini-
tially—aboutthe low-pressure approach
of Wayne Wangand Paul-Auster’s
“Bluein the Face,” which presentsitself
as a loosely organized sketchbook of
neighborhoodlife in Brooklyn. Many of
the movie’s scenes were shot in a few
days afterthe filming of“Smoke,” which
‘was written by Auster and directed by
Wang. (Thatpicture opened in June,
andis still running.) The filmmakers
persuadedoneofthe stars of“Smoke”—
Harvey Keitel—andseveral ofits sup-
porting actors to stick around and play
some improvised skits in and just out-
side the smoke shopthat was theearlier
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 ofthese vignettes was
shot quickly, guerrilla-theatre style: a

long take with a single, static camera

setup. Asis 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 manageto shape their
rants and musingsinto entertaining
nonsense: Tomlin, as a man who des-
perately wants a Belgian wafile, 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 oflight-
ing up. Lou Reed,speakingdirectly into
the camera about whatever popsinto his
head,steals the picture: playing himself,
he’s the coolest, funniest character on
the screen.

It’s obvious, though, that many ofthe
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” padsupits eighty-
eight-minute runningtime with person-
on-the-street interview footage (some
shoton 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 improvisationin 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
mannerof“Smoke.”Finally, though, the
filmmakers get carried away with them-
selves and squanderthe 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, yourealize, 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 ofa kind thatis danger-
ous to name and celebrate; to weave
them,as “Bluein the Face”does,into a
religious tapestry is to violate their
down-to-earth nature. The movie draws
us in with its nonchalanceandarbitrari-
ness, butit 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 pointofit.
Brooklyn may be full of talkers, but

the smart ones know whento shut up. #
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FLIGHT ITSELF

A glorious Brancusi retrospective comes to the Philadelphia Museum ofArt.

BY CALVIN TOMKINS

Fall the great modernists, Con-
stantin Brancusi is the least
well understood. Behind his

aura of mystical simplicity—thesaintly
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,asfinely at-
tuned to the ideas and influences that
were shaping the new art of the twenti-
eth century. Contradiction washis ele-
ment. He wanted his sculpture to be mod-
ern (which meant, aboveall, to be orig-

inal), but he also wantedit to exist out-

side time,like some ancient and essen-
tial truth. Even the mostradically sim-
plified of his sculptural forms were
animated bya tension between oppos-
ing forces: archaic and modern, West-
ern and Oriental, simple and complex,

earthy andspiritual, rough and smooth.
Althoughhis work inspired several gen-
erations ofabstractartists, Brancusi de-
nied that he had ever tried to make a
pure orabstract form. “Those who speak
of abstraction when contemplating my
sculpture are completely off the track
and prove that they have understood
nothing,” he oncesaid. “For what my
work is aiming atis, above all, realism:

I pursue the inner, hidden reality, the

very essence ofobjects in their own in-
trinsic fundamental nature; this is my
only deep preoccupation.”

Weknowso little abouthislife that
the salient details have taken on a
mythical character. Born in 1876 in a
peasantvillage at the foot of the Car-
pathians, in a 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 managedto 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, andthen,in 1904,set out on

his epic journey to Paris—onfoot, 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.” Thisinitial, relatively small
version of the theme that Brancusi came
back to throughouthislife is in thefirst
gallery of the glorious Brancusi retro-
spective that openedearlier 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 December31st.) It is a sculp-
ture in whosestripped-down, geometric
archaism,intensity, and humorthe

twentieth century announcesitself as
clearly as it does in that other 1907
bombshell, Picasso’s “Les Demoi-
selles d’Avignon.” Art as mimesis, the

longtradition that reached a kind of
apogee in Rodin’s own evocations of
“TheKiss,” has given wayto art as di-
rect expression: instead of imitating the
real world, art will now becomereal 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 greatestsculptorofthe
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 reluctantto let go of his
work, never had a one-man gallery show
in Paris during thefifty 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
produceall this, or
even to haveexisted,”
he said in 1955, two
years before he died.

‘The Americans were
notinfallible. 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 offorty
per centofits declared
value. Brancusi’s ap-
peal was upheld two
yearslater. His Amer-
ican admirers, more-

over, tended to under-
stand him tooeasily.
Theyloved 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:
theyleft out the subtle interplay ofcom-
plex elements which gave Brancusi’s
sculptures their uncanny, living pres-
ence; for example, the off-center balance

ofthefirst “Maiastra,” the big-chested,
miraculous bird of Romanian folklore,
whose asymmetrical beak and round

eyes also evoke the Egyptian deity
Horus. Five decadeslater,in thesixties,

when Brancusi was rediscovered by Carl
Andre, Richard Serra, and other mini-
malist artists, it was the reductive as-
pects ofhis sculpture that struck them,
and his habit of producing works in se-
ries. But Brancusi’s simplifications—

 

sense ofarrested motion:the door to Brancusi’s studio, 11 Impasse Ronsin,
Paris, photographed by Alexander Liberman in 1955.

ofbirds,fish, the heads of infants and
sleeping women, male and female tor-
sos, and other animate subjects—were

not reductive in the minimalist sense.
Hewasafter “essence,” not Greenberg-
ian purity, and his return again and
again to the same theme or image was
an organic process. There are sixteen
versions of “Bird in Space,” made of
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marble and bronze in various sizes,

and each oneis 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 bythe Maharaja
of Indore in the thir-
ties—onein white mar-
ble and the other in
black. Brancusi’s sub-
ject is not a bird, but
flightitself, and in the
later “Birds in Space”
the exquisite propor-
tions, the play oflight
on polished marble or
metal, and the asym-

metrical balance evoke a
weightless, lifting sen-
sation so kinetic thatit
takes your breath away.

Oneofthe art-world
scandals of our time—
and the only serious
threat to Brancusi’s rep-
utation—is the traffic
in posthumouscasts of
some of his most im-
portant works. Bran-
cusi willed his Paris
studio andeverything in
it to the Frenchstate,

with the understanding
that the government
wouldpreserve the stu-
dio just as heleft it;
the sculptures, bases,

tools, and handmade
furniture—the whole
carefully nurtured envi-
ronment—had become
a major work of art.
While thestate dallied
and dithered over its
obligation, Alexandre
Istrati and Natalia 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.

Shortlyafter Brancusi’s death, they re-
moved four original sculptures and
fifteenplaster casts of other works from
theartist's studio. The state eventually
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recoveredall nineteenobjects, butin the

meantime the Istratis (whom Brancusi

had namedashis /égataires universels, or
residuary legatees) had made copies of
thefifteen plaster casts, and soon brand-

new versions of“Bird in Space,” “Cock,”
“Sleeping Muse,” and other famous

Brancusis began turning up on theart
market. Litigation failed to stop them.
The French court ruled that, since the
Istratis owned the copies of the casts,

and since Brancusi’s will said nothing
about posthumouscasting, the activity
was legal. Most Brancusi experts are
appalled by theresults, 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 changesin

a plaster mold to correctoralter the im-
age, and whoinsisted 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 andprivatecollections.

Oneof the marvels of the current
Brancusiretrospective is that every ef-
fort has been madeto reunite his sculp-
tures with the bases that he made for
them.In the decadeafter 1910, at about

the sametime that Brancusi began carv-
ing woodensculptures influenced by
Africantribal art, he also started to carve
wood, marble, and limestone bases for
all his works. Like other twentieth-
centurysculptors, he hated the look of
traditional pedestals and platforms; if a
sculpture was goingto take its place as
an object in the real world, rather than

as an imitation of somethingelse,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 becameintegral parts of the
sculptures, complementing them in
various ways. Whether or nothis bases
are works ofart in their ownrightis a
tricky question. In the catalogueofhis
New York show at the Brummer Gal-
lery, in 1926, Brancusilisted five bases
as autonomous objects. Sidney Geist and
othercritics 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 wentto 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. “T do not claim thatall of them
are major works of art, as wonderful

as the headsorbirds,” Burton wrote at
the time. “ButI dofeel 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. Withoutits
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
thestill momentbeforeit disappears in
a watery flash.

Whathas happened in recentyears, and
what the Centre Pompidou-Philadelphia
Museum show andits invaluable cata-
logue make clear, is that Brancusi has

been growing on us. Wehave seen him
as the peasant-mystic, the radical mod-
ernist, the abstract symbolist and sim-

plifier, and the grandfather of minimal-
ism, but noneofour earlier takes on him
can explain the extraordinary resonance
andstaying powerofhis work. Like his
“Endless Column,” which started as a

motif in his carved wooden bases, be-
camean independentworkofart in sev-
eral different versions and lengths, and
eventually rose to a heightofthirty me-
tres in its final avatar, Brancusi’s art

touchesinfinity.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, is revealed in
Margit Rowell’s catalogue essay as Bran-
cusi’s responseto 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 beginsto 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-
posedlyleft behind—shows itself, once
again, to be morealive than anything
that has comealongto 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.
‘Whenit arrived on Broadway,

in April, 1970, the American conscience

wasreeling from twojolts: Vietnam and
the sexual revolution. The nation had
lost both its sense of blessing andits
senseofsin; the musical, which had tra-
ditionally made a myth ofwell-being,
suddenly founditself with nothing to
celebrate. “Company,” engineered by the

Wy

And put me through hell and give me
support

For beingalive, make me alive,
Make mealive:

Ata stroke,loss had found its Broad-
waylaureate, and experimenthad 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 to speak about theparalyzed heart: 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, anda 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 wordsto the collective numb-
ness. Exhaustion, not energy, was its

theme. Oncea call to action, the musi-
cal was now a hymnto impotence. At
the finale, the hero of the show—

the passive, charming, and unmar-
ried Robert—pleadsforlife instead of
inspiringit:
Somebody need me too much,
Somebody know metoo well,
Somebodypull meup short

from series of eleven one-act plays he
had written for the actress Kim Stanley.
“George writes the kind of people who
do notsing,” 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. Andas such, next to

‘Forum,’ it was the hardest score I ever
had to write.” Asits terrific title implies,
“Company”is an ensemble piece: it in-
habits that slippery emotional zone be-
tween notquite intimacy and notquite
isolation—a grayareathatis well suited Z
to the composer's paradoxical sensibility. $é
Sondheim abjures the oldillusion,ofro:
mance, onlyto establish a new illusion,
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ofskepticism. Heboldly accentuates the
negative. “We wanted a show where
the audience would sit for two hours
screaming their heads offwith laughter,”

Sondheim said, “and then go home and
notbeableto sleep.”

‘( \omPANy”’sfirst revival on Broad-
way, directed by Scott Ellis, at

the Roundabout Theatre, is a problem-
atic production,butit 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 ofcasting does not
shine on this production, nothing can
dim thebrilliance of a score whose
themes offear, 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 whathe 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'tgive ofhimself, be-
cause,really, he has no self to give. He
is a shell of a man, whoplays atfeel-
ings. Still, Robert’s boyish, tortured
aloofness gives Sondheim a way to
speak aboutthe paralyzed heart, a sub-
ject that is both his strength and his
limitation. When I saw theoriginal
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-
quentreply:

You're always sorry,
You're ave eran

USEFUL TRANSACTIONS IN PHILOSOPHY

Either you know the password or you don’t,
Guessing is useless, guesses get you nowhere.
Sands of the desert! And God knows the language
Is hard enough to speak, let alone write.
WhenI 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
Ofsnake-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 coterie,
But I sat soberly alongside, watching
The golden apples fly from hand to hand
As ingénue Russian princesses played
fraticteallerbeecen tere the racts were made

Impossible, of course, to speak with nabobs
Orreclusive grandees holed up in palaces;
For them belonging is part of genetics.
Acquiescence is 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.

Thenshe walks in.
And still you're sorry,
And still you're grateful,
Andstill you wonderand still you doubt,
‘Andshe 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. Hecan’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

adolescentattitude thatinsists on hav-
ing everything all the time. “Marry
Mea Little,” which wascut from the
original score andis restored here at

—FERGUS ALLEN

the end of Act I, makes the point.
Robert sings:

Many mealittle,
Love me just enough...
Keep a tender distance,
So we'll both be free
That’s the wayit oughtto be.

From this production’s first beats,
“Company” bristles with Robert's fear of
engulfment. With therestofthe cast of
fourteen ranged around Tony Walton’s
suitably austere black-and-chromeset,
Robert stands center stage, and the en-

semble, archly choreographed by Rob
Marshall, goes throughits semaphore of
possessiveness—hands grope, wave, and
plead forhis presence, and the theatre re-
soundswith the predatory chorus “Bobby
Bobby/Bobby Baby/Bobby Bubi’—an
effect vulgarly overstated by the projec-
tion of Bobby’s namein different type-
faces on the cyclorama behind them all.
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Robert and his friends are a symbiotic
network, a groupoflost souls distracting
each other from their emptiness. Robert
goes through the motionsofaffection
and sex, but nothing penetrates him.
“You impersonatea 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,
andterroris 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
bandylegs and bony hands shaking, she
works herself into a tizzy on the morn-
ing of her wedding. Pale and bug-eyed,
she’s a whirlwindofself-loathing who
knocks the audience dead when she
crawls across the stage andsings:

We'll both belosing ouridentities—
I telephoned myanalyst aboutit
But hesaid to see him Monday,
Andby Monday I'l be floating
Hehe Flaaiee ait cheorhes exrbeee)

Shetells her fiancé, Paul (the sad-

eyed, convincing DannyBurstein), that

shecan’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 asksAmy to mar-
ry him. Amy’s comebackis an admonish-
ment: “You have to want to marry some-
body, not just somedody.” Robert tosses
Amythe bouquet, and she catchesit at
the threshold. “I’m the next bride,” she
tells him, and sheexits in search of Paul.

Inthe original production, the orches-
tration wasfor twentyorso; here, it is for

nine. And the orchestra is not the only
soundthat’s attenuated. Theair is full of
miked, thin voices. Boyd Gaines, who
hadbeen suffering from laryngitis, strains
in the higher registers, and, I’m sorry to
report, goesflat 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,”plentyof at-
titude. She doesn’t so muchsingas blare
“Ladies,” but whenher voice cracks, the
stridency works for the boozy broad she

plays. Monk knows howto deliver a
punch line, and her renditionofthe song
zeroes in on the impassethat her drunken
mockery represents:

Anotherchance to disapprove,
Anotherbrilliant zinger,
Anotherreason not to move,
Another vodka Stinger—
Aaah—T'll drink tothat.

La Chanze, who plays Marta, one of

Robert’s beleaguered squeezes, has the
voice but nottheattitude. Her rendition
of “Another Hundred People,” a dark,
jaded report on “acity of strangers,” be-
comes merely a Broadway “numba,”all
teeth and smiles but no texture. Whyis
she smiling?It’s a secret between her and
the director andis 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 birthdayparty. It may comeas a sur-
prise to some theatregoers—it was to
me—that the past two anda half hours
have been flashbacks of Robert’s past,
andthat he has beenpoised at the thresh-
old throughout.(Scott Ellis never prop-
erly prepares the audiencefor this chro-
nological trick.) Along with Robert’s
friends, we've been stiffed. By the logic
that only 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 ofinvolvement. But his
first gestureis to cut himself off from his
community offriends. Growth is shown
as isolation. The implicationsofthis are
even moreunsatisfactory than the ro-
mantic tosh that Sondheim is rebelling
against: it is the forced victory of the
failed heart over thefull heart. The lame-
ness ofthis finale foreshadows the
pretentiousness and aridity of many of
Sondheim’slater shows: a new path that
is really a dead end. Yet in “Company,”
thefirst product of the composer's most
prolific period, Sondheim’s skepticism is
still rooted in a recognizably real world,
wherefeelings 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 heis good, he’s great.
Even the Roundabout's lacklustre pro-
duction can’t keep the show’s daring
from comingthrough.Solet’s call “Com-
pany” a triumph,andthe hell with it.

  

105

MURRAY GELL-MANN’S
“eyhilarating voyage of learning.”

—Bill Moyers

The
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“1 wonderfully heady experience...an insight

into the mind of an idealist and theorist
— and polymath — whose company is a

pleasure to share.” —Kirkus Reviews
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O.J. Simpsonis considering movingfrom
his poshestate in the Brentwoodsection of
Los Angeles to New York City—The New
York Post.

To THE 1040 FirrH AVENUE Co-
OPERATIVE ASSOCIATION:

Tam pleased to write in support of
Mr. Simpson’s application to become a
memberofyour codperative.

Thave known Mr. Simpson for many
years. I would describe him as a devoted
family man. As you may be aware, he
hasrecentlysuffered the devastating loss
ofhis 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
homeandraise his children according to
his own strong sense of family values.
But the crime problem in Brentwood
persuades him thatit is time to look
elsewhere, and so hehas decided to move
with the children to New York, where
they can have a “normal” upbringing.

Sincerely,
ROBERT KARDASHIAN

LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, GOOD.

MORNING!

O.J. Simpson will make an excellent
tenant in your building. I can truth-
fully say I know him intimately, having
spent a lot of time with him recently.
Heis a godly man whohassuffered bit-
terly at the handsof the unrighteous.
His only desire right now, apart from
seeing that the Colombian drug dealers
whoslew his ex-wife and her compan-
jon are broughttojustice,is to raise his
children in an atmosphere ofserenity
and security.

I understand that the late Mrs. Jac-
queline Kennedy Onassis, anotherpar-
ent of two youngchildren left bereft by
a senseless act ofviolence,lived in your

APARTMENT HUNTER
BY CHRISTOPHER BUCKLEY

building, so you are familiar with these
tragedies, and the needto besensitive
and sympatheticto thevictims.

In the matter offinances, I can say

without fear of contradiction that Mr.
Simpsonwill 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 approvehis application.

Aside from thereflected glory that all
your tenants would share in having a
tenant ofhis 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 esteemedcol-
league Mr. Cochran seems
to be crowding the lime-
light. Myonlypointis that
Tam the mostbrilliant le-
gal mind in the United
States, and my occasional

visits to the Simpson du-
plex at 1040 would lend
great respectability to all
ofyou.

Another of myclients,
Mr. Claus von Bilow,
lived on Fifth Avenue, and ,
myvisits 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 mypresence. The downside
wouldbelegal fees thatwill force you to 

send yourchildren to public schools.
Sincerely,

ALAN DERSHOWITZ

THIS Is A.C.:
He's got a gun to his head. You bet-

ter let him comelive in your building.
Becool with this. He just wants to chill
out. Everyone needs to chill out here.

Doyou have a parking garage? Also,
whatis the freewaysituation in New York
in case we need to go for a quick cruise?

Sincerely,
AL(AC.) CowLincs

DEAR MR. SIMPSON:
The Cooperative Association has

met to discuss your application. We
reviewed the manystrong letters of
recommendation submitted by your

friends and associates.
After almostfour 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.
Tt was simplythatthe board,
recalling your statements
regarding youractivities
on the night of June 12,

1994, took note of your
predilection for nocturnal
golfing on the premises.

The reefelt thet strongly that
nocturnal golfing is inappropriate in a
Fifth Avenue duplex, and therefore de-
cided to pass on your application, with
the keenestregret.

Sincerely,
1040 FirrH AVENUE

COOPERATIVE ASSOCIATION
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 Grand Marnier, slightly less mysterious than the meaning of life.


