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ISRAEL VS. ISRAEL
Behind the squeaker, two core communities.

HEheart-stoppingresultofthe Is-
raeli election may prompt the
thoughtthat the Israeli public is

perfectly divided againstitself, a single or-
ganism with rival minds, one for “peace”
and onefor “security’—the nation as neu-
rotic, torn between romance and dread.

Andthis description does fit some Israe-
lis—especially younger ones, whose hard
swing to ShimonPeresafter the assassina-
tion of Yitzhak Rabin, in November, and

hard swing back to Benjamin (Bibi) Ne-

tanyahu after the bus bombings this win-
ter gavetheelectorate a deceptively vola-
tile look.

Butthetruth of Israeli politics is more
stable and more disquieting. In the end,
all thatfollowed from Rabin’s handshake
with Yasir Arafat changed few minds. Is-
rael is just aboutperfectlydivided into two
eloquent, grounded, and deeply antagonis-
tic communities, each with its own capi-
tal, its own pedigree,andits own purchase
on Jewish history and faith. When Leah
Rabin, the late Prime Minister's widow,
learned ofNetanyahu’srazor-thin victory,
shesaid bitterly that shefelt like packing
her bags andleaving the country. Can Pal-
estinians in Gaza be any more apprehen-
sive than this aboutthe prospectof inter-
nal exile under a Likud government?

Thedata tell us the following. If the
electorate were made uponly ofIsraeli
Jews wholived in and around Tel Aviv,

were ofEuropean (or “Ashkenazi”) extrac-
tion, earned above-averagesalaries, had
morethan a high-school education, and
approachedreligion with secularist toler-
ance,then Peres would have wonby some-
thing like twenty or twenty-five points.
Onthe other hand,if the electorate were

made up only ofJews wholived in and
around Jerusalem, were of “Sephardi”

(mainly North African) origin, earned less
than the average income, had no more

than a high-school education,and identi-

fied with OrthodoxJudaism, then Netan-

yahu’s marginofvictory would have been
somethinglike thirty or thirty-five points
insteadofa fraction ofoneper cent.

Butsuch rough-cutvoterprofiles don’t
do justice to theintegrityofthe core com-
munities beneath the divisions. People
whoare for the “peace process” have come
to understand the term notas an endorse-
mentof a certain foreign policy but as an
elaborate ideology for still emerging
Jewish state—as a term evocative of life
to belived in a newpolitical economy.
This is true also of the communityfo-
cussed on“tightenedsecurity.” The heart
ofthe matteris an old disagreementabout
whetherIsrael is going to be a normal
commercial republic or the culmination of
a messianictale, a (mostly) Jewish demo-
cratic state or a (mostly) democratic Jew-
ish state, a homeora cause.

Labor’s real achievement has been to
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rally urbaneIsraelis to a vision ofpeace as
process—a curiously consoling vision of
Israelis and Arabs as tragic people, who
need ways ofresolvingcivil and national
disputes non-violently. In this context, the
Rabin assassination took on a Lincoln-
esque poignancy. Remembrances of Ra-
bin’s brutal death, of the foreign leaders

whoweptat his funeral, ofcandleslit, one
byone,of his own anguished “Enough of
bloodandtears, enough!”—these have be-

comepart of theliturgy of Israeli democ-
racy’s civil religion. Thatcivil religion has
deep springs in what, a hundred years ago,
was called “cultural Zionism’—the move-
ment that promised Jews a wayto be
modern and democratic in Hebrew. In-
deed, whatis democracyitself if not a

peace process?
Moreover, Labor and therest of the

peace community have accomplished
something thatthestate socialists around
Golda Meir in the nineteen-seventies
conspicuously could not do: they have
madea success of the economy. So when
they speak of peace you imagine they
would know what to do with it. Israel's
gross domestic product has been growing
at aboutsix per cent a year andits exports
of goods andservices at about ten per
cent, largelyas a result ofwhat has come
from “Silicon Wadi’—the Tel Aviv-to-
Haifa corridor. Meanwhile, unemploy-
menthas fallen to 6.3 per cent, though the
country has absorbed almost seven hun-
dred thousand Russian immigrantssince
thecollapse of the Soviet Union.Intelis
building a 1.6-billion-dollar semiconduc-

tor factory. The industrial empire of the
Histadrut labor federation, Koor Indus-

tries, has been privatized. AndIsraeli en-

trepreneurs are learning about overseas
markets—in Hungary and Venezuela and
China—from the dozensofforeign com-
panies that have investedin their country.

Pereswas thecustodian ofIsrael's place
in the knowledge economy—a confident
world ofMotorola chip designers whoget
the morning’s work-in-progress from
Phoenix, Arizona, over the Internet and

passit on, with “value added,” to Banga-

lore, India, at night. Amongthe people of
the peace process, anchoredin (or, atleast,
tetheredto) shifting markets and cosmo-

politan freedoms, a borderless economy
and the new political structures consonant
with it are pretty much taken for granted.
Israel’s three hundred top industrialists
endorsed Peres a couple of weeks before
theelection, thoughtheleadership of the
Israel Manufacturers Association had
helped found the Likud,in the seventies.

stall in the peace process, the industri-
alists know, would alsostall Israel’s inte-
gration into global markets.

The community now speaking of
tightened security considersitself more
authentic.Its fears are notjust about to-
day’s terrorists but about something in-
tractablyterrifying in modern Jewish his-
tory, from the Inquisition (of which Ne-
tanyahu’sfather, Ben-Zion, is a celebrated

historian) to the expulsion ofJews from

Arab countries after 1948. Its ideology
resonates with the old “political Zionism”
ofretaliation and power, a Jewish peo-

 ‘I should be more like Sharon Stone? You shouldbe more like Sharon Stone!”

ple reborn through military vigilance and
righteous force, a people for whom soli-
darity is justified not by Hebrew but by
vulnerability. No matter that the Jews
stand alone. Solace comesfrom the cer-
tainties of Orthodoxy, even whenitslaws
are notstrictly observed, and from a de-

fiantfaith in a new, post-1967 ingather-
ing, a scoffing at DiasporaJews whorefuse
to come, and a celebration ofa reclaimed

Jerusalem—thatsublimeincubatorofcer-
tainties, never to be divided again. The

heroes of this communityare thesettlers
of “Judea and Samaria,” whose sacrifices
secure Jerusalem’s hinterland;its villains

are liberals too weak or too naive to face
upto the world’s hardness.

Netanyahu’s people are notquite thriv-
ing in the new economy: whiletheir boats
are raised by therising tide, they them-
selves are notgetting rich. Though Likud’s
economicpolicies are, in principle, no
different from Labor’s, many of Likud’s

supporters mayimagine doing better un-
der a return to the hard line: better under
acommand-economythat is commanded
to “thicken” West Bank settlement, bet-
ter in a world where Arab laboris sealed
out and yeshivas are automaticallyfunded.
Inanycase,theyfeel, the global economy
is full of “materialist” seductions that can
only corruptthe national project. The na-
tion can never be normal, becauseit has

to give history meaning.
‘Thegreatirony, ofcourse, is that when

you trouble to look at the demography
underlying the ideology, you could hardly
find a better candidate for the “peace”
campthan Netanyahu himself—a West-
ernJew byinstinct and bearing, a gradu-
ate of M.LT.’s Sloan School, a modern

politician steeped in American democ-
racy. It maynot be too much to hopethat
he will cometo recognize that scuttling
the Oslo accords—by repudiating with-
drawal from Hebron, say—would present
dangers to Israel’s economyand diplo-
macy manytimesas great as anygains to
Israeli security from renewed settlement
and occupation.

Still, politicians who come to power
democratically are not necessarily demo-
crats, and business thinkers whograsp the
virtues of economic freedom do not nec-
essarily create conditionsfor it. This is
worth saying, ifonly for the sake ofthose
Israelis who, having touched and handled
democratic peace, are suddenly shocked to

find it once again beyond their grasp.
—BERNARD AVISHAI
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ROARING BACK

Iwas interested tofind myselfincluded
in thelist of “chick” writers provided by
James Wolcott in his recentarticle about
the Times columnist Maureen Dowd
(“Hear Me Purr,” May 20th). Chicks,
Wolcott tells us, are females who “cling
to and fluff up an image of themselves
that seemsflirty and confrontational at
the sametime”and whofail to “attack is-
sues with the contentiousspirit and idea-
crunching machinery” of “grownup fe-
male opinion writers.” For the mostpart,
Wolcott's diatribe is rather sweet—I re-
memberboys like him at college, leaping
outatyou in hallways and warningyouthat
wearing makeup was oppressing you.Still,
when he wags hisfinger at Dowd,saying
that she “can’t be said to havecarried on
thecause ofsisterhood,” and that her work
“lacks any sense ofsocial dimension,” he

begins to grate little. Mustall women
writers fret over late-term abortion?
Whenwas thelast time Calvin Trillin got
really heated up in print about prostate
cancer? Wherewill it all end: “This week,
Wolcott demands to know why Cindy
Adamscan’t write more like Simone de
Beauvoir”? What is Wolcott doing pre-
scribing a woman writer’s place, anyway?
Would hefeel as comfortable berating a
bunch of African-American writers for
insufficient gravitas? And,if so, would

hestyle that misdemeanor “minstrel-lit”?
‘There’s no doubt that newspapers and

magazines tend to deploy womenwriters
as lightrelief. Onereasonforthis is a re-
sidual sexism that makes it more com-
fortable for a male editor to ask a woman
writer, rather than her malecolleague, for
somepersonal “color.” Another reason,I
suspect, is that women tend to be more

at ease with writing honestly about them-
selves. Andlight, personality-based writ-
ing of this sort has doubtless diverted
sometalented women from the more se-
rious work ofwhich theyare capable. But

IN ne"xe*

fei
such diversions are a well-documented
hazard for journalists of both sexes. (See

Cyril Connolly.) The much graver threat
posed to women writers is having their
work dumped in the ghetto of“awoman’s
pointofview.”Ifa writer is weighed down
with the ludicrous task of expressing
representative female thoughts,it’s little
wonder that her personal style becomes
ashtick.

Interestingly, Wolcott has no objec-
tions to the notion ofa special girls’ cor-
ner on the Times Op-Edpage. (He writes
of Anna Quindlen’s departure as having
opened up “a spot” for “another female
voice,” as if “female voice” were as spe-
cialized a job as, say, “Middle Eastern-
affairs expert.”) What bugs Wolcott about
Dowdis notthat she writes aboutherself,
or “as a woman,”but that she doesn’t write
as the kind ofwoman heapprovesof. She
comesoff as a “coolinsider.” She doesn’t
“threaten” men. But Wolcott's expecta~
tionsare noless restrictive than the more
conventional insistence that women writ-
ers be men-friendly. Either way, thewoman
writer is instructed to shape her ideas and
trim herstyle in relation to somenotional
set of male expectations.

‘Wolcott assumes that the unpredict-
ability of “chick” opinions—thefact that
Dowd mocks George Bush and Bill Clin-
ton—is a cutesycaprice or a cynical con-
trarian routine. But might it not be an
indication of good faith, a sign of these
writers’ determinationtocall it as they
seeit, regardless of the currentparty line?
Thad theidea that that was what good
journalism was all about. Silly old kit-
tenish me!

ZOE HELLER
Los Angeles, Calif

Letters shouldbe as briefas possible, and sent
with the writer's name, address, and daytime
phone number to “In the Mail,” TheNew Yorker,
20 West 43rd Street, New York, N.Y. 10036.
They may be editedfor length andclarity.



 



 

THE THEATRE

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

Auways Tocerter—The Romanian-born play-
wright Anca Visdei’s semiautobiographical
drama, about twosisters separated by the
Iron Curtain, gets an encore production by
the Ubu Repertory Theatre. Opens June 11
at 8 and runsthrough June 23. (15 W. 28th
St. 679-7562.)

Tue Borsi tHe BaNo—A revival of Mart Crow-
ley's 1968 play, about a birthday party at-
tendedby a group of gay men. In_ previews.
(WPA Theatre, 519 W. 23rd St. 206-0523.)

Ensemete Stuoio THeatre—The final series in
this year’s six-week marathon of one-acts
continues through June 16 with Joyce Carol
Oates’s “The Adoption,” Laura Cahill’s
“Home,” Greg Germann’s “The Observa-
tory,” and Paul Selig’s “Slide Show.” (549
W. 52ndSt, 247-3405.)

Goor—C.P. Taylor's 1981 play about a man
seduced by Nazism. PreviewsJune 7-8. Opens
June 9 at 7 andcontinues through June 30.
(One Dream, 232 West Broadway, 252-2511.)

Maxine Porn—Rex Chandler has the role of
thestraight star Jack Hawk in Ronnie Lar-
sen’s play about the gay-porn business, In
previews. (Actors’ Playhouse, 100 Seventh
Ave. S. 239-6200.)

La Mama—June 6-8 at 8 and June 9 at 3:30
and “The Wild,” a new music-theatre
work by composer’ Andy Teirstein, loosely
based on “Robinson Crusoe.” Through June
16... @ June 7-8 at 10: “TheBallad of June
Cool,’ a noirish one-woman melodrama star
ring'Laura Kenyon asa fifties jazz singer.
Directed by Thommie Walsh. Through June
29. (74A E.4th St. 475-7710.)

A Park i Our House—The New York Theatre
Workshop presents a new drama by Nilo
Cruz,set in Cuba in the seventies, in which
a family opensits door to a seductive Rus-
sian émigré. Preview on June 5. Opens June
6 at & (79 E. 4th St. 460-5475.)

P.S. 122—June 7-8 at 8: “Crash Test Com-
edy,”” two evenings of jocular performance
art by Deb Margolin, Id Mo
Angelos and Peg Healey, Basil Twist, James

 

   

 

   

 

Godwin, and others. ...@ June 11-12 at &
“Interviewing the Audience,” a Q. & A. with
Spalding Gray. (150 First ‘Ave., at 9th St.
477-5288.)

Tue Sawi—Cynthia Ozick’s new drama,about
two Holocaust survivors and a charismatic
revisionist historian, stars Dianne Wiest, Boyd
Gains, and Wendy’ Makkenaandis directed
by Sidney Lumet. Previews begin June 11.
(Playhouse 91, at 316 E, 91st St, 831-2000.)

So... It's Come to Tis—Emmett Foster re-
counts the highs and lows of his twenty-
year tenure as the late Joseph Papp's per-
sonal assistant, June 7-8 at 10:30. Continues
through June 26. (Dixon Place, 258 Bowery,
near Houston St. 219-3088.)

Toxvo Can Can—A musical set in Tokyo shortly
aiter the Second World War, written and di-
rected by Yutaka Okada. In previews. (Theatre
at St. Clement's, 423 W. 46th St. 307-4100.)

OPENED RECENTLY
Ancient History—Thefateful, bittersweet arbi

trariness of relationships is the rock-hard
streambed underthe babbling brooks of Da-
vid Ives’s plays; in this one, Ruth and Jack
(Vivienne Benesch and Michael Rupert), a
thirtysomething couple who are, as they put
it, “tall, thin, and funny,” show that two
people who are too clever by half arelikely
to end up divided. The superficial point of
conflict is that he is Catholic and she is
Jewish, butIves seemsto be asking a much
larger, more unsettling question about love:
Doesn't anybody here know howto play this
game? Unfortunately, the twosome is te-
dious, andtheplay, unlike the relationship,
goes on forever, (Primary Stages, 354 W.
45thSt. 333-4052, Closes June 23.)

Aars ano Leisure—A newsatire, about a drama
i by Steve Tesich. Directed by

JoAnne Akalaitis, (Reviewed in this issue.)
(Playwrights Horizons, 416 W. 42ndSt. 279-
4200. Closes June 9.)

 

  

  

    

Baat—The Independent Theatre Company
presents an energetic staging of Brecht’s
first play, with new music by Paul Todaro,
whoalso’stars, The drama is more broadly
cruel and crude than Brecht’s later work,
andthe philosophyfarless clear. This pro-
duction is somewhat unfocused, too—for
instance, it seems to beset in the nineteen-
fifties, But for no apparent reason except
that the period fits Mr. Todaro’s rather
menacing guitar music. Still, he is very
engaging, andthe rest of the cast is strong.
(House of Candies Theatre, 99 Stanton St
353-3088. Closes June 22.)

Big—Theother new musical not nominatedfor a
‘Tony, This adaptationof the movie that starred
Tom Hanks and Elizabeth Perkins provides
little joy, though Daniel Jenkins, as the twelve
year-old in a grownup’s body, is sweet and
likable. The dance numbersare full of grimly
talented, grinning kiddies—it’s like a midget
minstrel show—andthe trouble doesn’t end
there: Richard Maltby, Jr., and David Shire’s
score is melodically challenged, and John Weid-
man’s patronizing book haslost all the movie's
charm and poignancy. Directed by Mike Ock-
rent, (Reviewed in our issue of 5/27/96.) (Shi
bert, 225 W.44th St. 239-6200.)

Brine IN Da Noise, Brine In Da Funx—Director
George C. Wolfe and dancer-choreographer
Savion Glover's heroically energetic African.
American musical. (5/20/96) (Ambassador,
219 W.49th St, 239-6200.)

Buriep Cxto—This production of Sam Shepard's
1978 play, directed by Gary Sinise, comes by
wayof Chicago's Steppenwolf Theatre. It takes
place in the heartland, in the middle of the
desiccated wasteland that America has be-
come.Set in the filthyliving room of a family
with a horrible secret, the play forces you to
look—for three long hours—at the ugly facts
of family life, but in a big Broadway house
whatyou see is ugliness as spectacle, and this
distance dilutes the play's power. Sinise has
broughtthe laughs to the forefront—andJames
Gammon,whoplays the patriarch (ior lack of
a better word) of this rancid clan, is terrifi-
cally funny—butwhenthe laughs aren’t there
you feel as though you were in a theatrical
Dust Bowl, waiting for the irritating, monoto-
nous wind to stop. (5/27/96) (Brooks Atkin:
son, 256 W. 47th St. 719-4099.)

By THE Sea, ey THE Sea, sy THE BeauriruL Sea—
Manhattan Theatre Club wraps up the sea-
son with an evening of one-acts by Terrence
McNally, Joe Pintauro, and Laniord Wilson.
With Lee Brock, Tim Carhart, and Mary
BethFisher, LeonardFoglia the director.
(City Center, 131 W. $5th St. 581-1212.
Closes June 30.)

The Cocoanurs—The 1925 musical that starred
the Marx Brothers (and became their first
movie). Irving Berlin's songs, charmingly sung,
are ageless, but George S.’ Kaufman's book
isn't—particularly under the unfocussed di-
rection of Richard Sabellico. The superbcast
deserves better. (American Jewish Theatre,
307 W. 26th St. 633-9797. Closes June 23.)

Coweins—Bythe end of this appealing, 1f some-
whatpredictable, musical comedy, three cham-
ber musicians have been transformed into
fringe-wearin’, honky-tonkin’ cowgirls, Mary
Murfitt, the show’s composer and lyricist, is
hilarious as an uptightviolinist learning how
to shakeit, Betsy Howie, who wrote the book,
is also in thefinecast. (Minetta Lane Theatre,
18 Minetta Lane, cast of Sixth Ave., between
W. 3rdand BleeckerSts. 420-8000.)
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Currains—StephenBill’s 1987 dark comedy
about aging, directed by Scott Elliott, has
moved to the John Houseman Theatre. A
New Group production. (Reviewed in. this
issue.) (450 W. 42nd St. 339-6200.)

Dark Raprure—Eric Overmyer’s noirissimo play
about a crooked screenwriter (Scott Glenn)
drags you from one apocalyptic location to
another—fiery Northern California, rainy
Seattle, steamy Mexico, Key West (also
steamy), New Orleans (yup, steamy). The
snappy, snarly dialogue is a feast for the
ears, but Overmyer doesn’t know when to,
stoppiling on the conspiracy theories, and
the sizzle eventuallyendsin a fizzle. Though
Marisa Tomeiis not quite believable as a
scheming,cheating movie producer,several
of the other actors are startlingly good, es-
pecially Dan Moran, who plays both a man
of mysterious identity and a Turkish used-
car salesman, Scott Ellis directed. (Second
Stage, Broadway at 76th St, 873-6103, Closes
June 16.)

A Deticate Batance—Decorous suburban en-
nui is transformed into real angst in this
bracing, astringentrevival of Edward Albee’s,
1966 playabout a family thathas sacrificed
muchof its humanity for the sake of ap-
pearances. The cast, under the fine direc-
tion of Gerald Gutierrez, is uniformly excel-
lent. Rosemary Harris and Elaine Stritch,
as sisters whose only shared
trait is an ability to get
undereach other's skin, are
marvellous foils for each
other—one with a cool, deadly
elegance, the otherall gritty,
pretension-puncturing di-
rectness. As Harris’s hus-
band, who eventuallysees
the emptiness where the
moral center of their lives
should be, George Grizzard
goes quite believably from
blandly accommodating
and sociable to unutter-
ably lonely. Mary Beth
Hurt, John Carter, and
Elizabeth Wilson make up
the rest of the cast. (5/27/96)
(Plymouth, 236 W. 45th St
239-6200.)

A Fair Country—A. neatly
packaged but hollow new
play by Jon Robin Baitz,
about an American dip-
lomat in South Africa
(3/11/96) (Mitzi E. New-
house, Lincoln Center.
239-6200. Closes June 30.)

Forsinven Hottywoon—Ge-
rard Alessandrini’s hit-
and-miss movie-biz send-
up. (Triad, 158 W. 72nd
St. 799-4599.)

A FunnyTHING HappenenOn THE
Way to tHe Forum—Burt
Shevelove, Larry Gelbart,
andStephen Sondheim's 1962
musical-comedyversion of
a Roman farce is a joke
playthat begs for outrageousness, but Jerry
Zaks’s peppy,acrylic revival seldom enters
that giddy zone of comic daring. As Pseudolus,
the slave who connives to win his freedom,
Nathan Lane proves that he’s an expert
comedy technician, but he’s more perspira-
tion than inspiration. A few showstopping
moments do get the audience pretty high,
butultimately the show's unrelenting insis:
tence on not thinking can make you feel
like you're beingtickled to death. (5/20/96)
(St. James, 246 W. 44th St. 239-6200.)

Goo's Countey—A drama about the Washing-
ton State white-supremacist group the Or-
der, by Steven Dietz. (Synchronicity Space,
55 Mercer St. 713-5334. Closes June 9.)

Aw Ioeat Hussanp—In Oscar Wilde’s hundred-
and-one-year-old play, a youthful trans-
gression comes backto threatenthe career
of a promising Cabinet member who is a
potential Prime Minister. The man who
saves the day is an apparent good-for-

 

 

 

nothing, who,of course, turns outto be good
for everything; he is'played, with showy
aplomb, by Martin Shaw. The play, which
originally ran concurrently with “The Im-
portance of Being Earnest,” is as serious as
it is frisky—it pulls the rug out from under
conventional moralityto find a deeper, more
humane morality underneath. The rest of
the delightful, mostly British cast, under
the direction of Peter Hall, is well upto the
Wildean wit and wisdom,’ and the evening
flies by in a flash of epigrammatic splen-
dor. (Ethel Barrymore, 243 W. 47th St.
239-6200.)

Tue Kine ano I—In a word, magnificent. Hats
off to Donna Murphy, as Anna, Lou Dia-
mond Phillips, as the King of Siam, and
everyoneelse (including Rodgers and Ham-
merstein, of course) who had a hand in this
production. Christopher Renshaw directed.
(Neil Simon, 250 W. S2nd St. 307-4100.)

Love Tay NeicHsor—In his latest two-hour
monologue, Jackie Mason prowls the stage
like a rabid penguin, parcelling out tough
love with equal-opportunityglee His range
may belimited, but his timingis perfect,
and the house rocks with laughter. (Booth,
222 W.45th St. 239-6200.)

Lovers—Brian Friel’s 1968 play, directed by
Nye HeronandBrian Doyle. (Irish Arts Cen-
ter, 553 W, Sist St. 757-3318. Closes June 9.)

 

Dianne Wiest, in Cynthia Oxick’s “The Shawl.”

Nice Cuain—A magazineresearcher is sent to
investigate a spiritual community devoted
to silence, in a play by Susan Bernfield
Presented by the New Georges Theatre. (46
Walker St. 560-7387. Closes June 9.)

(One Hour Without Tetevision—In Jaime Salom’s
comedy, a couple celebrating their anniver-
sary turnoff the TV set and end upthrash-
ing out their relationship. Performancesare
in English Wednesdays through Fridays and
in Spanish Saturdays and Sundays, (Puerto
Rican Traveling Theatre, 304 W. 47th St.
354-1293. Closes June 30.)

Onrnée—Jean Cocteau Repertory celebrates
its twenty-fifth anniversary with Cocteau’s
1926 adaptation of the myth. (Bouwerie
Lane Theatre, 330 Bowery, at Bond St. 677-
0060. Closes June 9.)

Para—In John’ deGroot’s one-manplay, the
fine, energetic actor Len Cariou gives a
valiantly gruff portrayal of Ernest Heming-
way, whom we encounter in the midst of a

bender one day in 1959 (two years before he
shot himself). But Cariou’s effort to elevate
his character's sad strutting and impotent
anger gets sideswiped by the overloaded
script, which has no surprises, way too
many’ words, and not nearly enough fresh
insights. (Douglas Fairbanks, 432 W. 42nd
St, 239-6200. Closes June 30.)

Rapio Maso: Cutrure Clash INvapes Miawi—
Springing from a series of interviews the
Latino comedytroupe Culture Clash con-
ducted with residents of Dade County,
Florida, these character sketches—they in~
clude a huckster furniture salesman,an all-
too-precious art dealer, and, of course, a
host of transplanted New Yorkers (this is
Miami)—don't so much build to a point as
pile up in a heap, The evening is funny in
some spots, dull in others, and, owing to
some expendable dance numbers, longer than
it ought to be. (INTAR, 420 W. 42nd St.
279-4200.)

Rent—Thelate Jonathan Larson’s rock opera,
inspired by Puccini’s “La Bohéme” andset
in a gray and dishevelled East Village loft
space, stands every assumption of the tra-
ditional musical on its head. It can’t sup-
port the narrative overload (eight separate
stories are told), yet by the end of the
evening Larson's talent has takenthe audi-
ence to places the musical never ventures
these days. (2/19/96) (Nederlander, 208 W
4st St. 921-8000.)

Seven Gurrars—August Wilson's exciting new
play, whichflashes back to thefinal days of
a Pittsburgh blues singer (Keith David),
sendsus stirring news of black life in the
late forties. The seven guitars of the title
are the seven memorable characters whose
high times and dashed dreams Wilson turns
into beautiful, complex music—a funky,
wailing, irresistible Chicago blues. Lloyd
Richardsis the director. (4/15/96) (Walter
Kerr, 219 W. 48th St. 239-6200.)

Sister Mary lonatius Exerains It ALL For You—
Christopher Durang’s 1979 comedy, star-
ring Geraldine Librandi and directed by
Mark Cannistraro. Saturdays at 8, through
July 6. (Duplex, 61 Christopher St., at Sev-
enth Ave. S. 255-5438.)

State Fair—This lively, colorful stage version
of Rodgers and Hammerstein’s 1945 movie
musical is a pleasure, despite some weak
perfomances in key roles. Co-directed by
James Hammerstein (son of) and Randy
Skinner, who also did the choreography
(Music Box, 239 W. 45th St. 239-6200.)

Tarturre: Born Acain—Alison Fraser, John
Glover, and David Schramm lead the’ cast
in Freyda Thomas's latest Moliére adapta-
tion, in which the anthero has become a
televangelist. Directed by David Saint.
(Circle in the Square, 50th St. west of Broad-
way. 239-6200. Closes June 23.)

Tree 1N THE Back, Two IN THE Heap—The title
promises a lot’ more action than Canadian
playwright Jason Sherman's thriller delivers
Mostof it takes place in a series of flashbacks
set in a CLA office, where anagencyofficial
@yron Jennings) gives a young professor (Ben
Shenkman) the party line on how the professor's
scientist father (Nick Wyman) was murdered
while working on a missile-deterrent project.
Political intrigue does not a thniller make, and
the talented actors have little to do other than
grapple with some morality-of-power issues
and chewthescenery on thefew occasionsthat
Sherman's predictable script gives them the
chance. (MCC, 120 W. 28th’ St. 727-7765
Closes June 22.)

Vattey Sonc—The SouthAirican playwright Athol
Fugard’s latest drama, about the effects of
political changein his homeland, hasreturned
to Manhattan Theatre Club. With LisaGay
Hamilton and Marius Weyers. (City Center,
131 W. 55th St. 581-1212. Closes June 30.)

Vineins ano Oren MrtHs—Colin Martin’s one-
man show—asort of “This Gay Boy’s Life.”
(Atlantic, 336 W 20th St. 239-6200.)

We'tt Meet Acain—A limited engagementofVicki
Stuart’s one-woman musical memoir about her
childhood in England during the Second World
War. Presented by the York Theatre Com-
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airport transfers

andhotel accommodations,

all rolled into one.

 

A woman, a man

and a Broadway legend,

all rolled into one.

It only seemedfitting that we put them togetherin one convenient package.

Noonebrings audiences to theirfeet like Julie Andrewsin the musical comedythat

USA Today calls “a major Broadwayevent” And noone brings people to Broadwaylike Continental.

Put the two together, and you get Victor/ Victoria vacation packages. They include

roundtripairfare, hotel accomodations,airporttransfers andtickets to the show. They’resure to be
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Rediscover
your lover.

 

Rekindle your romanceat this
lush, tropical resort on a hidden
bay in the British West Indies.

On Anguilla, you'll discover
a serene Caribbean of
endless sunshine,

sparkling white sand beaches
and moonlit nights.

You'll discover each other,
all over again.

Call your travel agent or
1-800-SONESTA.

®Sonesta Beach Resort

ygialla   

pany. (Theatre at St. Peter's Church, Lexing-
ton Ave. at 54th St. 935-5820. Closes June 30.)

LONG RUNS

BEAUTY AND THE Beast: Palace, Broadway al
47th St. 307-4100. BLUE MAN GRouP/TUBES:
Astor Place Theatre, 434 Lafayette St. 254-
4370.... cats: Winter Garden, Broadway
at SOth St. 239-6200..
livan Street Playhouse,181 Sullivan St., at
Bleecker St. 674-3838... THE FOOD CHAIN:
Westside, 407 W. 43rd St. 307-4100. .
GRANDMA SYLVIA'S FUNERAL: SoHo Playhouse,
15 Vandam St. 691-1555. ... oreasel: Eu-
gene O'Neill, 230 W. 49th St. 239-6200. ....
HOW TO SUCCEED IN BUSINESS WITHOUT REALLY
trvine: Richard Rodgers, 226 W. 46th St.
307-4100. ... master class: Golden, 252 W.
45th St. 239-6200. . .. Les wisérastes: Impe-
rial, 249 W. 45th St. 239-6200... miss
saicon: Broadway Theatre, Broadwayat $3rd
St. 239-6200... was. xueim: Lucille Lortel,
121 Christopher St. 239-6200. (Closes June
29.)... MOON OveR BUFFALO: Martin Beck, 302
W. 45th St. 239-6200... PERFECT CRIME:
Dufiy, 1553 Broadway, at 46th St, 695-
3401. . THE PHANTOM OF THE OPERA’ Majestic,

 

  

  

 

 

  

245 44th St. 239-6200. ... ros Becker's
DEFENDING THE CaVEMAN: Helen Hayes, 240
W. 44th St. 307-4100.... show Boat:
Gershwin, Sist St. west of Broadway. 307-
4100... 'smoxey Joe's caré: Virginia, 245
W.52nd St 239-6200... . stome: Orpheum,
126 Second Ave., at St. Marks Pl. 477-
2477... SUNSET BOULEVARD: Minskoff, 45th
St. west of Broadway. 307-4007. ... Tony x!
tina's wepbING:St. John’s Church, 81 Chris-
topher St. 279-4200... victor/victoria:
Marquis, Broadway at 45th St. 307-4100.

 

  

Kevin O'Day rehearsing “Badchonim” with N.Y.C.B.

DANCE
New Yorx Ciy Batuer—‘Hey there, short

neck!” the long-necked dancer Albert Evans
calls whenthe choreographer Kevin O'Day
enters N.Y,C.B.’s sunny rehearsal studio.
O'Day is amused, but the former Tharp
and A,B.T.standoutcan give as well as he
gets: “Run like regular people,” he de-
mands of the corps a few minutes later.
“You don’t have to run like ballet danc-
ers,” O’Day’s latest work for the company,
“Badchonim,” set primarily to a score based
on a chamberpiece (“Overture on Hebrew
Themes”) that Prokofiev sketched out in a
single afternoon in 1919, premiéres June 6.
His last work for the company, “Dvorak
Bagatelles,” showed a healthy respect for
the divertissementtradition—hehascalled
it his “pink piece.” But with the new
work, O’Day returns to the loose-hipped

muscularity of his 1994 company début,
“Viola Alone.” Laying out ‘Badchonim,”
he confesses, he occasionally turnedoff the
Prokofiev and worked instead to the cranky
blues of George Thorogood and the De-
stroyers. “Sometimes,” he says, “you have
to rough it up to find the edge.” «June
5 at 8: “Touch,” “Ancient Airs and Dances,””
and “Vienna Waltzes.”...@June 6 at 8
“Mozartiana,” the premiére of ‘“Bad-
chonim," and’“Vienna Waltzes.” @ June
8 at 2: “Prodigal Son,”“The Waltz Project,”
and “Tchaikovsky Suite No. 3.”...@ June
8 at 8: ‘“‘Mozartiana,” ‘Fancy Free,” and
“Vienna Waltzes.” ...@June 9’ at 3:
“Touch,” “Fancy Free,’ and “Cortége Hon-
grois.”.”,. G June 11 at'8: ‘Swan Lake,"* “Bad-
chonim,’” and “TchaikovskySuite No. 3."
(New YorkState Theatre. 870-5570. Through
June 30.)

Awerican Batter THearee— June 5 at 2 and 8
and June6 at8; ‘La Bayadére.”. 4 June
7 at 8: “Apollo,” “Stepping Stones,” and ‘A
Brahms Symphony.” @ June 8 at 2: “The
Leaves Are Fading,” ‘‘Apollo,” and “A
Brahms Symphony”. . @ June 8 at 8: “Bal-
let Imperial,” ‘Tchaikovsky Pas de Deux,”
“The Nutcracker Pas de Deux,” “Rose Ada-
gio,” and ‘“The Sleeping Beauty, Act III.” ..
June 10 at 8: “The Leaves Are Fading,”
“Stepping Stones,” and “A Brahms Sym-
phony.””... G June 11 at 8: “Apollo,” “‘Step-
ping Stones,” and “The Sleeping Beauty,
Act III” (Metropolitan Opera House. 362-
6000. Through June 22 )

Lines Contemporary Battet—The San Francisco
choreographer Alonzo King returns to the
East Coast with two repertory works (“‘String
Quartet” and “Sacred Text”) and the pre-
miére of “Handel Pas de Deux.” (Joyce

Theatre, 175 Eighth Ave., at
19th St. 242-0800. June 4-7 at
8, June 8 at 2 and 8, and June
9'at 2 and 7:30)
PerxsDanceMusicTHearre—With
its string of quick-hitting num-
bers (a woman moving to the
sound of her heartbeat, playing
thelight of a candle against her
skin, or floating over a stage of
blue fabric), the dance card for
choreographer Rebecca Stenn’s
current engagementreadslike a
Brian Wilson song list: catchy,
sausiying, deceptively. simple.
The live music, performed. by
Nico Abondolo anda six-piece
combo, provides the kind of
danceable backup that drives
the action onstage and provokes
little jukey movements in the
audience (tap, snap, shake, and
so on) A bona-fide’ dance’ con-
cert. (La Mama, 74A E,4th St.
475-7710. June 6-8 at 7:30 and
June9 at 3 and 7:30.)
Sivia Martins Sovo Dance—The
onetime Mark Morris dancer,in
works by Molissa Fenley, Tere
O'Connor, and Doris Humphrey,
amongothers. (Dance Theatre
Workshop, 219 W. 19th St. 924-
0077. June $-8 at 8.)
Bautetunic Dance Company—In

1989, emerging choreographers Waverly
and Nena Gilreath Lucas, then with the
Dance Theatre of Harlem, leit New York
for Atlanta, partly to make ballets about
Africans (“We couldn't sit around and
wait for someoneelse to doit,” Waverly
says), partly for less purely professional
reasons (“I can look out my window in
Atlanta and see trees and not have to deal
with the snow thing”) On this first trip
back,they have broughtfive bristling bal-
lets, including “The Leopard’s Tale,"” which
in its travelling version has two parts: a
pas de deux, for leopard and leopardess,
about “territorial battles, viciousness, and
competitiveness,” and a group work in
which the leopard, having survived battles
with beasts and’ scavengers, encounters
the snake, (Aaron Davis Hall, City Col-
lege, Convent Ave. at 135th St_ 650-7100.
June 8 at 7:30 and June 9 at 3.)
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NIGHT LIFE

CONCERTS
"Harr & Hammerstein Centenniat, Plus One"—A

free concert devoted to the work of Lorenz
and Oscar, featuring Mary Cleere Haran
(see Rainbow & Stars), and Broadwayper-
formers Jason Graae and Ron Raines. (Castle
Clinton ‘National Monument,Battery Park
June 5 at 6:30.)

Styx /Kansas—Although the subgenre known
as progressive rock was primarily an En
glish phenomenon, Yes, Genesis, and Emer-

 

 

 

ONLY CONNECT

Web Sightings

Sein Weae (htp://spinn.thoughtport.com/
spinnwebe)—A window onthe weird, Spin
Webe shows you the regions of the World
Wide Web that your mother warned you
about, From its murky home page to its
popular “Dysfunctional Family Circus,”
where Bil Keane’s wholesomecartoons get
recaptioned by aspiringsatirists, Spinn Webe
offers a tour of the Web's root cellar. Web-
meister Greg Galcik, who evaluates sites for
Point.com, the Web-review service, keeps it
all intimately interactive; readers’ respond
to his “Weekly Pet Peeves” (e.g., “the way
actors in musicals always raise their hands
slowly at the end of a number”) with sug-
gestionsfor “Petty Vengeances” (‘‘try rais-
ing your arms along with the actors”) Other
found annoyances include “Those Pesky
Apostrophe’s,”’ a collection of“incorrect apos-
trophes by people who should knowbetter,”
andits sister compendium, the “You ‘Gotta’
Love ‘Those’ Quotes” page

If all of that sounds too juvenile, con-
sider “The Mystic 9-Ball,” ‘the strangest
search engine you're likely to find: “The
Mystic 9-Ball is one with the Web. When
asked_a question, it searches the Webto
find the answer” A test query, ‘Who's on
first2,” brought up, within minutes, a series
of links to educational linguistics and gram-
mar sites “The answers lie within the dis-
coveredtext,” warns the 9-Ball, “and must
be interpretedbyone who is clear of mind.”
(What’s on second?) The “Spinn Webe
Awards”go to Galcik’s choiceof sites under
the headings Creative, Odd, and Ty
What’s twisted in this context? Yo:
Handcuff Collection; The Little Engine That.
Tried—and Failed; The Exploding Heads
Page. Mamatold you not to come

 

 

 

   

   

son, Lake, and Palmer being its primary
exponents, the thrill of juxtaposing screechy
guitars andstrangled synthesizers withbil
lowing capes and medieval iconography
wasn’t lost on the Yanks. Of these two
Amenean prog-rock leviathans, Styx was
arguably the better, if onlyfor its cheery
casirato harmonies andits groundbreaking
forays into theso-called power ballad (the
most egregious example is “Babe”. Kansas
had more hair and a violin player, but,
following the massive success of “Carry On
Wayward Son” and ‘Dust in the Wind,”
the band chose the unlikely path of spiri-
tual redemption and became born-again
Christians. (Beacon Theatre, Broadway at
74th St, 496-7070. June 5 at 8.)

Dick Date—Another American legend rescued
fromobscurity by Quenun Tarantino: Dale’
blistering guitar work helpedturn the open-
ing credits of ‘Pulp Fiction” into a high~
speed punch in the stomach, In the early

   

sixties, his staccato, tremolo-ridden_leads
made ‘him a founding father of surf rock,
and he recorded such masterpieces of the
genreas ‘“Miserlou”” and “Let’s Go Trippin!”
(though the high point of his career was
probably his appearance with Frankie and
Annettein “Muscle Beach Party”). He spent
most of the seventies as a nostalgia act and
a real-estate investor, but things really hit
bottom in the eighties, when he went through
a bitter divorce and, in a freak accident,
suffered second-degree burns over much of
his body, including his left hand, These

Dale has his “Pulp” cachet, a new
wife, and a new record deal, Surf's up
(Westbeth Theatre Center, 151 Bank St
741-0391. June 5 at 8.)

Hassan Haroun ano Frienps—Hakmoun hails
from Morocco, but he’s beenliving in New
York for the past few years, and the expe
ence has enriched his music in unusual
ways—attimes he sounds morelike Brook-
lyn than Marrakech, Expect a huge churn-
ing sound: North African rhythms, Western
melodies, raga, andhis soaring,otherworldly
voice. (Town Hall, 123 W. 43rd St. 840-
2824, June 7 at8.)

Bos Secer—Seger has been singing about the
blue-collar life (and the Vietnam War, among
other unpopulartopics) since the late six-
ties. Although his latest album, ‘It’s a Mys-
tery,” hasn’t yielded anyhits,’ his working-
man materialstill resonates for some folks,
andin concert he remains the lionhearted
warrior he's always been for them. (Jones
Beach Theatre, 1-516 221-1000, June 8 at 8)

Dave MarrHews Bano—Even before their multi~
platinum debut, this Charlottesville quin-
tet—imagine Peter Gabriel crossed with
Hootie and the Blowfish—had become the
prideof our nation’s undergraduates. Now,
as the band’s newrelease, 'Crash,”” dodges
the sophomorejinx, the kids don’t seem to
mindthattheir humble heroes have become
full-fledged rock stars. They still pack every
show, sing along with every song, and pur-
chasé Dave screen savers jor their laptops
And, like the band they worship,they still
ignore everything the Alternative Nation
says 1s cool, With Ben Harper, who inter-
prets soul for the Birkenstock’ set. (Jones
Beach Theatre. June 9 at8.)

Berry Buckter—Broadway’s currentincarnation
of Norma Desmond leaves the cavernous
stage of “Sunset Boulevard” for one night
at this audiophile’s paradise (Carnegie Hall,
247-7800. June 10 at8.)

   

  

 

 

 

  

JAZZ AND STANDARDS
(A highlyarbitrary listing, in which boldface
typeindicates someof the more notable per-
formers in town, Musicians and night-club
proprietors live complicated lives;it is advis-
able to call ahead to confirm engagements.)

Auconouin Horet, 59 W. 44th St. (840-6800)—
Vocalist Susanna mc CorKLe, here through
late June, should feel at home in this up-
scale aerie: both she and the hotel know
how to be sophisticated without making a
big deal aboutit. Literate and knowledge-
able about the history of her art, she takes
her audience on a jazz-inflected stroll
throughthe past seventy years of American
popular song, stoppingthis timeto breathe
in the rarefied atmosphere of Cole Porter.
Dining,

Biue Nore, 131 W. 3rd St., near Sixth Ave.
(475-8592)—A doublebill featuring the arey
CorvELL quartet andthe MARK WHITFIELD quar-
tet hasthestage from June 11. It’s funny to
think of the perennially youthful Coryell as
anolder-generation jazz guitarist, but next
to the twentysomething Whitfield, he most
certainly 1s. No matter how far he strays,
Coryell’s roots keep him honest, Whitfield is
still learning that what he doesn’t playcan
bea jazzman’s bestfriend. Dining.

Braouer's, 70 University Pl., at 11th St, (228-
6440)—Through June 8 Back in the late
fifties, a trio comprised of pianist wie
Le DONE, bassist PETER WASHINGTON, and drum-
mer Louis Haves would have been able to
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HaudYER
wheesht.

In 1690, the Great ALLAN MACALLAN,

using only BAGPIPES, droveall

the wolves from SCOTLAND

(delighting the HIGHLAND sheep).

Tosilence GreatAllan's

(endless) screechin’ on thepipes,

keen son ALLAN— heroin his OWN

right— offered his FaiTHER

a gift o’ The Malt, and the First

(ever) FatHER's Day was begun.

“Haud yer wheesht on thae pipes,
Faither An’ mind, like The Malt,

silence is golden!”

(The quiettradition
for more than 300 years.)

Happy Father's Day.

THE MACALLAN.
The Single Malt Scotch.

To join our small (but merry)
band ofmalt sippers,

please call

1-800-428-9810.

(©1996The Macallan-Glentivet PLC # Sole USA Distributor
Remy Amerique Inc. New York NY # 434 Ale /Vol. 
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art and fashion.

Located on Manhattan's elegant
Upper East Side, the Surrey

Hotel standsin the cultural center
of New York. Withits spacious,
discreetly priced suites, fitness

center and attentive service,

the Surrey offers sophisticated
travelers value for both

short- and long-term stays.
TheSurreyis also home

to the famed restaurant Daniel.

Forrates or a brochure, please call

Luz Rodriguez at 1-800-9 SURREY.

SURREY HOTEL
A MANHATTAN East SUITE HOTEL
Getthe better of New York.”

20 East 76th Street * New York, NY 10021

Fax:(212) 628-1549   
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andMartins as well as innovative new works.
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(242) 870-5570  

  nametheir own price. Hayes, a maniacal
swinging player who cut his teeth with
Cannonball Adderley, may be the only one
of the three who can actually rememberthe
glory days, but his younger bandmates are
so genuinely steeped in hard bop that he
should expect severe déja vu. Dining

CartyHoret, MadisonAve. at 76th St. (744-
1600)—Aiter twenty-nineyears at the Café
Carlyle, sossy stort is polished to such a
high gloss that he’s almost blinding to be-
hold, “Everything he does is breathlessly
paced:temposaccelerate, notes ascend, hands
clap, teeth flash. His speech has the arcane
ring’ that comes from travelling in glamor-
ous circles: “You're a knockout?” “What an
audience!”“How chic!” “Wow?” Just as
your attention beginsto flag,he shifts gears
and does ten minutes of blues with cheeky
conviction. But all his mannerisms really
comeinto focus the minute he sings Cole
Porter, which turns everything else into a
warmup....@ Across the hall, in Bemel-
mans Bar, BARBARA CARROLL is in attendance

Inwium, 44 W. 63rd St. (582-2121)—Through
June 9: the cHartes Lovo quintet. Every
hippie’s favorite tenor saxophonist has un-
fortunately failed to maintain the crossover
audience he cultivated during the sixties,
He'sstill guilty of some head-in-the-clouds
posturing, but when he comes downto earth
he can be entrancing. With pianist Michel
Petrucciani, Postmodernguitar god sit. FRIseLt
drops by with a quartet on June 11. His
latest recording, “Quartet,” ‘is an atmo-
spheric chamber work so delicate that all
drumshave been banished. Whether he can
re-create this moodin an uptownjazz room
is anyone’s guess, but no matter what route
he takes, Frisell’ sounds like no one else:
mating the tonality of rock with the classic
finesse and economy of a Zen master, he’s
taken the guitar to the next dimension,
Dining

Kwicxersocker, 33 University Pl. at 9th St
(228-8490)—June 5-8: Guitar and bass with
Nat Jones and Lisle Atkinson.

Rainsow & Stars, 30 Rockefeller Plaza (632-
3000)—The preéminent interpreter of the
great American songbook, MARY CLEERE HARAN
(inthrough late June), is’an artist of almost
supernatural poise. For this engagementshe
turns her unblinking eye to the brief but
inspired musical partnership of Jerome Kern
and Dorothy Fields, Unlike many club sing-
ers, Haran knows the value of understate-
ment; she uses her smile not to wow the
room’ but to light up her songs. She also
loves to talk, and some of her monologues
turninto pocket essays (she may be the only
singer who can work Proust and MelBrooks
into the same sentence), Closed Mondays

Sweer Basit, 88 Seventh Ave. S., at Bleecker
St. (242-1785)—Through June 9: the steve
Ture sextet. Whether making his trombone
jumpthrough hoops or extracting melodies
from hisarsenal of tuned conchshells, Turre
is a lusty improviser who's been a welcome
presence on the bandstand since his days
with Rahsaan Roland Kirk in the mid-
seventies. The ste Nore aut-srars take over
on June 11 Although their recent début
album, “Blue Spirits,” was a bit chilly, the
All-Stars are chockablock with talent: saxo-
phonists Javon Jackson and Greg Osby,
trumpeter Tim Hagans,pianist Kevin Hays,
drummer Bill Stewart, and bassist Essiet
Essiet have done such conspicuously ma-
ture work in the past two years that elec-
tricity seemsinevitable. Dining

TaveRN ON THE Green, Central Park W at 67th
St. (873-3200)—Through June9; the 1LINoIs
vacguer big band, Now in his seventies, the
tenor saxophonistis a survivor whose career
high points include his famous solo on Lionel
Hampton's recordingof “Flying Home” and
his screeching, stomping tenor battles in
the fifties, asa member of Jazz at the
Philharmonic. In 1983, he decided to put
together a big band, and it has become a
smooth, highly popular Basie-like combo,

y to dance to and most notable for its
's sumptuous sound Dining.

 

  

   

  

     

  

Vutace Vancuaro, 178 Seventh Ave. S, at 11th
St. (255-4037)—rovHarcrove (in with a quin-
tet through June 6, and a big band June 7-
9) is an all-American musician. Everything
about his trumpet playing conveys verve,
dazzle, fun, and optimism—it’s a little hard
to take. He has the skill and the spirit, but
a study of, say, B.B. King might calibrate
his vision’a bit. The sames carrer quartet
gets the nodstarting June11. The vaneuaro
Jazz oncHESTRA holds Sway on Mondays

Visiones, 125 Macdougal St, at W. 3rd St
(673-5576)—mose atuson, who plays here
with a trio June 8-11, is still making the
world safe for pissed-off musical anomalies
over sixty. Lyrically dismembering hypo-
crites is a full-time job (behind that hon-
eyed Mississippi charm lies the mind of a
killer), but he still finds the ume to slip in
some ‘wonderfully eccentric piano work
Lately, Van Morrison has taken a shine to
Allison’s tunes, but no one can deliver irony
like this Southern gentleman. Dining

Zino, 126 W. 13th St. (924-5182)—Through
June 8: piano, bass, and sax with sunior
MANCE, CALVIN HILL, and JOE TEMPERLEY. Dining

  

   

 

ROCK,ETC.
Borrow Line, 15 W. 4thSt, at Mercer St. (228-
'6300)—June 5: 80 oipprey. Those pounding
tom-toms, those sinewy maracas, that dis
torted, fuse-blowing guitar Call it hambone,
call it’ shave anda haircut, two bits, call it
anything you want—it’s still going to be the
Bo Diddleybeat. And onceit gets youinits
clutches it’s impossible to shake loose. June
6: SHARON SHANNON. By mixing traditional
Irishfolk with rock and reggae and wearing
leather jackets and hiking boots, this fieet-
fingered accordionist has made quite an
impression on the flourishing Celtic music
scene. Her latest collection of instrumental
gemsis called “Out the Gap.” June 11; An
evening with veteran keyboardists at KOoPER
and simmy wees. Kooper’s credits as a
songwriter (“This Diamond Ring”), session
player (organ on “Like a Rolling Stone”),
bandleader(the Blues Project; Blood, Sweat
and Tears), and producer (Lynyrd Skynyrd)
read like a walking tour throughthesixties
and seventies. Webb's hit-filled catalogue
includes such far-afield classics as “Up, Up
and Away,” “By the Time I Get to Phoe-
nix,” and‘the gloriously inscrutable ““Mac-
Arthur Park.”

Brownies, 169 Avenue A,at 10th St. (420-8392)—
June 5: The xettypeat sooo. Freshly sprung
from rehab after a well-publicized heroin
bust, Kelly (twin sister of Kim from the
Breeders) has returnedwith a topnotchcol-
lection of unwieldy hooks called “Goto the
Sugar Altar.” Pretty good for a musician
who was still a novice guitarist when she
quit her day job three years ago. June 6.
XANAX 25, June L1 WALT MINK.

Cuicaco B.L.U.E.S., 73 Eighth Ave. at 13th
Devoted to the music of

Time SARAH lays it down

  

 

   

  

 

the Windy City, a
June5-6.

Fez, 380 Laiayette St. (533-7000)—June 11.
Klezmer musiccan bring out the goofballin
some musicians;in the case of the KLEZMaTICs,
it happens en ‘masse. They inject leit-of-
center mirth into an already mirthful mu-
sic, butthey also have the chops to back up
their attitude, which is half downtown, half
shtetl, The mineus B16 Banostill packs them
in every Thursday. Dining

Irvin Paza, 17 Irving Pl, at 15th St. (777-
6800)—June 5: AIMEE MANN. Best remem-
bered as the preternaturally blond leader of
the mid-eighties combo'Til Tuesday (“Voices
Carry”), this talented songwriter has spent
the past few years enduring a firsthand
seminaron the perils of the music business
Passed like a hot potato from record com-
pany to record company, she has finally
settled in at Geffen and teleasedaterrific
new album, “I’m with Stupid,” some of
which was previewed—beheve it or not—on
an excellent 1995 collection of music from
“Melrose Place.” June 7 tuna. Led by Har:
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An installation by Pepén Osorio, at Feldman.

vard grad Dean Wareham, who drove Galaxie
500 to college-rock greatness, this New York
quartet makes a dreamy kind of music
that’s so frankly derivativeit’s both dispos-
able and eternal. (The touchstone here is
the Velvet Underground—thebandrecently
toured with Lou Reed.) Last year’s ‘Pent
house” featured a nifty track called ‘23
Minutes in Brussels," with guest guitar work
from Television’s Tom Verlaine;like much

 

of Luna’s oeuvre, it sounds like ‘‘Sister
Ray’on Quaaludes.

Maxwett's, 1039 Washington St., Hoboken
(1-201 798-4064)—June 8: sonny aurcess and
the roste rtores band. Although he’s been
eclipsed by some of his Sun Records
stablemates, Sonny’s ‘Higher’ still turns
up on anyrespectable rockabilly compila-
tion. And the man—wafer-thin and well in
control of his Fender Telecaster—continues
to make the rounds whenhe’s not tooling
around with the venerable Sun Studio band
A great opportunity to see a down-home
rockabilly hero up close. Flores has a voice
that, like Gram Parsons’, cracks in all the
night places. This mean,’ guitar-toting San
Antonio rose has long been the darling of
the Austin and L.A. countrycircuits, Her
eponymous 1987 début, which featured the
classic “God MayForgive You (But I
Won't),was a keeper, and her followup,
“Once’ More with Feeling,” is none too
shabbyeither. June 9: The KeLty peat 6000
swings by from Brownies,

Mercury Lounce, 217 E. Houston St. (260-
4700)—June 5: Joan sett. She was just fif-
teen when she becamea founding member
of L.A’s all-female rock band the Run-
aways 1975, and it was her brutally
frank songs that made the group more
than just a gang of coquettes. That she and
Runawayslead guitarist Lita Ford became
solo stars in the eighties was oneof rock’s
sweet success stories. And, as her 1994
album, “Pure and Simple,” demonstrates,
she’s still one tough cookie, June 6 and
June 8: Atesanoro Escovevo. With a pedi-
gree that includes seventies punk (the
Nuns) and eighties alternative country
(Rank and File and the True Believers),
this gritty singer-songwriter has long been
a cult hero Hisriveting new album, “With
‘These Hands,” finds him perfectly situated
to get the commercial attention he de-
serves. June 11: syp straw. It’s been a long,
strangetrip since herdelightful 1990 début,
“Surprise.” In the intervening years, this
former Golden Palominos vocalist got 'mar-
ried and divorced, and played a hippie
chick in ‘“Tales of the City.” This year she

    

returned to her true calling (with a little
help from one of the world’s greatest bar
bands, the Skeletons) and released a glori-
ous comeback, War and Peace." She’s one
of the most underrated vocalists around,
and it’s been too long since she played
New York.

Trames, 51 W. 21st St. (727-7788)—June 5:
BELA FLECK AND THE FLECKToNES. Thefirst banjo
player to parlay virtuosity and matinée-idol
looks into a successful recording career, Fleck
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is the Roy Clark of the nineties. His Fleck-
tones have a tendency to tiptoe perilously
close to jazz-fusion territory, but for the
mostpartthe bandoffers chalienging, good-
naturedinstrumental music. The FUNKY METERS
(the adjective has been added for contractual
teasons) swing byon June 7. Nowthat funk
historicism is all the rage, it’s a good time
to praise the mighty Meters: as the New
Orleans counterpart of Memphis’s Booker
T. and the MGs,the Meters were the back-
boneof CrescentCity soul sound Their hits
define funkatits leanest and toughest.

Wertanos, 161 Hudson St (966-4225)—et vez,
“the Mexican Elvis,” is your host on June 10.
Seftor Vez is far more than your run-of-the-
mill Elvis impersonator: he claimsto be the
illegitimate man-child of the King and Charo,
He sings in Spanish and wears a layered
outfit thathe slowly unpeels and tosses into
the audience. Viva Las Vegas, indeed.

ART

MUSEUMSAND LIBRARIES
Museum Mite Festiva.—Theeighteenth annual open

housetakes place on Tuesday, June11, from 6
to 9 em. Fifth Avenue between 82nd and
104th Streets will be accessible to pedestrians
andstreet performers only, and eight muse-
umsalong the waywill admit visitors for free.

MerrorouTan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 82nd St.—
After a painstakingten-year conservation-and-
restoration effort, the Gubbio Studiolo(from the
palace of Duke Federigo da Montefeltro), which
was dismantled in 1967, has been reinstalled.
‘This masterful trompe-Teil Renaissance cham-
ber, with intricately inlaid wood panels that
give theillusion of open cupboards containing
books, scientific instruments, and other objects,
is one of only two known examples of such a
room. Accompanying the installation is an ex-
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hibit covering the restoration efforts and the
fifteenth-century woodworking technique of
intarsia, used to create the study... “Genoa:
Drawings and Prints 1530-1800." The spec
tacular works of the Roman Baroque have
always stolen the spotlightfrom whatwasgoing
on in the sticks. This well-curated exhibition of
prints and drawings from the Republicof Genoa
tumsup some lesser-known masters—Giovanni
Benedetto Castiglione, Luca Cambiaso, Ber-
nardo Strozzi—who are by no means second-
rate. Through July 7... . @ “Picturing Paradise:
Colonial Photography of Samoa, 1875-1925.”
‘Through Aug. 4. .. 4 Sixteenth- to eighteenth-
century paintings,textiles, and metalwork from
the Deccan, the plateau region of south-central
India, are on display in “Art of the Deccani
Sultans.” Through Aug 25... .4 “Enamels of
Limoges.” Through June 16.... nore: The
museum's roof garden is open (weather permit-
ting), with sculptures by Rodin, Lachaise, Lip-
chitz, Caro, Smith (David), and Smith (Tony).
(Open Tuesdays through Sundays, 9:30 to 5:15,
and Fridayand Saturday evenings until 8:45.)

Museum oF Mopern Arr, 11 W.
53rd St—From Bauhaus to
Pop,” a selection of paint-
ings, sculptures, drawings,
and other objects that have
been given to the museum
over the years by the archi-
tect Philip Johnson, Starts
June 6....4@"'Picasso and
Portraiture: Representation
and Transformation’ includes
a hundred andthirty paint-
ings, and nearly as_ many
works on paper, depicting lov-
ers, wives, poets, art dealers,
andchildren, Through Sept.

Galleries—
- 4 “ComeSun-

P raphs by Thomas
Roma.” Through June 18.
(or the run of the Picasso
show, the museum’s hours
are Saturdays through Mon-
days, 9:30 to 6; Tuesdays,
11 to 6; and Thursdays and
Fridays, noon to 8:30. Timed-
entry tickets to Picasso are
available in the lobby and
through Ticketmaster, at
307-4545.)

Guecentieim Museum, Fifth Ave
at 89th St.—‘Africa: The Art
of a Continent” includes
more than five hundred
sculptures, murals, ceremo-
nial objects, pieces of jew-
clry, andtextiles, culled from
colléctions around the world.
Starts June 7. . .. @ “In/Sight
Ainican Photographers, 1940
to the Present.” The first
exhibition of this scopeon this topic in New
York presents work by twenty-eight artists,
from forties studio portraits by Salla Casset.
and Seydou Keita to more personal and ex-
perimental photographsfromtheeighties and
nineties by Oladélé Ajiboyé Bamgboyé, Mody.
Sory Diallo, and Ike Udé, One section of the
show focusses onpictures published in Drum,
the influential magazine founded in South
Africa in 1951 and subsequently published in
Nigeria, Ghana, and East and CentralAfrica
as well, Through Sept. 22. (Open Sundays
through Wednesdays, 10 to 6; Fridays and
Saturdays, 10to 8.)

Wurrey Museum oF American Arr, Madison Ave
at 75th St—'Paul Cadmus: The Sailor Tril-
ogy,” a display of the ninety-one-year-old
painter’s notorious satirical suite: “Shore Leave"
(1933), “The Fleet’s In” (1934), and“Sailors
and Floosies”” (1938). Through Sept. 1....@ “An
‘American Story,” a chronological survey of
twentieth-century paintings and sculptures, both
well-known and obscure, from the museum's
collection. (Open Wednesdays, and Fridays
through Sundays, 11 to 6; Thursdays, 1 to 8.)

‘Awerican Museum oF NaturaHistory, Central
Park W. at 79th St—Large-format black-
and-white andcolor photographs document-
ing a hundred endangered North American

 

 

  

 

  

    

plants and animals. ... @ “Amber: Window
to the Past.” (Open daily, 10 to 5:45, and
Friday and Saturday evenings until 8:45.)

Brooxtyn Museum, Eastern Parkway—'‘Convel
ing Cultures; Art & Identity in Spanish Ameri
ca.”An intelligently curated, wonderfully in-
triguing exhibition of Latin Americanart from
thesixteenth century throughthe early twen-
tieth, focussing on the interpenetrations of
native and colonial cultures. Most of the three
hundred often awkward but also beautiful and
even noble objects—paintings, textiles, silver-
ware, furniture, religious articles—have been
gathered from the museum’s collection; they
attest to the uneasy yet surprisingly success-
ful accommodation thatartists in the vice-
royalties of Peru and New Spain made with
European styles and motifs. Through July
14....9'The Art of Thomas Wilmer Dew-
ing’ Beauty Reconfigured.” Through June 9.
(Open Wednesdays through Sundays, 10 to 5.)

Asta Society, Park Ave. at 70th St.—‘Worlds
Within Worlds.” As long ago as the Sung
dynasty (960-1279), Chinese artists and

 

 

“Converging Cultures,” at the Brooklyn Museum.
scholars collected fantastically shaped rocks
both for their formal beauty and as aids to
inspiration; seventy choice specimens are
on display. Through Aug. 18. (Open Tues-
daysthrough Saturdays, 11 to 6, and Thurs-
day evenings until 8 Sundays, noon to 5.)

Frick Coutection, 1 E. 70th St.—'Soane: Con-
noisseur & Collector,” fifty architectural
drawings from Sir John Soane’s Museum,in
London,includingsheets by Piranesi, Wren,
William Chambers, Joseph Michael Gandy,
and Robert Adam. Through July 7. (Opendaily,
except Mondays, 10 to 6; Sundays, 1 to 6.)

Moncan Lisrary, 29 E, 36th St.—“Being William
Morris: A Centenary Exhibition,” which is
taken largely from the Morgan’s own superb
collection, presents every aspect of the Victo-
rian artist-philosopher’s career: drawings for
bookillustrations and stained glass, vibrant
wallpaper and fabric designs, socialist mani-
festos, and,of course, exquisitely printed books
from his Kelmscott’ Press, many of them in
omate, elegantbindings. Two smaller exhibits
complement the main show. “Morris's Medi-
eval Manuscripts” comprises someofthe finest
illuminated books from the artist's collection
and “Pre-Raphaelite Drawings” includes an
astonishing study by Morris and Sir Edward
Coley Burne-Jones for their tapestry of the

 

 

goddess Flora. All three showsthroughSept. 1.
(Open Tuesdays through Fridays, 10:30 to 5;
Saturdays, 10:30 to 6; Sundays, noon to 6.)

Museo pet Barrio, Fiith Ave. at 104th St—
Alicia D'Amico, Mario Cravo Neto, Luis Gon-
zalez Palma, and Flor Gardufo ‘are among
the artists in “Image and Memory: Latin
American Photography, 1880-1992,” Through
June 16... 4 “The CatherwoodProject’ and
“Project for the Day You'll Love Me,” two
installations by the writer and filmmaker
Leandro Katz. Through June 16. (Open
Wednesdays through Sundays, 11 to 5.)

Museum of AMERICAN Foux Art, Columbus Ave at
65th St—"“TheArt of the Contemporary Doll”
features examples inall sorts of mediums by
such artists as Jane Cather, Nancy Wiley,
Akira Blount, and Lawan Angelique. ..4 An-
tique and contemporary quilts from the
muscum’s collection, representing all of the
major quilt-makingtraditions, are on viewin
a show called ‘‘An American Treasury.” (Open
daily, except Mondays, 11:30 to 7:30.)

 

 

 

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

Grecory Giutespie—What a weird, unsettling
vision this artist has. Naive art-historical
references, encompassing everything from
Arcimboldo to Keith Haring, run riot in
these new works; nothing seems to go to-
gether. Gillespie hasintensity, technical vir-
(uosity—everything buta style. And that's
something of a relief in this era of grimly
uniform solo shows, Through June 7. (Fo-
rum, 745 Fifth Ave., at 57th St. °. . 4 Selected
works by Gillespie, from 1971 to the present,
are at Kind, 136 GreeneSt,, through June 8)

Joun Koch (1909-78)—Realistic oil paintings
‘of posh interiors in which people dabble at
music (a sensitive-looking string trio pauses
for tea) and art (nude models pose in the
parlor). Koch was a facile paint handler who
favored golden late-afternoon light—an An-
drew Wyeth for the Upper East Side. The
worst of these paintings, such as still-life
of a classical bust and a’ vaseof lilies, come
within a hair's breadth of kitsch, and even
the best have about them a depressing, stifled
air. Dorothy Parker called them ‘‘a delight to
the eye and a joy to the memories, in case
you have such well-bred memories.” Through
June7. (Kraushaar, 724 Fifth Ave., at 57th St)

"PaBto Picasso: ACADEWIC AND ANTi“ACApewic(1895-
1900)"—A fascinating exhibition comprising the
very first Picassos, beginning with a superb
pencil drawing of a male nude which the
thirteen-year-old Pablo submitted as a part of
the entrance requirements to Barcelona’s Llotja
School of Fine Arts. Spanish art students weren't
permitted to view the opposite sex naked; in
lieu of female models, the males were given
adolescent Gypsy boys, whom Picasso endows
with a magical inner life. In addition to the
academic works, the exhibit includes some
precious doodles, such as a deft little oil sketch
of threeroosters. Through June 15. (Yoshii, 20
W. 57th St... nore: Gagosian, 980 Madison
Ave, at 76th St, has Picasso oil portraits from
1926 to 1970, Through June 29... . Krugier, 41
E. 57th St, has works in several mediums
from the fifties and sixties, along with photo-
graphs of theartist by David Douglas Duncan.
‘Through June 30. ... selection of the artist's
ceramics is at Hammer, 33 W.57th St, through
July 14. Open Mondays.)

Grour SHow—Paintings andcollages from the
fifties by Agnes Martin, Alice Trumbull Ma-
son, and Anne Ryan. Through July 12. (Wash-
burn, 20 W. 57th St. Closed Saturdays.)

Stiorr List—avicvor aeikta, Marlborough, 40 W.
s7th St. Open Mondays, through June
15....sosé sepia, Adams, 50 W. S7th St.
‘Through June 7... ross steckner, Boone, 745
Fifth Ave,, at 57th Through June 29. . “sor
CHAMBERLAIN and ELIZABETH wuRRAY, Pace Wilden-
stein, 32 E. 57th St. Both shows through June
8... Sanpro CHIA and MALCOLM MorteY, Janis,
110 W. 57th St. Both shows through’ June
8... noBERT GoopnoucH, De Nagy, 41 W. 57th
Si. Through June 15... . pavio Hockney, Rob- ‘S
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Sometimesall it takesis a little something sublimely delicious and rapturously wrapped

to bring out the passion in a certain someone's soul, Stop in or call '800-9-GODINA.

GODIVA
Chocolatier
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ert Miller and Emmerich, 41 E. 57th St.
Both shows through June 15... PER KiRKeBy,
Werner, 21 E. 67th St. Open Mondays, through
June 28... wirReDo Lam, Galerie Lelong, 20 W.
'S7th St, Through June 15... GEORGE MACIUNAS,
Ubu, 16 E. 78th Si. Through June 22... watTs,
Martin, 23 E. 73rd St. Through June 15...
NANCY O'CONNOR,Sculpture Center, 167 E. 69th
St Through June7... paniet spore, Zabriskie,
41 E. 57th St. Through June 15... ANNE TRUITT,
Emmerich, 41 E. 57th St. Through June 21,

  

GALLERIES—DOWNTOWN
Carrout Duntam—Ectoplasmic tenementbuild-

ings with Donald Duck lips and phallic knobs
copulate and make war(is there a difference?)
with oneanother. The painter's bizarre, cartoon
ish workis often comparedto children’s art, but
this new exhibition of big bad doodles seems
rather to bethe work of a madman. Amusing,
disturbing, and wallopingly authentic. Through
June22, (Nolan/Eckman, 560 Broadway.)

Jutlo Gatan—New paintings, some incorporat-
ing mixed-medium elements, by the well-known

 

Mexican eccentrie; though they are primarily
fantasy images of Latin American women,the
erotic currents that coursed through much of
his earlier work now seem hushed, But a
cuckoo south-of-the-border surrealism remains
his guiding imperative. He has tarted up
these pictures with collage elements: a shock
of fake blond hair adorns one of his sullen
ladies, and beneath her head, floating in
murky space, is a sacred heart fashioned
out of a soiled and tawdry little pillow,
pierced not by nails but by a hat pin
Through June 30, (Nosei, $30 W 22nd St.
Open Wednesdays through Sundays, 11 to 6.)

Damien Hirst—''No Sense of Absolute Corrup-
tion,” a bravura sideshow by the baddest of
British bad-boyartists. In additionto someof
his signature animal carcasses fioatingin form-
aldehyde, the show includes a gigantic ash-
tray filled with cigarette butts, several spin
paintings, and a colorful contraption that keeps
a beach ball perpetually aloft. For all its
shock tactics and viscera, the exhibition is
surprisingly funny. The works’ implicit ques-
tion: Just how far does anartist have to go to
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neurosciences and children’s diseases
to chemistry, physics, agriculture,
computer science and the Bs
environment.
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ere is no more daunting target on the agendaofscientific
research than the replacementoffossil fuels with energy from the
sun. If science triumphs, the use of inexhaustible, pollution-free
solar energy will someday bring on an era of unprecedented health

decision makers often relegate solar
research to the back burner when oil emergencies abate. But the
challenge never vanishes in sun-drenched, resource-poor
Israel. @ The Weizmann Institute of Science in Rehovot —
equipped with spectacular, spohisticated solar furnace and solar
towerfacilities — is an acknowledged leader in solar research.Its
experts pursue the development of new, cost-efficient ways to
harness, store and transport the energy of the sun. @ Current
Weizmann projects reflect ambitious goals: collecting solar
energy in one country or region and shipping it to another by
“solar energy pipeline”; producing hydrogen from water for
use as a clean fuel; laser light producedbysolar powerinstead
of electricity; solar-heat gas turbines generating electric >
power. @ Albert Sabin once observed that the development

humanity more than any
support wherever

jentific imagination andskill.
The WeizmannInstitute, founded in 1934, is a community of
2,400 scientists, engineers and scientists-in-training engaged
in a full agenda of 850 research projects ranging from
basic medical research in cancer, AIDS,
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AMERICAN COMMITTEE FOR THE WEIZMANN INSTITUTE OFSCIENCE
SEVONCeGaeC PAPELily)  

get the public's attention these days? Through
June 15. (Gagosian, 136 Wooster

Tosa KHevoori—Spectacularly fussy architec-
tural drawings exceuted on huge sheets
paper coated with wax, which picks up a
fascinating collection of hair and dust. ‘The
satisfying funkiness of the ground makes
the incised purity of the artist’s line seem
slightly insane. Through June 15. (Zwirner,
43 GreeneSt.

Yavor Kusama—A surveyof paintings, collages,
and soft sculptures from thefifties and sixties
by a pioneering Japanese minimalist. Elegant
formalism (a famous square canvas covered
withairmail stickers) abuts earthy sensuality
G chair upholstered in white canvas fingers
that undulate like the tentacles of a sea anem-
one). A series of paintings of “infinitynets”
thousands of tinyoverlapping circles—dem-
onstratesthe artist's interest in such painterly
questions as color and composition without
compromising her cool credentials. Through
June 21, (Cooper, 155 Wooster St.)

dn Osorio—“Badge of Honor,” an installa~
tion of two rooms side-by-side: a nearly empty
prison cell with a bed suspended from the
wall and shoes onthe floor, and a fantastically
bright teen-age boy's bedroom, with reflective
Mylar and totally postered walls. A black-
and-white video of an inmate from Northern
State Penitentiary, in NewJersey, is pro-
jected in the cell, while a similar video of the
prisoner's son plays in the bedroom Through
June 15, (Feldman, 31 Mercer St)

Rosert RYman—The maximal minimalist has
discovereddesign and(are yousitting down?)
color, albeit the palest possible shades of
beige and gray, which are painted over in
his signature white, in every. possible de-
gree of reflectivity.’ The exhibit is excep-
Honally well mounted, with soaring interior
architecture, designed by the artist, which
gives every painting its own wall, Andthe:
works deserve special treatment: looking at
Ryman takes time, but the longer you lin-
ger the moreintensely they glow. Through
June 21. (Pace Wildenstein, 142 GreeneSt.)

Tuomas Troscx—‘‘Musical Comedy Medley,” a
series of biggish, rather ambitious paintings,
mostly of women sporting drag-queen-style
interpretations of Charles James's couture in
luxurious but claustrophobic environments.
Trosch has adapted his painterly techniques
to his subject matter, using gaudycolors and
heavy impastos somewhat reminiscent of the
gushy de Kooning of the sixties—but, where
de Kooning adhered to a liquescent,see
ingly organic painterly dribble, Trosch, as if
to heighten theartifice of his pictures, favors
hard, crusty surfaces. All of the pictures
incorporate text elements drawn from Broad-
way and Hollywood musicals by Alan Jay
Lerner, Cole Porter, and Lorenz Hart, plus
the odd snippet of ‘Tristan Tzara’s Dadaist
poetry. Altogether a verynich dish. Through
June 30, (Fredericks, 504 W. 22nd St. Open
Wednesdays through Sundays, 11 to 6)

Rachet Wuitereao—Since she won Britain’s pres-
tigious TurnerPrize, in 1993, for a concrete
cast of the interior space of a house in the
East End of London, this artist has had a
spectacular ride to the top of the heap. In
this solo show,she continuesfilling up empty
spaces to create ghostly non-objects—anti-
bookshelves in plaster, an anti-bathtub in
rubber—which seem to have more heft and
substance than the teal objects that were
pressed up against them, Through June 18
(Luhring Augustine, 130 Prince St.)

Shionr List—omatmos, Boesky& Callery, 51 Greene
St. Through June8. . . mcHaei asuxin, Keenan,
494 Broadway. Through June 8. .... squeak
carnwath,Beitzel, 102 PrinceSt. Through June
15... MERLIN Carpenter, Petzel, 26 Wooster St.
Through June 29... . KAREN CaRson, Maynes,
225 Lafayette St. Through June 29... cHEN
zen, Deitch Projects, 76 Grand St. Through
June 8... . WILLEM be KooNING, Marks, 522 W.
22nd St. Open Thursdays through Sunda:
noon to 6. Through June 30... . pavio DEUTSCH,
Gorney, 100 Greene St. Through June
22... . SPELMAN EVANS DowNeR, Arstark, 568 Broad-
way, Through June 28. Lucy eure, Greene
Naftali, 526 W, 26th St. Open: Wednesdays

     

 

   

 

  

 

 

  

  

  

  

 



JA
CK

MO
UL
OY

through Saturdays, 10 to 6; Sundays, noonto 6;
through June 15... ponatp supp, Inglett, 100
Wooster St. Through June29. . . CHARLES LONG,
Bonakdar, 130 Prince St. Through June
20. .. . KRISTIN OPPENHEIM, 303 Gallery, 89 Greene
St. “Through June 15. ..miMMO PALADINO,
Sperone Westwater, 121 and 142 Greene St.
‘Through June 15. .”.. Jason simon, Hearn, 530
W.22nd St. Open Wednesdays through Sun-
days, 11 to 6, Through June 9.

PHOTOGRAPHY
Barsara Kasten—Cyanotypes, Polaroids, and
regular Cibachromeprints depicting ancient
ruins, artifacts, and fossils. Greek tanagra
figurines are rendered nearlyabstract in daz-
zling, stainlikefuschias, indigos, and tanger-
ines. Photograms of amphorae from the Mu-
seum of Underwater Archeology, in Bodrum,
Turkey, seem to fioat in a sea of brushed-on
cyan. It takes a little time for this artful
treatmentof science and history to register,
but whenit does, it’s intoxicating. Through
June 15, (Richardson, 560 Broadway.)

Danny Lron—'‘Letter from Chiapas,” a small
samplingof black-and-white prints and color
montages made during three trips to that
Mexican state last year: subdued images,
mainly of Mayan women and children in
the markets of San Cristobal de las Casas
and the Zapatista villages of La Realidad
and Zocalo, in the photographer's typical
mode of personal and eloquent reportage
‘Through June 29. (Lowinsky, 578 Broadway.)

Joser SupeK (1896-1976)—The Czech photog-
rapher experimented with pigmentprinting
in the forties and fifties, and the slower
process madehispoetic, precisely observed
still-lifes—loaves of bread and eggs, glasses
of water with roses, in chromas from ochre
to olive to sepia—by turns more romantic
and more sombre. Trees in the gardens of
Prague Castle and Troja Castle, however,
are rendered in subtler tones of blue and
charcoal, giving them an air of mystery
mixed with modernity. Through July 7. (In-
ternational Center of Photography, 1130 Fifth
Ave, at 94th St, Open daily, except Mon-
days, 11 to 6, and Tuesday eveningsuntil 8.)

"Paut Himmel ano THe Bropovirch Circus" —Him-
mel workedfor Harper's Bazaar, Vogue, Fortune,
andseveral other magazinesfrom theforties
throughthe sixties; his photographs exempli-
fied the kind of movementdemandedby Alexey
Brodovitch, the renownedart director of Ba~
zaar. This show, which concentrates on his
noncommercial work, includes many pictures
by otherleading lighis, such as Robert Frank,
Louis Faurer, Lisette Model, Bruce Davidson,
Irving Penn,Lillian Bassman, Richard Ave-
don, Martin Munkaesi, and Ted Croner.
‘Through June 22. (Greenberg, 120 Wooster St.)

Short List—CaRL CHIARENZA and STEPHAN BRIGIDI,
Witkin, 415 West Broadway. Both shows
through July 12. . . atserr cHone, Throckmor-
ton, 153 E, 61st St. Through July 20....
ctese & GUTTwaNN, American Fine Arts, 22
Wooster St. Through June8. . . BRUCE CRATSLEY,
A Different Light Bookstore, 151 W. 19th St.
Open daily, 10 to midnight; through July
30... WALKER EVANS and JIN MING, Laurence
Miller, 138 Spring St. Both shows through
June 29... ceraro rierer, Mann, 42 E. 76th
St. Through June 29.

..

. RALPH Gisson, Castelli,
420 West Broadway. Through July 26... ew-
Met GowIN andDIANA MicHENer, Pace Wildenstein
MacGill, 32 E. 57th St, Both shows through
June 29)... san Groover, Borden, 560 Broad-
way. Through June 22... . HeLMAR Lerski, Gal-
lery 292, 120 Wooster St, Through June
22... weesertList, Robert Miller, 41 E. 57th
St. Through June 15... .1NGE morath, Leica,
670 Broadway. Opens Saturdays at noon;
through June 12... rReveric oHRINGER, Houk
Friedman, 851 Madison Ave., at 70th St.
‘Through July 12... .. sepasriano etras, Helman,
20 W. Sith St. ThroughJuly 14.
(See the museum listings for photography ex-
hibitionsat the Metropolitan Museum,the
Museum ofModernArt, the GuggenheimMu-
seum, theAmerican MuseumofNatural His-
tory, and El Museodel Barrio.)

   

 

 

 

CLASSICAL MUSIC

OPERA
Metrorouitan Overa—Opening night of the
Met’s free outdoor performances: Puccini's
“Turandot,” with sopranos Ghena Dimitrova
and Veronica Villarroel, tenor Lando Bar.
tolini, and bass Paul Plishka, Nello Santi
condticts. (North Meadow, Central Park,
near Fifth Ave. and 102ndSt, June 11 at 8)

Fiyin Horse Honan Opera Troure—With the
Chinese-opera diva Wang Hai-ling, in ‘Tang
Po-hu Courts Chiu Hsiang.” (Taipei The-
atre, 1221Sixth Ave., at 48th SU 373-1850.
June 7-8 at 7:30 and June8-9at 2.)

Opéra Francais be New York—Thetroupepresents
a semi-staged production of “Les Mamelles
de Tiresias,” Poulenc’s irreverent Surrealist
opera about bosoms and baby-making. Yves
Abel conducts a cast that
includes sopranoAmy Bur-
ton and baritone Brett
Polegato. Also on the bill
is a shorter, non-operatic
work, Poulene’s dramatic
monologue “La Dame de
Monte Carlo.” (Alice
Tully Hall. 875-5050
June 11 at 8.)

"Deap Eno Avenue"—Final
performances of a music
theatre work by William
Schimmel and Micki Good-
man, who describe it as
“an ontological journey with
the accordion as_center-
piece.”” (Anahid Sofian Stu
dio, 29 W, 15th St. June 8-9
at 8, For information about
tickets, call 876-0827.)

 

 

ORCHESTRAS AND
CHORUSES

Froritecium Camper CHom—
JoAnn Rice leads Hugo
Weisgall’s “Evening Litur-
gies” and Walter Hilse’s
Mass.(St. Peter’s Church,
Lexington Ave. at 54th
St. June 5 at8. Tickets
at the door.)

‘Awerican FestivaoF MicRo-
TONAL Music Orchestra—
Forfifteen years the festi-
val has explored the (mostly
modern)repertoire of mu-
sic that employs unusual
tuning systems and minus-
cule divisions of the oc-
tave. In the festival's larg-
est production to date, its
founder, Johnny Reinhard,
leads seventy musicians in
his realization of Charles
Ives's hour-long “Universe Symphony.”” Ives
worked on three sections of the piece—
“Formation of the Waters and Mountains,”
“Earth, Evolution in Nature and Humanity,”
and “Heaven, the Rise of All to the Spiri-
tual—in 1915, but he neverfinished it. A
version by the composer Larry Austin, who
doctored what wasthere with a fair amount of
new material, was unveiled in Cincinnati two
years ago and recorded on the Centaurlabel,
NowMr.Reinhard,a bassoonist whois prob-
ably the world’s leading microtonalist,offers a
version that employs only Ives's notes. (He
holds the opinion that the manuscript wasn't
so much incomplete as illegible—a puzzle
that neededsolving.) Next season, he'll lead
the piece in Paris and Moscow, but New
York gets the honor of the premiére. (Alice
Tully Hall. 875-5050. June 6 at 8.)

Cry Istano Barogue Ensewait—The Sundayconcert
series at this way-uptown bed-and-breakfast
celebratesits third anniversary’ with performances
‘of concertos by Corelli, Bach, andVivaldi. Harpsi-
chordist Ian Rechtmanand violinists Anton
Miller and Colin Jacobsen are the soloists. (Le
Refuge Inn,620 City Island Ave., City Island,
the Bronx. 1-718 885-2478. June 9 at noon.)

Merrorouian Greex CHoraue—In a program that
includes motets by Schutz and Hans Leo
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Hassler, Handel's “Utrecht Jubilate,”” and works
byfive Greek composers. (Merkin Concert
Hall, 129 W 67th St. 501-3330. June 9 at 3)

Rortensere CHoraue—The group celebrates the
three-thousandth anniversary of the founding
of Jerusalem with Charles Osborne's “Sephardic
Havdallah” and other works. (Merkin Concert
Hall, 129 W. 67th St. 501-3330. June 9 at 7:30.)

RECITALS
Music oF THE INDIAN Jews—A series of perfor-
mances and lectures devoted to Asian music
and dance turnsits attention to the Bene
Israel—the Jewish minority of the subconti-
nent—whose little-known repertoire will be
discussed and performed by Romeil Daniel
(Bruno Walter Auditorium, New York Pub-
lic Library for the Performing Arts, Lincoln
Center. June 5 at 3, No tickets necessary.)

  

Lincoln Center marks the sax's Inndred andfiftieth birthday.
Mopoecat SHeHori—Thepianist performs works
by Rameau, Beethoven, Chopin, and Liszt.
(Merkin Concert Hall, 129 W. 67th St. 501-
3330. June 5 at 8.)

SaxopHone BLowour—The Belgian instrument
builder Adolphe Antoine-Joseph Sax would
doubtless be all but unknown today had he not
taken out a patent, in 1846, on an instrument
he had invented andattached his name to. In
general, the saxophone has been treated as the
Rodney Dangerfield of the classical world, a
reputation notexactly enhanced bycertain Presi-
dential performances of recent memory. The
New York Public Library honors the saxo-
phone's sesquicentennial with a weekofrecitals
and lectures designed to delve into the
instrument's classical, popular, and jazz. lega-
cies. June 6: A lecture on the saxophone

tent. G June 7; Works for alto saxophone
Polish and Belgian composers, played by

ezariusz_ Gadzina....4@ June 8: Ensemble
works performed by the Trondheim Saxofon-
kvartett, a Norwegian group....@June 10:
Contemporary American works,featuring saxo-
phonist John Sampen. (Bruno’ Walter Audito-
rium, New York Public Library for the Per-
formingArts, Lincoln Center. Ail events are at
3. Notickets necessary. Through June 15.)

Barcemusic—For the summer, NewYork's only

floating concert hall 1s adding Friday-night
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performances to its lineup. June 6 at 7:30:
Mendelssohn’s D-Minor Piano Trio, Barber's
Cello Sonata, and Franck’s Piano Quin-
tet. ... June at 7:30: The Mendelssohn and
Franck works, plus Debussy’s Violin Sonata, .
G June 9 at 4: Mozart's E-Major Piano Trio

. 542), Fauré’s C-Minor Piano Quartet, and
‘aneyev's G-MinorPiano Quintet, (Fulton Ferry

Landing, Brooklyn. 1-718 624-4061)
Ayako Yoshina—Violinist, playing sonatas by

Beethoven (No. 9, in A Major, the ‘“‘Kreut-
zer’’), Bartél (oe solo violin), and Strauss, as
well as James MacMillan’s “After the Tryst’’:
with pianist Anthony Hewitt. (Weill Recital
Hall, at Carnegie Hall. 247-7800. June 6 at 7.)

New York Consort oF Viots ano THE Prism SaxorHone
Quaxter—Now,there are somestrange bedfellows.
But who knows? The contrast—the introverted
tonesof a viol consort (playing seventeenth-
century English fantasias and modern works by
Daniel Pinkham and Will Ayton) and the ex-
troverted soundsof a saxophoursome(in works
by Glazunovand Richard]Rodney Bennett)—
could turn out to be provocative. And whenelse
will you get to hear ensemblesthis disparate
playing togetheras the two groups wil be cot
in Venetianpolychoral works by Gabrieli anc
Cesario Gussago and in a new work writtenfor
this concert by David Loebe (Christ and St. Ste-
phen Church, 120 W. 69th St. June6 at 8.
‘or information abouttickets, call 580-9787.)

New York Camerata—The chamber ensemble
offers a trio sonata by Jean-Baptiste Loeillet,
Eugene Goossens’ “Five Impressions of a
Holiday,” the premiére of Walter Winslow's
“A Voice from Elysium,” and Beethoven’s
G-Major Piano Trio (Op. i, No. 2), (St. John's-
in-the-Village, West 11th St. at WaverlyPl.
June 9 at 4 For information about tickets,
call 866-3459.)

Juniper Ensemste—An oddly constituted cham-
ber group—violin,cello, recorder, and three
pulls —performs music by Mauro Giuliani,

fans Martin Linde, and others. (St. Peter's
Episcopal Church, 346 W.20th St. June 9 at
4. Tickets at the door.)

Piano Trios—Violinist Colin Jacobson, cellist
Edward Arron, and pianist Avner Arad per-
form trios by Mozart (in C Major, K. 548)
andSchubert (in E-Flat Major). (Hotel Wales,
Madison Ave. at 92nd St. June 9 at 6 and 8.
Notickets necessary.)

Steven Cores—Theviolinist is assisted by pia-
nist Ilan Rechtman in Beethoven’s Violin
Sonata No. 9 andlighter works by Kreisler.
Mansfield Hotel, 12 W. 44th St June 10 at
. No tickets necessary.)

 

OUT OF TOWN
Care May Music Fesrivat—The annual spring

festival, now at its midpoint, runs through
June 30. June_6: Stephen Rogers Radcliffe
‘conducts the Cape MayFestival Orchestra

in Poulenc’s Sinfonietta, Mozart’s Piano Con-
certo No, 23 (with Seung-Un Ha), and Bee-
thoven's Symphony No. 4....@June 9 An
orchestral pops concert....@ June 11: The
NewYork Chamber Ensemble plays Stra~
vinsky's “L'Histoire du Soldat,” as well as
works by Francais and Weber. (Evenings at
8, at various venues in Cape May, New
Jersey. For information, call 1-800 275-4278)

Music Mounrais—Opening concerts ofthe festival’s
sixty-seventh season, which will run through
Sept. 1 June 8 at 8: Harpsichordist Igor Kipnis
plays Bach's “Goldberg” Variations... @ June
9 at 3: Music Mountain's speciality is string
quartets, and thefirst to arrive this seasonis
the Colorado, playing quartets by Haydn (in F
Minor, Op. 20, No. 5) and Beethoven (in C
Major, Op. 29), as well as Schoenberg’s
“Verklrte Nacht'* (with colleagues assisting).
alls Village, Connecticut. For information,
call 1-203 824-7126.)

ABOVE AND BEYOND
Lone SHors in Sixs—And it’s off to Elmont,
Long Island, for the Belmont Stakes, the
longest horse race of the Triple Crown. The
colossal Belmont Park (it spills over into
both the 718 and the 516 area codes) con-
stitutes a kind of scale model New York:
Park Avenue swells inspect the day’s talent
inside the velvet-turfed paddock, local fami-
lies toddle between the food court and the
pari-mutuel windows, while bettors partial
to curried goat (from the West Indian snack
bar on the grandstand level) take positions
outside the walking ring, marking their rac-
ing forms with miniature pencils. In 1905
Belmont wasthesite ofthe first-ever traffic
jam; an equestrian bottleneck could occur
at the finish line this year. Who will be the
sprat amongthe minnows? With Grindstone’s
retirement, Unbridled’s Song’s bum hoof,
Louis Quatorze’s questionable staying power,
and Cavonnier’s rotten luck, it could well
‘come down to who enjoyed his oats the most
at breakfast. (Belmont Park. 1-516 488-
6000 or 1-718 641-4700. NYCE machines
onthe premises.)

Tue Buicx Ctassic—On the manicured drive
into the Westchester Country Club,golfer
Vijay Singh says, he gets a tingly feeling.
Well, he ought to. In 1993, on his rookie
tour, Singh won his first P.G'A, event at the
club, and last year he wonagain. This week
he's hoping to surpass the twoother repeat
winners, Jack Nicklausand Seve Ballesteros,
with a third tile. Though he brings a new
andeffective putting style to the hard, fast
greens, Singh tends to distance himself from
the competition mainly with his gambles on

  

     

ot. To negotiate the course’s doglegs
and punishing rough requires accuracy and
shot-shaping Cautious golfers reach for a
three-wood or a two-iron, but Singh credits
his success to sticking with the driver: “In-
stead of changing my gameplan just to hit
fairways,” the sweet-swinging Fijian explains,
“T stay ‘aggressive off the tee."” (Harrison,
New York. For more information,call 1-800
765-4742. June 6-9.)

Dots 4 Doc Have Bupa Narure?—The third
annual Day of Meditation settles into Cen-
tral Park this Saturday, with a full schedule
of silent sitting, dharma combat (Monk.
“Teacher, I have heardthat you have per-
sonally séen Nansen, Is this true?” Master:
“Nansen produces big turnips”), and study
breaks with the Frick and Frack of Bud-
dhism, Philip Glass and Allen Ginsberg.
(The Ramble, below Belvedere Castle. June
8, from 12:30 to 5:30. For more informa-
tion, call Tricycle. The Buddhist Reviewat
645-1143.)

Ox, Ros!—A Brooklyn native who has been
more closelyidentified with New Rochelle
and the Twin Cities comes home:this Sun
day, Mary Tyler Moore will be crowned
Queen of Brooklyn, usurping a throne cur-
rently occupied by Larry King Citizensof
the unknowable boroughwill celebrate their
new monarch and her court (Harvey Keitel,
David Benzali, Max Roach, Cousin Brucie
Morrow) with’ an outpouring of readings
andfeasting. (The coronation takes place in
the Brooklyn Botanic Garden at 12:30 on
June 9. For information about the festivi-
ties, call 1-718 855-7882, ext, 54.)

AurosiocrarHies—June § at7:30: Barbara Griz
zuti Harrison reads from ‘‘An Accidental
Autobiography.” (Barnes & Noble, Sixth Ave.
at 22nd St No tickets nece
GJune 6 at 7:30: Jamaica Kins
from her latest novel, “The Autobiogra-
phy of My Mother.” (Lafayette AvenuePres-
byterian Church,85 § Oxford St., Brooklyn.
For more information, call 1-718 243-0424.
Notickets necessary’)... @June 10 at 7:
Judy Nelson reads from ‘Choices: MyJour
ney After Leaving My Husband for Mar-
tina and a Lesbian Life.” (A Different
Light Bookstore, 151 W. 19th St. Notickets

 

  

   

  

   

 

Levinson addresses contemporary doll-making
andthe art of Jeanelle Myers. (Museum of
American Folk Art, Columbus Ave. at 65th
St. No charge beyond museum  admis-
sion.)... @ June 10 at 8: Anna Deavere Smith
talks with Jessye Norman about the diva’s
career, (92nd Street Lexington Ave at
92nd St. 996-1100.)

 

  

  Sport of kings: the hundred and twenty-eighth running of the Belmont Stakes. GA
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THE MOVIES
 

FILMS OPENING THIS WEEK

Biusu—Li Shaohong’s
drama, set in  post-
Revolutionary China,tells
the story of a triangle in-
volving a former pros-
titute (Wang Ji), her
wealthy young ¢lient
(Wang Zhiwen), and her
best friend (He Saifei),
Adapted by thedirector
and Ni Zhenfrom a novel
by Su Tong. In Canto-
nese, Opening June 7.
(Quad Cinema.)
Desovarion Ancets—Writer-
director ‘Tim McCann's
drama about a young
New Yorker (Michael
Rodrick) who becomes
unhinged whenhe learns
that his girlfriend Jen-
nifer Thomas) has been
rapedbya friend of his
(Peter Bassett), Opening
June 7. Quad Cinema.)
Heave—The story of an
overweight pizza chef
(Pruitt Taylor Vince) who
falls in love with his
waitress (Liv Tyler). ¥
Shelley Winters and
Deborah Harry. Written
and directed ‘by James
Mangold, Openingjune 5.
(Film Forum.)
Kaspar Hauser—A new
take on the mystery of
the nineteenth-ceniury
wild child (here played
by André Eisermann),
which links his early im-
prisonmentandultimate
assassination to Gen
political rivalries Writ
ten anddirected by P.
ter Sehr. In German.
Opening June 7 (Cin-
emaVillage.)
Tue PHantom—Billy Zane
is cast as the comic-strip
hero in Simon Wancer’s

action adventure. With Treat Williams, Kristy
Swanson, and Patrick McGoohan. Written
by Jeffrey Boam. Opening June 7 (Art Green-
wich Twin, Astor Plaza, 86th Street East Twi
First & 62nd Cinemas, Lincoln Square, 19th
Street East 6, and 34th Street Showplace)

Tue Rock—A thniller about terrorists on Alea
traz, featuring Sean Connery,Nicolas Cage,
and’ EdHarris, Directed by Michael Bay.
Screenplay by David Weisberg, Dough:
Cook, and Mark Rosner. Opening June 7.
(84th Street Sixplex, 86th Street East Twin,
Embassy 1, Embassy 3, Murray Hill Cin?
emas, 19th’ Street East ‘6, Sutton, andVil-
lage East Cinemas.)

CURRENTFILMS

(Thesigned notes are by Bruce Diones, Sarah
Kerr, Anthony Lane, and Terrence Rafferty.
Ifa movie has been reviewed in The Current
Cinema,the date of its reviewisgruen. Theatre
informationis sted on page 28,)

Tue Aenivat—Charlie Sheen stars as a NASA
astronomer caught between a government
conspiracyand an alien invasion, in a thril-
ler written and directed by David Twohy
With Ron Silver, Richard Schiff, and Lind-
say Crouse. (First & 62nd Cinemas, Lincoln
Square, Murray Hill Cinemas, 19th Street
East 6, Park & 86th Street Cinemas, and
Village Theatre VII... @ Astor Plaza; through
June 6.)

Tue Bieocace—Mike Nichols’s remake of “La
Cage aux Folles” (1978) largely contents
self with decking out what appears to be a
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profoundly, unalterably French farce in
American drag; the cautious, sensible ap-
proach taken by Nichols and his screen
writer, Elaine May, has the drawback of
makingthis moviefeel a little, as the French
might say, de trop, Although Robin Wil-
liams and’ Nathan Lane, as the bickering
middle-aged loversoriginallyplayed by Ugo
Tognazzi and Michel Serrault,are skillful,
the script doesn’t give them much opportu
nity to distinguish themselves from. their
memorable predecessors. Oddly, the funni
est performerhere is Gene Hackman, play-
ing an aggressively straight, family-values-
spouting politician, Also with Dianne
Wiest —T.R. (3/18/96) (Baronet, Coronet,
Criterion Center, and 62nd and Broadway.)

Cou Comroar Farm—John Schlesinger’s ec
centric tural comedyis based on a 1932
novelby Stella Gibbons, The bright, sophis-
ticated young heroine, Flora Posie (Kate
Beckinsale), goes to live with obscure rela
tives in Sussex, and, appalled bytheir igno-
rance and their dour inertia, sets out to
changetheir stubborn ways; she’s Jeeves in
skirts, subverting the blind workings of Fate
to her own ends. Beckinsale keeps her com-
posure while veteran character actors—Ei-
leen Atkins, Sheila Burrell, Stephen Fry,
Freddie Jones, Joanna Lumley, and Tan
McKellen—attempt to dazzle her, and us
with their virtuosity, Schlesinger, working
from a script by Malcolm Bradbury, main
tains a steady rhythmand light, cheerful
mood.—T.R. (5/13/96) (Lincoln Square and
Village Theatre VII.)

Draconheart—A tenth-century knight (Den-
nis Quaid) and his fire-breathing sidekick
(whose voice is provided by Sean Connery)
fight an evil king (David Thewlis), in an
adventure directed by Rob Cohen. Screen-
play by Charles Edward Pogue. (Chelsea
Cinemas, First & 62nd Cinemas, Lincoln
Square, Park & 86th Street Cinemas, 34th
St. East, Waverly, andZiegfeld.)

Eopie—A comedy directed bySteve Rash, in which
‘Whoopi Goldberg plays a limousine driver who
becomes the coach of the New York Knicks.
With Frank Langella, (Chelsea Cinemas, Cin-
ema I, Embassy 2, Guild, Lincoln Square,
Orpheum VII,and Village East Cinemas.)

Farco—Everybody in Joel and Ethan Coen's
movie talks with painful slowness,asif the iey
Minnesota air were freezing their chops, the
resulting mood 1s lugubrious and oddly win
ning. The story, about a hopeless businessman
(William H. Macy) who hires a couple of crooks
(Peter Stormare and Steve Buscemi) to kidnap
his wife, offers the usual Coen compound of
random’ daftness and concentrated violence.

 

 

 

   

    

  

Frances McDormand has a high oldtime as
thepolice chief of the townof Brainerd; decent
and unhurried (her characteris seven months
pregnant), she brings order to the weirdness
and warmsit up.—A.L. (3/25/96) (Art Green-
wich Twin, First & 62nd Cinemas, Lincoln
Square, and 19thStreet East 6.)

Furrer—Elijah Wood joins Paul Hogan and
that dolphin in a family filmdirected by Alan
Shapiro, With Isaac Hayes. (Art Greenwich
Twin, First & 62nd Cinemas, Murray Hill

National Twin, Olympia, Orpheum
VI, Regency, and 23rd Si. West Triplex.)

Furtine wirDisaster—David O, Russell's farci-
cal road movie sets a thirtyish New Yorker
BenStiller), adopted as a small child, on a
cross-country search for his biological par-
ents, accompanied by his wife (Patricia Ar-
quette) and an adoption-agency official (Téa
Leoni) Despite some expert performances—
by George Segal and Mary Tyler Moore as
the adoptive parents (nervous urban kvetches),
and Alan Alda and Lily Tomhn asthe bio-
logical ones (devious ex-hippies)—the picture
remainsas confused asits hero; unlike him,it
never does find its identity.—T.R. (4/15/96)
(Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, 68th St. Playhouse,
andVillage East Cinemas. .@ 86thStreet
East Twin;through June 6.)

Tue Horseman on tHe Roor—Jean-Paul Rappe-
neau’s adaptation of Jean Giono’s 1951 novel,
about a cholera epidemic in nineteenth-
centuryProvence. With Juliette Binoche and
Olivier Martinez, In French. (Reviewedthis
week in The Current Cinema.) (Paris.)

I SHor Anpy WarHot—Thestory of Valerie Sola~
nas(Lili Taylor), the deranged woman who,
in 1968, ambushed Warhol atthe Factoryand
nearlykilled ham. The director, Mary Harron,
tries to depict Solanas as a complex, tragi~
comic figure, but the protagonist can’t bear
the weight that the film puts on her, and Tay-
lor's monotonousperformance doesn't do much
to lighten the load, The languid-hysterical
Factory atmosphere feels accurate, though,
and so does Jared Harris's witty portrayal of
Warhol, Also with Stephen Dorff (as Candy
Darling), Michael Imperioli (Ondine), and
Donovan Leitch (Gerard Malanga)—T.R,
5/13/96) (Angelika Film Center and Lincoln
laza Cinemas, .. . @ Sutton; through June6.)

Jane Evre—Franco Zeffirelli’s adaptation of
Charlotte Bronte’s novel is more sedate than
you might expect. The reason to sceit is
Charlotte Gainsbourg, who plays Jane with
just the right combination of cthereality
and guts. William Hurt makes a rather
delicate but acceptable Rochester. With Anna
Paquin as the young Jane, and Joan Plow-
right as Rochester’s housekeeper, Mrs. Fair~

 

 

  

 

 

  

  

 

  

  Opening June 5 at Fil Forum, Liv Tyler
and Pruitt Taylor Vince in James Mangold’ “Heavy.” LA
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AMERICA UNDERCOVER PRESENTS

A PILM 8Y JOE SERLINGER AND BRUCE SINOFSKY

IT'S FRIGHTENING

TO THINK THEY DID IT.

TERRIFYING

TO THINK THEY DIDN'T.

PREMIERES MONDAY, JUNE 10, 8PM ET.
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fax.—S.K, (Angelika Film Center, Eastside
Playhouse, and Murray Hill Cinemas.)

THe Man sy THE SHoRe—An unusually powerful
heartbreaker, set in Haiti in the early nineteen-
sixties and toldfrom the point of view of an
eight-year-old. The leisurely opening sequence,
in which Sarah (Jennifer Zubar), singing and
playing in her grandmother's attic, sees a man
out inthe street being tortured, seemsto prom-
ise something impressionistic and elliptical
Butan artful layering of flashbacksstarts to
lay out a story. Two years earlier, Sarah's
father, a captain in the militarypolice, caves
in and betrays a friend to the Tontons Ma-
coutes; soonafter this lapse, he is edged outof
his post by a brutish new buss and forced to
flee the country, and now Sarah lives in hid
ing. The movie is about as fresh, as humane,
and—with a few exceptions—as Subtle as po-
litical allegory canget. Along the wayit turns
into a thriller as well, the suspense building as
to whether Sarah’s grandmother will be able to
get the girl and her sisters out of the country.
‘The cinematography, by Armand Marca,is strong,
and so is Zubar: emotionally. she’s utterly
pure, which makes Sarah much less predict-
able’ than the world-weary adults around
her. Writtenanddirected by Raoul Peck, In
French and Creole.—S.K. (Quad Cinema.)

Mission: Impossiste—This action blockbuster’s ob-
viousselling points are nostalgia for the long-
running TVseries andthe presence of a big
star, Tom Cruise (who is also one of the
producers), but the realstar here is the direc-
tor, Brian’ De Palma. His elegant, baroque,
multilayeredstyle is so perfectly suited to the
material that even the most blatant commer-
cial strategies of David Koepp and Robert
‘Towne's screenplay somehow wind up playing
to his strengths, De Palmafinds a current of
bitter humor in the betrayals that set the plot
in motion, Andhe uses the movie’s up-to-date
technology as a meansof increasing the den-
sity and formal complexity of his imagery,
with computer screens and video. monito
splintering theaction into near-Cubist rear
rangements of visual data, Thefilm is an
exhilarating magic act: De Palma’s hand is
quicker than even the most alert spectator's
eye Also with Jon Voight, Emmanuelle Béart,
Henry Czerny, Ving Rhames, Vanessa Red-
grave, Kristin’ Scott~Thomas,’ and (unbilled)
Emilio Estevez—T.R. (6/3/96) (Chelsea Cin-
emas, 84thStreet Sixplex, Metro Cinema, New
York Twin, Orpheum VII, State, 34th Street
Showplace, and Village Theatre VII.)

Neuty ano Monsieur Arnauo—Thelatest demon-
stration of Parisian decorumfrom the French
director Claude Sautet. Nelly (Emmanuelle
Béart) leaves her marriage and goes to work
for Arnaud (Michel Serrault), a formerjudge
whois writing his memoirs.’ The two tiptoe
toward love, then pull back. The movieis
played tas you would expect) with watchful
finesse, particularly by the morose and sar-
donic Serrauli, but you sometimes long for a
little wildness; Beart’s character should be
driving men crazy, but what does she doz
She inderests them,In French.—A.L, (4/22/96)
(Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)

Tre Postman—Antonio Skarmeta’s bittersweet 1985
novel, “Burning Patience,” on which this movie
is loosely based, told the story of Mario, a
lonely postman ‘who delivers mail to Pablo
Neruda on Isla Negra, the corner of Chile
wherethe poet. spent much ofhis later life. In
Michael Radiord’s lovely but sanitized version,
the action has been moved to picturesque
Italy. As Neruda, the great Philippe Noiret
somehow conquers being dubbed in Spanish
accented Italian; as Mario, the late Italian
comedian Massimo Troisi is painfully affect-
ing. In Italian —S.K, (Carnegie Hall Cinemas,
First & 62nd Cinemas, and Quad Cinema.)

Prmat Fear—In Gregory Hoblit’s conventional
but enjoyable courtroom drama, Richard Gere
plays an attorney defending ‘a young man
accused of killing the Archbishop of Chi-
cago. Thestory full of tired characters (a
prosecutor who's an old flame, a corruptcity
developer), yet Frances McDormand, Laura
Linney,John Mahoney, and Andre Braugher
are ali So casually skillful that Gere’s c’mon-

 

 

   

 

  

 

 

  

you-know-you-want-mestyle has the room
it needstoplay. But it’s Edward Norton, as
the Boo Radley-like defendant, who steals
the movie, Hoblit has an economicalstyle,
and he gets the job done with very little
fuss—B.D. (Olympia and72ndStreet East. .
@ Embassy 4; through June 6.)

Someone Erse's’ America—Goran Paskaljevié’s
comedy, about a family of illegal aliens
from Montenegroliving in Brooklyn, With
Tom Conti and Miki Manojlovié, (Lincoln
Plaza Cinemas and Quad Cinema.)

Sey Haro—Leslie Nielsen plays ‘Steele, Dick
Steele,” an idiotic Bond-like secret agent (code
name’ WD-40) called in by the American
kovernment to stop a cackling, armless villain
named General Raneor (Andy Griffith, his
eyebrows combed out to look like Stalin's)
from destroying the world. As usual, the best
gag of all is Nielsen’s suave, serious, almost
pathologically unembarrassed way with non-
sensical dialogue. The problem is that Bond
films are so campy, excessive, and dated to
begin with that the parodyhere quickly be-
gins to seem secondhand. With an_intelli-
gentlysilly Nicollette Sheridan as the love
interest, and WeirdAl Yankovic,in a hilari-
ous opening-credits sequence, ‘singing the
theme song underwateragainst @ cartoon back-
drop of obese aquatic nymphs. Directed by
Rick Friedberg.—S.K.(Gotham Cinema, Lin-
coln Square, Murray Hill Cinemas,19thStreet
East 6, andVillage East Cinemas, . . © 86th
Street ‘East Twin, and Embassy 1; through
June6... € Embassy4; starting June7.)

The Truth Asour Cars ano Doos—Janeane Garo-
falo plays a radio veterinarian; one day a
caller (Ben Chaplin) asks her out, but she
feels insecure, so she gets her beautiful neigh
bor (Uma Thurman)to impersonate her and
tags alongpretending to be a friend. Garofalo
has a certain barbed charm,but it’s put to
shallow use here, while Thurman is con-
demned to play yet another male trophy, a
fantasygirl who scrunches her nose when she
laughs and walks like a newborn fawn, Di-
rected by Michael Lehmann.—S.K. (Art
Greenwich Twin, Beekman,Criterion Center,
East 85th Street, Lincoln Square, Murray
Hill Cinemas, and 23rd St. West Triplex.)

Twister—Another hectic thriller from Jan De
Bont, who had a runawayhit with “Speed.”
The‘new movie is, if possible, even more
content-free; all you get a bunch ofterri-
fying tornadoes, pursued with glee by a
married pair of professional storm chasers,
Bill (Bill Paxton) and Jo (Helen Hunt).
These two are supposed to be getting a
divorce, but you don’t really care what hap-
pensto’ them,or to the unfortunate Melissa
Gami Gertz), who aims to take Jo’s place—
you're too busy having your mind blown by
the houses, cars, and cows tumbling across
the skies.—A.L. (5/20/96) (Criterion Cen-
ter, Gemini, Lincoln Square, 19th Street
East6, Olympia, Orpheum VIL, 34th Street
Showplace, andVillage East Cinemas.)

Wetcowe 10 tHe Doutuouse—Tocld Solondz’s low-
budget independent movie, which won the
Grand Jury Prize at the most recent Sun-
dance Film Festival, pitilessly chronicles the
indignities visited on an unpopular seventh
gracer by her vicious classmates and her
grotesque family. The picture wallows in the
details of her daily persecution without ever
quite settling on a coherent attitude toward
it, Solondz wobbles betweenglib poignance
and scabrous comedy until, finally, his urge to
avengethe humiliations of his own NewJer-
sey childhood seemsto get the better of him.
‘As the film grinds on,it grows steadily nastier
and more hysterical: in one scene near the
end,the filmmaker actually ridicules a mother’s
grief at the kidnapping of her youngestchild.
Its a hateful movie—T.R. (5/27/96) (An-
gelika Film Center and Lincoln Square.)

 

  

 

  

 

  

  

  

ALSO PLAYING

ACROSS THE SEA OF TIME: Lincoln Square. ANGELS &
insects (reviewed in our issue of 1/29/96)
Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, ... ANTONIA'S LINE:
Angelika Film Center and Cinema3... . asHes

of time: Cinema Village. BROKEN ARROW
2/19/96): Worldwide Cinemas, . . BUTTERFLY KISS:
ngelika 57... civ Haut (2/19/96): Man-

hattan Twin. ... coup Fever: Angelika Film
Center... THe cart: Criterion Center and
23rd St. West Triplex ... bead man: Angelika
Film Center and Carnegie Hall Cinemas
DEAD MAN WaLKING (1/8/96): Worldwide
Cinemas. . piasotiue (4/1/96); Worldwide
Cinemas... rear: Manhattan Twin. ... THe
FLOWER OF MY SECRET (3/25/96): Angelika Film
Center... THe eReat wuire Hyee: National
Twin... ounea: THE TyRANT: Cinema Vil-
lage... . JAMES AND THE GIANT PEACH (4/22/96):
86th Street East Twin... LEAVING Las vecas
(11/6/95): Worldwide Cinemas. ... Ma SAISON
prérérée: Lincoln Plaza Cinemas. ... MIGHTY
apHRopiTe (10/30/95): Sutton, ... THE MONSTER:
Angelika 57 and Cinema 3rd Avenue, . . oriei-
Nat Gangstas: Embassy 3.... THE PALLBEARER:
Cinema II... Sense aND seNswBiuiry (12/18/95):
Worldwide Cinemas. ser. suo (4/8/96):
Worldwide Cinemas... sunser park: Crite-
rion Center, .. . A THIN LINE BETWEEN LOVE AND HATE:
Criterion Center, .. .1 wonxeys (1/22/96): 59th
Street East Cinema. . . rwo earns: Quad Cinema.

 

 

 

  

  

 

 

 

THEATRE ADDRESSES

(For showtimes, call 777-FILM,
except where noted.)

Anceuixa 57, 225 W. 57th St.
Ancetika Fitm Center, 18 W. HoustonSt.
Ant Greenwich Twin, Greenwich Ave, at 12thSt.
Astor Ptaza, 44th St. at Broadway.
Baroner, Third Ave. at 59thSt
Beekman, Second Ave, ai 66th St.
Carnecie Hatt Cinemas, Seventh Ave, between
S6th and 57th Sts.

Chetsea Cinemas, 260 W. 23rd St.
Cinema I, Third Ave. at 60th St,
Cinema Hi, Third Ave. at 60thSt
Cinema 3e0 Avenve, Third Ave, at 60th St.
Cinema 3, 2 W. 59th St
Cinema Vittage, 22 E. 12th St.
Coroner, Third Ave.at 59th St
Criterion Center, Broadwayat 44th St
East 85rH Street, First Ave. at 85th St.
Eastsie PayHouse, Third Ave, at 55th St.
84rH Sracer Sixetex, Broadway at 84th St
R6rH Staeer East Twin, Third Ave. at 86th St.
Ewsassy I, Broadway at 46th St.
Ewaassy 2, 3, ano 4, Seventh Ave. at 47th St
59th Staeer East Cinema, 239 E. 59th St
Fium Forum, W. Houston St. west of Sixth Ave
(727-8110).

First & 62np Cinemas, 400 E. 62ndSt
Gemini | ano 2, Second Ave. at 64th St
Gora Cinema,Third Ave. at 58th St.
Gun, 33 W. SOth St.
LincoPuaza Cinemas, Broadway at 63rd St
(757-2280).

Lincoun Square, Broadway at 68th St.
Mannarran Twin, Third Ave, at 5th St,
Metro Cinewa | Ano 2, Broadway at 99th St.
Murray Hitt Cinewas, 160 E. 34th St
Nationat Twin, Broadway at 44th St
New York Twin, Second Ave. at 67th St.
I9ru Street East 6 Broadway at 19th St.
Ourmeta | ano Il, Broadway at 107th St
Orrseum Vil, Third Ave. at 86th St
Panis, 4 W. 58th St
Park & S6rH Street Cinewas, 125 E. 86th St
Quao Cinema, 34 W. 13thSt.
Recency, Broadway at 67thSt.
S2no & Broapway, 62 W. 62nd St.
68rH Sr. PLavHouse, Third Ave, at 68th St
Teno Street East, Third Ave.at 71st St.
State, Broadwayat 45th St.
Surron I ano 2, Third Ave. al $7th St.
23ep St. Wesr Triptex, 333 W. 23rd St
34ru Sr. East, 241 E. 34th St.
34rH Street SHowrtace, 238 E. 34th St
Vittace East Cinemas, Second Ave. at 12th St
Vittace THearre VII, Third Ave. at Lith St
Waverty| an2, Sixth Ave at 3rdSt,
Wortowioe Cinemas, SOth St. between Eighth
and Ninth Aves

Ziecreto, 141 W.54th St.
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REVIVALS
(Thefollowing notesare byPaulineKaelandMi-
chaelSragow. Theatreaddressesandphone num~
bersappearwiththe listingsfollowing thesenotes.)

La Bette Notseuse (1991)—The first half of this
two-part, four-hour Jacques Rivette film is a
droll and intriguingportrait of anartist and
his model: the exalted painter Frenhofer uses
Marianne, the voluptuous girlfriend of a
younger painter, to finish a nude study of a
crazily destructive woman. Rivette brings us
upclose to Frenhofer’s eye and hand andto
Marianne’s body, and theresult is a refined
form of voyeurism—werespond to Marianne’s
curves by wayof Frenhofer’s consciousness
‘As Frenhofer, Michel Piccoli puts on a dis-
play of comic virtuosity: every shift of his
penor his chair gets a laugh. And as Mari-

 

  

Rafelson, and thescriptwriter, Jacob Brack-
man, seem to besaying “Let themeat meta-
phors.”—P.K, (Film Forum 2; June 5-6.)

Payoay (1973)—Shot entirely onlocation in Ala~
bama, it’s an acrid, hardboiled melodrama
with ‘a feeling for authentic characters and
details, An exceptionally functional script, by
the novelist Don Carpenter, makes it possible
for the director, 1 Duke, to cover the
grimy country-music scene of a small-time
recording star—a goaty, rancidly unromantic
third-rate Johnny Cash: Maury Dann (Rip
Torn) is a sweating rajah, drinking Coke and
beer and bourbon, smoking pot and popping
pills in the back of his Cadillac between two
girls, The movie's only real flaw is the flaw
that’s also presentin hardboiled fiction: when a
worldis this clearly defined, our imagination
is frustrated—P.K. (Film Forum June 10-11.)

 

  

  

At Symphony Space, Maya Deren’s “Meshes of the Afternoon.”

anne, Emmanuelle Béart summonsjust the
right’ combination of self-consciousness and
fearlessness. When the two are taking each
other's measure, the film has a hypnotic
pull. But in the second part, Rivette veers
into psychodrama without creating enough
psychological context, and the pleasing,
biscuity tone splits and crumbles, Pascal Bonit
zer, Christine Laurent, and Rivette adapted
the script from Balzac’s story “Gillette; or,
the Unknown Masterpiece.” In French_—MS.
(Symphony Space; June 11.)

Bre Bye Braverman (1968)—Sidney Lumet takes
Wallace Markfield’s mean-spirited. satirical
novel, ‘To an Early Grave,” and turns the
material into a crudely affectionate comic romp.
The movie is often gross andit's sloppily
thrown together, but the characters’ rhetoric
has some juice in it, When Braverman, a
minor literary figure, suddenly dies, his four
literary friends gather in Greenwich Village,
pile into a Volkswagen, set out to attend the
funeral service in Brooklyn, and getlost, It's a
low-comedysituation playedfor emotional wal-
lowing as well as for laughs; you keepwishing
the camera would back away a bit. With
George Segal; Jack Warden(miscast as a poet);
Sorrell Booke, who has some wonderful mad
movements of his head, as a fussylittle book
reviewer; and Joseph Wiseman, whose cold,
bitter characterization 1s very efiective—P.K.
(Walter Reade Theatre; June 5-6.)

Tue Kine oF Marvin Garvens (1972)—Indeci-
pherable, dark-toned movie about brothers
andspuriousgoals andthe American Dream,
Set in the decaying playground of Atlantic
City,in thegray, wintry off-season, it keeps
declaring its alienation, Bruce Dern works
hard trying to be charismatic as the pro-
moter brother whofrontsfor black gangsters.
Jack Nicholsonis the artist brother. Trying
io actintellectual, Nicholson wears a prissy
expression, huddles in his overcoat, andgives
a dim, ploddingly serious performance. (If
the roles had beenreversedthe film might
have had alittle energy.) This is an unquali-
fied disaster of the type that only talented
people have; the producer-director, Bob

 

   

  

Sunpay Btoopy Sunpay (1971)—John Schlesinger
directed this complex, remarkably modu-
lated English movie about three Londoners
and the breakupof two love affairs, from a
delicate, pungent screenplay by Penelope
Gilliatt, and it may be his finest work. A
homosexual doctor in his forties, played. by
Peter Finch, and an employmentcounsellor
in herthirties, played by Glenda Jackson,
are both in love with a boyish, successful
kinetic sculptor, played by Murray Head,
whocasually divides his time and affections
between them. The filmis a curious sort of
plea onbehalf of humanfrailty—it asks for
sympathy for the non-heroes of life who
makethe best dealthey can. Schlesinger has
a gift for pacing and the energy to bringall
the elements of a movie together, but he
uses his technique su that it’s just about
impossible for you to have anyreaction that
he hasn’t decreed you should.The film full
of plantedinsights; you can practically count
the watts in the illuminations—P.K. (A
Different Light Bookstore; June 9.)

Tue Trouste with Harry (1955)—Harry visits a
rural Vermonttownto reclaim his estranged
wife (the fetching young Shirley MacLaine),
onlyto end up deadandburied, and dug up
and reburied, andso on;theironyis that he
does more goodfor his spouse (andeveryone
elsc) dead than alive. The villagers drawn
into the genteel comic skullduggery include
a retired sea captain (Edmund Gwenn), a
nearsighted country doctor (Dwight Marfield),
anda convivial general-store owner (Mildred
Dunnock). The director, Alfred Hitchcock,
movesfrom a calendar-art view of the New
Englandsetting to a theatricalone, in which
everyone makesfarcical entrances, andthen
on {0 a more spontaneous, cinematic one,in
whichfrogs leapandtelltale doors open and
shut without warning. John Forsythe is the
hero, a virile youngpainter, as he brings the
sea ¢aptain together with an unmarried older
woman (Mildred Natwick), wins over Mac-
Laine and her young son (Jerry Mathers,
later of “Leave Ii to Beaver’), and even
snags a modern cash register for Dunnock,
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thefilm becomes a beguiling, funny riff on
Ecclesiastes’ “To every thing thereis a se:
son.’””—M.S,(American Museum of the Mov-
ing Image; June 8.)

   

LATE RUNS, CLASSICS, ETC.
(Titles witha daggerare reviewed above.)

Fim Forum 2 ano 3, W. Houston St, west of Sixth Ave,
(727-8110)—tearre 2 June 5-6: “The King of
Marvin Gardens” (#) and “Drive, He Said”
(1971, Jack Nicholson). ...June ‘7-9: ‘The
Conversation” (1974, Francis Ford Cop-
pola). June 10-11: "Scarecrow" (1973, Jerry
Schatzberg) and‘Payday’ (#). ... THEATRE 3:
“The Umbrellas of Cherbourg”’ (1964, Jacques
Demy;in French), with Catherine Deneuve

Museum of Monern Ant, Roy and Niuta Titus The-
atres, 11 W. 53rd’ St. (708-9480)—Films di-
rected by Don Siegel. June 6 at 2:30: “Hound
Dog Man’? (1959), ... June 6 at 6 and June 7 at
2:30; “Flaming Star’ (1960)... June 6 at 8
and June 7 at 6: “Baby Face Nelson”
(1957)... 9 June 6 at 3 and6: ‘The Hall”
(1995, Neven Hitrec) and "730 Days After"
(1996, Hitrec). 6 June 7 at 3: “Harry Cal-
lahan* (1993, Judith Wechsler),‘Jazz Dance’*
(1954, Roger ‘Tilton and Richard Leacock),
and “Welcometo the Water Planet’ (1990, Seth
Schneiderman and Maryte Kavaliauskas).
June 7 at 6 andJune 10 at 3: “AngelCity”

(177,Jon Jost)... @ A series of films starring
Blanche Sweet. June 7 at & “Anna Christie”
(1923, John Griffith Wray). .. June 8 at 2 and
5 andJune 10 at 2:30: Two different programs
of short films....June 9 at 2: “Judith of
Bethulia”’ (1914, DW.Griffith). . ...June 9 at
5: “The Avenging Conscience” (1914, Grif-
fith). .. .June 10 at 6: “The Warrensof Vir-
ginia’”’ (1915, Cecil B. De Mille). ... 4 June 7
at 8 andJune 11 at 6: “The Russian’ Idea"
(1996, Sergei Selyanov; in Russian). ... @ June
8 at 2:30: "Speaking Directly: Some American
Notes” (1974, Jost)... @June8 at 5: “Slow
Moves’ (1983, Jost). ... @ June 9 at2.30: “The
Black Box’ (1992, Tamar Trampe and John
Feindt). ...@ June 9 at 5 and June 10 at 6.
“Fate”’ (1994, Fred Keleman)....@ June 11
at 3 “The Battle of the Rails” (1946, Rene
Clément;in French).

Watrer Reaoe Teatre, Lincoln Center, 165 W.
65th St., plaza level (875-5600)—June 5 at
2 and 6:45 and June6 at 4: “Bye Bye Braver-

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

   

    

man” (#).... June § at 4 and9:15 and June 6
at 2: “Homicide” (1991, David Mamet).
June 6 at 6:30: “TheKillers” (1995, Tanya
Hamilton) and “Sudden Manhattan” (1996,  

     Adnenne Shi June 6 at 9, “The Dis-
tant Journey” (1948, Alfred Radok, in
Czech)... June 7 at 2, 4:15, 6:30, and 845,
and June8 at 4, 6, 8, and 10: Three different
programsof films andvideos from Argentina,
Brazil, and Chile,...June 8-9 at 2: “The
Five Pennies” (1959, Melville Shavel-
son)... June 9 at 4 and 8-45 and June 10 at
2: “The Dybbuk’ (1937, Michael Waszynski,
in Yiddish). ... June 9 at 6:30; “The Jazz
Singer” (1927, Alan Crosland)... June 10 at
4.30 and 9:15 and June 11 at 2: “August
Snow’? (1993, Hagai Levi; in Hebrew and
Tialian). June10 at 7 andJune 11 at 4:14:
“Le Golem’ (1936, Julien Duvivier, in French)

A Dirrenent LicBookstore, 151 W. 19th St. (989-
4850)—A Sunday-night seriesof free films (and
popcorn). OnJune9 at 7, the feature will be
“Sunday Bloody Sunday” (#)

SruponySpace, Broadway at 95th St, (864-5400)
June11 at 7° “Meshes of the Afternoon” (1943,
Maya Deren) and‘La Belle Noiseuse"’ (+)

‘American Museum oF THE MoviNG Image, 35th
‘Ave. at 36th St, Astoria (1-718 784-0077)—
June 8 at 2:'“Moonfleet” (1955, Fritz
Lang)....June 8 at 4: “The Trouble with
Harry” (#).... June 9 at 2: “Rope” (1948,
Alired Hitchcock). ... June9 at 4: “The Big
Heat” (1953, Lang).

Pustic THeatre, 425 Lafayette Ave. (260-2400)—
The Eighth Annual New York Lesbian and
Gay Film Festival, an eleven-day showing of
a hundred and sixty-four films and videos
from aroundthe world, will be unspooling in
the Little Theatre and’ the NewmanTheatre
starting June6 and running through June 16
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

WHY IS KENNETH
STARR SMILING?

MONGprofessionals in politics, the

reaction to a misfortune that
befalls one’s opponent is gov-

erned bya law of inverse proportions:
the more minor the misfortune—a de-
bate gaffe, or the revelation of somebit
of hideous behavior on the part of a
campaign co-chairman—thelouder one
trumpets; the graver the wound,the qui-
eter and morereticent the response. The
afternoon that the verdict in the first
Whitewater trial came in from Little
Rock, the voices from Bob Dole’s Wash-
ington campaign headquarters would
not have been out of place at an Epis-
copalian funeral. “We're not going to
make this an issue in the campaign,”
one senior Dole mansaid over the
phone. “Webelieve the campaign is,
and should be, aboutclear and obvious
differences on the issues between Bob
Dole and Bill Clinton, in such areas as
crime, welfare reform, taxes.” A few
minuteslater, another Dole man was on
the line: “As you may know,neither Bob
Dole nor this campaign has ever made
a comment on the Whitewater issue,

and we're not going to do so now. We're
goingto framethiselection onthe clear
differences between Bob Dole and Bill
Clinton on theissues of welfare, bal-
ancing the budget, crime, and taxes.”

~ The Dole campaign canafford its
© good manners. Until last week, the Clin-
e ton line of defense in Whitewater and
7 related affairs was looking—still, after
= Webb Hubbell, and Mrs. Clinton’s
4 commodities trading, and the mysteri-
3 ous discovery of the long-sought Rose
Law Firm billing records in the First
é& Family's living quarters, and the con-
= gressional parade of Clinton aides with

bad memories, and the nine guilty pleas
already won by Independent Counsel
Kenneth Starr—not too bad. Demo-
cratic efforts to discredit Starr's inves-
tigation as politically motivated and
devoid of legal merit had met with
some success. The leading congres-
sional inquisitor, New York Senator

Alfonse D'Amato (who wassuffering
in home-state polls), had announced
with more of a whimper than a bang
that he was wrapping up
the Banking Committee’s
two-year investigation. The
trial had seemed to go fair-
ly well for the defense; an

acquittal, at least on most

counts, was expected, fol-

lowed by the winding down
of the Starr investigation.

The news that an Arkan-
sas jury had convicted the
Governor of Arkansas and
the former business partners
of Bill and Hillary Clinton
on twenty-four felony counts
of fraud and conspiracy
changed, to put it mildly,

the parameters of the dis-
cussion. The question in
Whitewater is no longer
whether crimes were com-
mitted. That has now been
proved. The questionis, What

did Bill and Hillary Clin-
ton know aboutthe crimes,

and when did they know it?
Bill Clinton now faces a

campaign summer played
out against a drumbeat of
stories that raise doubts
about his character and
credibility and pose the great-
est threats to his reélection
chances. A revivified Starr  

    

 

  

   
  

 

Bill Clinton

will bring his next case to trial on
June 17th: Herby Branscum, Jr., and
Robert M. Hill, two politically con-
nected bankers in rural Arkansas, are
charged with conspiring to defraud the
United States,altering bankrecords, and
misapplying bank fundsin a schemeal-
legedly intended to funnel moneyinto
Clinton’s 1990 gubernatorial campaign.
Onceagain,the Presidentof the United

States has been subpoenaed to ap-
pear for the defense. The day
the trial is to begin is also
the daya newly emboldened
D’Amatois scheduled to re-
lease whatwill likely be a
brutal report on his com-
mittee’s investigation. Ar-
kansas Governor Jim Guy
Tucker faces a new trial,

pending review, on sepa-
rate fraud charges. With a
Whitewater grandjury active
in Washington and a new
one impanelled last month
in Little Rock, further in-
dictments are expected.
And thelegal ramifica-

tions are potentially a great
deal worse than the politi-
cal ones. The Clintons’ de-
fense has always been that
any connection between
them andpossible illegal acts
that may have been commit-
ted by James and Susan
McDougal wastangential.
Just because the Clintons
and the McDougals hap-
pened to be co-ownersofthe
legitimate Whitewater ven-
ture did not mean that the
Clintons were connected
with the McDougals’illegal
activities in other business
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dealings. Last week’s verdict imperiled
that defense. The verdict established
as fact—proved by the prosecution,
backed by documents, andcertified

by a jury—that someof the money that
the McDougals obtained by fraud
did indeed end up in Whitewater at a
time when the Clintons co-owned the
company. The jury found that the
McDougals, Tucker, and the Little

Rock businessman David Hale hadsto-
len millions of dollars from the Small
Business Administration. by falsely ob-
taining federal loans intended for “so-
cially and economically disadvantaged”
applicants. Oneofthe fraudulentloans,
for three hundred thousand dollars,

wentto Susan McDougal. Ofthis three
hundred thousanddollars,fifty thousand
was funnelled by the McDougals into
Whitewater. To put it simply, it has
nowbeen proved in a court of lawthat
neatlyfifty thousanddollars obtained by
defrauding the United States govern-
mentwentinto a companythat was co-
owned by Bill and Hillary Clinton. To
build a case againsteither or both of the
Clintons,all Starr has to do now is show

that they knewaboutthis illegal trans-
action when it occurred, or that they

 

later sought to hide evidence of their
connection with it from federal or con-
gressional investigators.

Last week’s verdict greatly helps
Starr in this effort. Tucker and the
McDougals have said they will not
coéperate with Starr, but he can com-
pel them to give grand-jury testimony
by promising them immunity. And,
onreflection, Tucker or either of the
McDougals might decide that they
don’t really like the Clintons well
enough to do time for them. Susan
McDougal, in particular, must be a
worry to the Clintons’ lawyers. Sheis
forty-one years old, she’s looking at a
prison term of up to seventeen years,
andit appears that she can’t stand Hil-
lary. In the McDougals’trial, Hale test-
ified for the prosecution that Clinton
had pressured him to make the loan.
Clintontestified to the contrary. If Su-
san McDougal contradicts Clinton’s
sworn version of events, the President

has a problem.
At the White House, the day after

the verdictfrom Little Rock was read, a
senior official was musing about the
damage done. So far, not so bad, he

said. Thejurors said that they had found

 
‘Tpronounceyou husband and wife ofopposite sexes.”

THE NEW YORKER, JUNE IO,1996

the Presidentbelievable. Clinton’s own
overnight polls showed no significant
change in the President’s favorable rat-
ings—whichlast week hit the highest of
his Administration—and an uptick of
only a pointor twoin the percentage of
people who found Whitewater a serious
matter. “So, bottom line, I think the
effect ofthis event in andofitself is neg-
ligible, both short term and long term,”
he said. “But you know whatI keep
thinking about? Theface of Starr. Did
you see him on TVafter the trial? That
was the face of a man looking good,
looking happy, looking forward to to-
morrow. Theface of a man looking for-
wardto the next kill.”

THE FISHER KING
MEETS THE PLAYER

NEofthose roaming hired armies—
also known as a movie crew—

took over the area in front of the Plaza
one evening not long ago to film
scenes for a new Whoopi Goldberg
movie called “The Associate.” On the
fringesofthe set, an older man wearing

a Scottish-style cap arrived on a bike,
strode confidently over to the food table,
and beganeating. Although he didn’t
actually work for the movie (at least not

officially), he seemed welcome; every

few minutes, a busy-looking crew mem-
ber walked by and cheerfully said, “Hey,
Radioman!”

“T used to be called Aqualung,” the
mansaid, referring to the time when he
first started hanging around moviesets,
aboutfive years ago. “You know,from
the Jethro Tull song? The guy with the
seedy clothes and the snot running
down his nose, and the greasy fingers,
andall that?” These days, he’s known as

Radioman because he always hasa ra-
dio dangling from his neck (which at
that momentwas playing the theme
from “Hawaii Five-O”). He’s famous
amongfilm crews in New York for his
encyclopedic knowledge of the local
movie business.

After he’d eaten hisfill, Radioman
(a.k.a. Craig Schwartz) rattled off for
anyone who would listen the major
movies then shooting in New York
(“The Mirror Has Two Faces,” “The
Preacher’s Wife”), where they were
shooting (Harlem, Yonkers), the gossip
for each, and the schedule for upcom-
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ing films. “People come up to meall the
time andsay, ‘Radioman, whatelseis

shooting around? You know, we need
work,’ ”hesaid.

Radioman is also a good source for
finding out which stars are in town. “He’s
got a lowjack on everybody in New
York,” Robin Williamssaid later by
phone. Williams, whom Radioman
resembles, first met him ontheset of
“The Fisher King”andstill talks to him
regularly. “He'll give youevery celebrity's
location at any given moment,and he
seemsto have their schedule for the day,
too,”the actorsaid. Hegets his informa-
tion byriding from setto set, talking to
the crews. Andheloves to discuss movies.

“Sidney Lumet, now there’s a wild
director for you,” Radioman began,still

 

standing by the food table. “He’s unbe-
lievably fast—one, two, three takes and
he’s done, then he goes to anotherone,

bing, bing, bing! If he says he’s gonna
be done in three months, he’s done in
three months—there’s no pussyfooting
around.”

Robert DeNiro, he reported,is less

congenial than, say, Harrison Ford:
“De Niro’s not too friendly—he’s into
himself, so he doesn’tlike to be both-
ered with anybody.” Also friendly:
Woody Harrelson, Brad Pitt, and Pierce
Brosnan.

In front of the Plaza, where that

night’s scenes werefinally getting under
way, Patrick Markey, one of the produc-
ers of “The Associate,” told ofhis first
encounter with Radioman. “When we
started shooting, I didn’t know who he
was, so I wantedto kick him off theset,”
he said. “But Whoopi intervened and
told meto let Radioman go wherever he
wanted.” Radiomanspenttherest of the
night wandering around,talking to the
grips and extras and security guards. Ev-
eryone wanted tosay hello, even thestar.

In fact, after “The Associate” wrapped,
Whoopi presented him with a brand-
new Schwinn Classic Cruiser bicycle.

“Every time I turn around, someone’s
shoving a hamburger in my hand,”
Radiomansaid. “A lot of times, [ll
just be hangingoutontheset, and they'll
say, ‘Radioman, we've got a part—
you wannabein it? Stick around.’
And I ain’t goin’ anywhere anyway, so
they throw me in a scene here, pay me
a few dollars, and feed me. I like that.
I love the movies. I’d do anything
for them.”

PLAYING UP BABY
ir Washington,sincerity is so rou-

tinely denied thatit is thought not
even to exist. All tears are reptilian, all
expressions a mask. Thelayers of irony
and motive are assumed to be so thick
and obvious that now even the masses
are let in on the secret. “What’s the
spin?” Peter Jennings (or any of the an-
chors) will habitually ask his D.C. cor-
respondents, a question thatall are
meantto understand as “Whatlies can
we expect to hear now?”

Noone’s gestures are more roundly
discounted as insincere than those of
Hillary Clinton. Last week, in aninter-
view with Walter Isaacson, the manag-
ing editor of Time, the First Lady said
that she and the President “have talked
about” adopting a baby and are “talking
about it more now.” She added,“I must
say we're hoping that we have another
child.” Isaacson, for his part, says that
the interview came aboutathis initia-
tive—the magazine was planning a
cover story on children to coincide with
the Stand for Children march—that he
hadraised theissue, and that Mrs. Clin-
ton’s answers seemed to him spontane-
ous andsincere.

Notso to the President’s political op-
ponents. “Isn’t that wonderful? I’ve al-
ready proposed to the Doles that they
adopt twins, one black and ohe white,”

said Lyn Nofziger, a former Reagan ad-
viser known thesedays for his loose-tied
appearancesontalk shows.“It’s a ten on
the cynicism scale. These people are ab-
solutely shameless.”

William Kristol, formerly Dan Quayle’s
“brain” and nowtheeditor of The Weekly
Standard, said he was hopingto line up
a “parody memo”in his magazine in
which the White House ruminates
on the relative merits of adopting a
child “from a key state like Mich-
igan, or a Reagan Democratbaby, or

 

maybe a woman baby.” Kristol said the
First Lady was showing tendencies of
the “‘Big Chill’ syndrome,” in which
baby boomers cannot quite accept the
possibility that an option in life might
finally be closed to them. “I feel some
sympathy—I just question the idea of
sharingit all with Time magazine,” Kris-
tolsaid. “Is there any sentimentnotsuit-
able to share with the public?”

Michael Deaver, who used to han-
dle Ronald Reagan’s image, opined
that while the First Lady’s remarks
might not have been “premeditated
orstrategic,” she is “a woman whose
appearance changesall the time, physi-
cally and in all ways.” The Clintons,
Deaversaid, “are people whoare in a
constant state of creating an image
for themselves. Maybeit will wash.
But Ronald Reagan used to say the
camera never lies. You can’t be who
you aren’t.”

The undertoneis obvious: the Clin-
tons, like the victorious characters in

Edwin O’Connor’s “The Last Hurrah,”
are, at the very least, filling the air
with the scent ofbaby to make the 1996
election a sure thing. Camelot re-
dux: John-John and Caroline crawling
under the desk with a nineties twist.
Et cetera, et cetera. In fact, the Clin-

tons have discussed having another
child for years, and the First Lady
has been a prominent advocate of

making the adop-
tion processeasier
for parents. Dur-
ing a visit to Po-
land, Mrs. Clinton

said that she wished
she had as many
children as Lech
Walesa’s wife,
who has eight.

Lisa Caputo, Mrs. Clinton’s press
secretary, said that she was “absolutely
sure” the Clintons would not adopt a
child before the election, and when she
was asked about any comments ques-
tioning the First Lady’s sincerity Ca-
puto assumeda toneofinfinitepity. “I
think that’s a sad commentary,” she
said. “Giving a child a chanceis one of
the greatest things a person can give
to oneself as well as to the child.” ¢

“WhyIs Kenneth Starr Smiling?,” MichaelKelly;
“The Fisher King Meets the Player,” Thomas
Hudson; ‘Playing Up Baby,” DavidRemmick.
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THE POLITICAL SCENE
 

ACE IN THE HOLE
It’s been a bad weekfor Bill Clinton, but on a key issue that nobody

thought he could win he is suddenly looking very good.

BY JOHN CASSIDY

fast-talking political consultant,
whoin 1992 put up a now famous

handwritten sign at the Little Rock cam-
paign headquarters saying, “The Econ-
omy, Stupid.” Actually, as Car-
ville reminded merecently,
the sign also contained two
other statements—“Change vs.
moreof the same” and “Don’t
forget health care’—butit was
thefirst one that captured the
moment. Indeed, wereit not
for the economic malaise that
grippedthe country in late 1991
and early 1992 we might now
be discussing a Quayle-Gore
Presidential race.

This time around,the econ-

omylooks different, which is
excellent news for the White
House,although it tends to be
overshadowed by more dra-
maticstories, such as the recent

Whitewater convictions. A
glance at history confirms the
point. Ofthe sixteen occasions
over the past century in which
sitting Presidents have run for
anotherterm,justfive incum-
bentslost: Taft, Hoover, Ford,
Carter, and Bush. Theelections
of 1912 and 1976 mustbe seen.
as anomalies—thanks to Teddy Roose-
velt’s Bull Moose campaign and Richard
Nixon’s Watergate coverup, the incum-
bent Republican Party self-destructed in
those years—which leaves 1932, 1980,
and 1992, all yearsoffinancial gloom. In
1932 and 1980,the economywasactually
ina slump,andin 1992 it wasjust emerg-
ing from recession the previous year.

Despite somesuggestions to the con-
trary—notably by the Heritage Founda-
tion, a conservative think tank—this year
cannot be compared with 1992,let alone

1980 or 1932.Inthe first quarter of1996,
inflation-adjusted growth in national
output, which is the broadest index of

[ was James Carville, Bill Clinton’s economicperformance, was 2.3 per cent
on an annualized basis; over the full
course of the Clinton Administration,
such growth has averaged around2.5 per
cent a year. This record is about average

 

Message to Bob Dole: It's the economy, stupid.

for the post-1973 era but well above the
growth rateof1.6 per centeked out dur-
ing the Bush Presidency. A numberof
other measures also suggest that the
economyis doing significantly better
than it was four years ago: twoof the
most widely followed are the “misery in-
dex,” whichis therate ofinflation added

to the rate ofunemployment,andthesize
ofthe federal budgetdeficit.

At the moment, the unemployment
rate is 5.4 percent, andtheinflation rate

is 2.9 per cent. Added together, these
numbers produce a misery index of 8.3, $
which is an extremely low number. The &2
last year it was lowerwas 1968, when the 2
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unemploymentrate was3.6 per cent and
theinflation rate averaged 4.2 per cent.
For muchofthe nineteen-seventies and
eighties, the misery index was well into
double digits. As recently as 1992,it
stood at 10.4.

Perhaps the most important, and least
heralded, achievement of the Clinton
Administrationis the improvementit has
wroughtin the national finances. Ac-
cording to the Congressional Budget
Office, the federal budgetdeficit for the
1996fiscal year, which began last Octo-
ber, will be about $145billion. This is a
large number,butitis only half the size

ofthedeficit that the federal government
recorded in 1992, which was $290 bil-
lion. Andthese raw numbers don’ttell
the full story. In ranking budget defi-
cits, economists usually look at them
inrelation to the size of the economy.
Measuredin this way,the federal deficit
this year will be about1.9 per centofthe
gross domestic product, according to
the C.B.O.Thisfigure is down from 4.9
per centin 1992; indeed,itis the low-

est such figure recorded since 1979, the
year before Ronald Reagan waselected,

whenthe budgetdeficit was just 1.7 per
cent ofG.D.P.

Statistics like these are whatprompted
President Clinton to make therecentclaim,
which hadall the earmarks ofelection-
year hyperbole, that the United States
economyis “the healthiest it’s been in
three decades.” Surprisingly, the President
is not the only one making such appar-
ently outlandish statements. In March,

DRI/McGraw-Hill, a leading firm of
economicconsultants, issued a report
saying that “normal economicindicators”
suggest that the economy“is in its best
shape in decades.” When I asked David
Wyss, the Harvard-trained economist

whois the research director of DRI/
McGraw-Hill, how he came to make

that statement,he explained,“Ifyou look
at the economyduring the Clinton Ad-
ministration, you have to say thatit’s
been a success. Wehave lowinflation,
full employment, and steady growth.
Thisis really just about the best ofall
macroeconomic worlds.”

qe understand how the present eco-
nomicsituation came about, we

must go back to a winter morning in
Little Rock thirteen days before the In-
auguration. Onthat day, January 7, 1993,

the President-elect’s entire economic and

political team gathered in the Arkansas
Governor's Mansion. Leon Panetta, the

prospective White House budget direc-
tor, presented the Bush Administration’s
final forecast, which had just been re-

leased in Washington.It predicted a
budgetdeficit of$305 billion for 1997, an
increase of $70billion over previousesti-
mates. Panetta believed the actual figure
could be ashighas $360 billion.

By the endofthat Januaryday,after
six hours ofdiscussions, the nascent Ad-
ministration had agreed on a course of
action that would define the forty-second
Presidency. Clinton had beenelected on
a potentially contradictory platform oftax
cutsfor the middleclass,faster economic
growth, and budget-deficit reduction; in
Little Rock he decided tosacrifice the
first promise andprejudice the second in
order to achievethethird.

Theresult ofthis decision, following
eight monthsofintensepolitical struggle,

was the Omnibus Budget Reconciliation
Act of 1993, which pledged to reduce the
budgetdeficit by a total of about $500
billion over four years. This would be
achieved through a program of about
$250billion in spending cuts and about
$250 billion in tax increases.

Giventhecentrality of the 1993 bud-
get act to the Clinton Administration’s
record,itis surprising how little attention
has beenpaidtoits results. Even some
people in the White Houseare reluctant
to discussthe subject, for fear ofremind-
ingvoters ofthe 1993tax increases. This
is odd, because the story that has not

beentold is that the deficit-reduction
policy turnedoutto be far more success-
ful than even its authors had dared hope—
a point madeto meby Alan Blinder, a
Princeton economics professor and a
formervice-chairmanof the Federal
Reserve Board, who was a White House
economic adviser during 1993 and 1994.
“Thereal story is that a calculated risk
was taken, andin this case it turned out

far better than anybody had any reason
to expect,” Blindersaid. “Thereare plenty
of gamblesin life that don’t turn out
well. This is one that turned out ex-
tremely well.”

It is easy to forget how controversial
the deficit-reduction policy was in 1993,
even within the White House. Two
books aboutthefirst year of the Clin-
ton Administration—Bob Woodward's
“The Agenda” and Elizabeth Drew’s
“On the Edge”—portrayed a government
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riven byinternal dissension. At various
points duringthatyear, Hillary Clinton,
George Stephanopoulos, Paul Begala,
Stan Greenberg, and Mandy Grunwald
all expressed serious doubts about the
deficit-reductionstrategy. Begala, in par-
ticular, complained repeatedly that the
White House was “obsessed” with the
budget. Even the President himself had
mixedfeelings. According to Drew, he
considered deficit reductiona “rich man’s
issue,” and Woodward says he several
timesreferred to his own budgetplan as
“a turkey.”

The Woodward and Drew books
were solid works of reporting, but both

essentially stopped at the end of 1993,
when the budgetact had becomelaw. In
terms ofhowthedeficit-reductionpolicy
actually affected the economy,the story
only begins then.

The biggest danger backin early
1993 had been that the budget package
wouldtip the economyinto another re-
cession. As anyone whosuffered through
Econ 101will recall, raising taxes and re~
ducing governmentspending both tend
to reducetheover-all level ofdemandfor
goods andservicesin the economy.Presi-
dent Clinton is a lawyer, not an econo-
mist, but he knew enoughaboutthedis-
mal science to see a potential \
fiasco in the making. “You have
to rememberthat the economy ~
was perceived to be very fragile
back then,” Gene Sperling,a se-
nior White House economic
adviser,recalls. “There waslots
oftalk aboutthe possibility of a
double-diprecession. ThePres-
ident’sinitial reaction was: Ifcall for a
major fiscal contraction, won't there be a

recession?”
Atthe sametime, Republican leaders

in Congress were warning of imminent
disaster. “I believe this will lead to a reces-
sion next year,” Newt Gingrich declared
following the House vote on the budget
package, which ended in a nerve-racking
218-216victory for the President. “This
is the Democrat machine’s recession, and

each oneofthem will be held personally
accountable.”

Even someofthe President’s eco-
nomic advisers were worried about the
possible impactofthe planned spending
cuts and tax increases. The economic
models they relied on suggested that an-
other slump was unlikely, but the models
could notrule out a “growth recession” of
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the sort that so damaged the Bush Ad-
ministration. Despite their private fears
that history mightrepeat itself, the eco-
nomicadvisers argued thatdeficit reduc-
tion was theright thing to do—onboth
theoretical andpractical grounds.
The theoretical argument was one

that mainstream economists had been
making ever since 1981, when Ronald
Reagan’stax cuts put the economyonthe
path tofiscal chaos: budgetdeficits lead
to higherinterestrates and lowerbusiness
investment, and lower investment,in

turn,restricts productivity growth and
technical progress, which are the keys to
future prosperity. Laura D’Andrea Ty-
son, the Berkeley professor who headed
the White House Council of Economic
Advisers, repeated this argument to
Clinton but coupled it with a more im-
mediate argument: budget deficits not
only do long-term damage butcan lead
to disastrousfinancial panics in the short
or medium term,andthese panics, which

have stricken many developing countries,
occur wheninvestors lose faith in the po-
litical system.

From the perspective of mid-1996,it
may sound unrealistic to suggest that the
United States Treasury could ever expe-
rience such crisis of confidence, but

\ back in 1992 perceptions were
& «_ different. In the twelve years

~ since Reagan’s election, the
amountof outstanding federal
debt hadrisen, from $909 bil-
lion to more than $4trillion.
Evenallowing for growthin the
economy, that rise was dra-
matic. Thetotal federal debt as

a percentage of G.D.P.had risen be-
tween 1980 and 1992 from 34.4 per cent
to 67.6 per cent, andit seemed to be on

an inexorable upward trend. “Weall at-
tached somenotinsignificant probability
to a scenario offinancial-marketinstabil-
ity ifwe didn’ttakea credible position on
the deficit,” Tyson told me. “Given the
growth oftotal debtrelative to output,

therereally was a danger that at some
point—nobodycould know when—the
United States could hit a confidence
problem.”

jasella

BY Cuinrondidn’t need much con-
vincing that budget deficits were

bad,buthe did need a gooddeal of reas-

surance that doing something about
them wouldn’t wreck his chances of
reélection. In makinga practical case for
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deficit reduction, his advisers relied pri-
marily on oneoftheinstitutionsthat the
Democratic candidate hadrailed against
in his populist attack on the Reagan-
Bushyears: the Wall Street bond market.

Their argument was that deficit re-
duction needn’t necessarily be a drag on
the economy, as Econ 101 models sug-
gest, because these simple models ignore
theeffect a credible fiscal plan can have
on the bond market. If bond traders
could be persuaded thatthe planned bud-
get cuts werereal, they would bid down
long-terminterestrates, and the decline

in rates would provide a boostto the
economy which would atleast partly
offset the proposed higher taxes and
lower government spending. The key
thing to understand, as the experts ex-
plained to the President-elect, was that
the long-term interestrate is determined
not by the governmentbut by the bond
market; in fact,it is basically equal to the

nominal coupon on a thirty-year bond
divided by the bond’s marketprice, so
anything that raises bond prices also
reduces long-term interest rates. There
wasa sequelto thestory. If, in addition to
the favorable bond-marketreaction, the
Federal Reserve's responseto the budget
package was to cut short-term interest
rates, which are underits control, then
deficit reduction mightnot slow the
economyat all.
When this scenario was laid out for

the President-elect in Little Rock, it did
not go down well, as Woodward re-
corded: “At the President-elect’s end of
the table, Clinton’s face turned red with
anger anddisbelief. “You meantotell me
thatthe success of the program and my
reélection hinges on the Federal Reserve
and a bunch offucking bondtraders? he
respondedin a halfwhisper. Nods from
his endofthe table. Not a dissent.”

Clinton’s advisers were well aware that
relying on the bond market wasa high-
risk strategy: traders might ignore the
budget package, or dismiss it as another
Washington gimmick. “Weall believed
in the direction ofthe argument, but even
the models themselves were uncertain
aboutthesize of theeffects and how fast
they would occur,” Tysonrecalls. “There
wasa rangeofestimates.”

In order to provide an alternative
short-term stimulus to the economy, the

White House proposed an immediate
$16 billion program ofpublic invest-
ments. “People called it old-fashioned

Democratic spending, butit was really
doneas an insurancepolicy,” Sperling ex-
plains. Congresskilled the stimulus pack-
age, however, leaving the advisers in the
White House ever more beholden toWall
Street, a place few of them knew well.

‘Theoneseniorofficialwho knew a lot
about bond markets was Robert Rubin,
the head of the newly created National
Economic Council, for he had only re-

cently left Goldman, Sachs, the highly
profitable investment-banking andsecu-
rities firm,after twenty-six years. Rubin,
wholater succeeded Lloyd Bentsen as
‘Treasury Secretary, was a passionate be-
lieverin deficit reduction; indeed, he saw
it as a “thresholdissue,” which had to be
dealt with before anything else positive
could happento the Administration. But
even he wasfar from certain how his
former colleagues wouldreact to the bud-
get package. “We'd seen a long period
during which thepolitical process had
not dealt with the deficit,” Rubin ex-
plained to merecently. “Given the very
high level of skepticism in the markets
about the willingness of the system to
make tough decisions,it was unclear how
longit wouldtake before the market gave
uscredit for deficit reduction. There was
at least the possibility that the skepticism
would last much longer than we pro-
jected, in whichcase it could have up-
ended our program.”

In the event, the bond market’s re-

action to the Clintonfiscal plan was re-
markably positive. In the twelve months
following Clinton’s election, long-term
interest rates tumbled from 7.75 per cent
to a low of 5.78 per cent—the lowest
level since the Treasury started selling
thirty-year constant-maturity bonds, in
1977. After spiking up sharply in 1994,as
the Fed raised short-term rates, long-
term ratesfell back down,and they have
stayed low ever since. At the moment,

theyarestill under seven per cent, which
is remarkable for an economythatis in its
fifth year of recovery, with unemploy-
mentat 5.4 per cent.

It is one ofthe richest ironies of re-
cent years that the much maligned bond
traders, acting entirely in their own in-
terest, bailed out a Democratic Adminis-
tration that was fighting to raise their
marginal tax rates sharply. In the White
House,officials watched the action on
Wall Street with surprise and delight.
“The markets gave credibility to this
program morerapidly than folks had  
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“What aboutall those nasty cracksyou made about Philip Morris?”

expected—and,frankly, more rapidly
than I had expected,” Rubin says. Even
Blinder, who had presented the bond-
market argumentto the President-elect
in Little Rock, was stunned. “I never
thought we’d get the bond rate down to
5.8 per cent,” he now admits. “I don’t
think any ofus thoughtit would get that
low. If you'dpolled economists back then
and said we're going to drive the long-
term interest rate below six per cent, I

don’t think onein a thousand would have
believed you.”

With interest rates so low, the econ-
omy grew at a rate that made a mockery
of the Republicans’ dire predictions. In
1994, the first year the deficit package
startedto bite, the economy expanded by
a healthy 3.5 per cent. In 1995, growth
fell back to two per cent, but currentin-

dications are that it will be back around
2.5 percentthis year.

Theeasiest wayto trace the impact of
thefalling interest rates is to look at the
path of investment, the type of spending
most responsive to the cost of credit.
Business investment has grown by eleven
percenta year since 1993, which,as Ty-

son points out, is the highest rate of

growth since the Kennedy Administra-
tion. As a percentage of G.D.P., invest-
mentrose from 12.7 per cent in 1992 to
14.8 percent in 1994. Much ofthis ex-
tra capital spending has gone into high
technology, and especially into com-
puters and telecommunications equip-
ment—areas in which American compa-
nies now lead the world. Whetherthis
upturn in investmentwill lead to a higher
rate of productivity growth throughout
the economyis unclear—the results so far
are somewhat disappointing—butitis
precisely what economists ofall political
hues have been recommendingfor more
than a decade. “I remembersaying very
clearlyin the first year that whatthis is all
aboutis shifting resources toward interest-
sensitive private spending,” Tysonsays.
“Thatis exactlywhat has happened.”

iBe DOLe’s difficulties in construct-
ing an effective critique ofClinton’s

economicpolicies are obvious. (After
building a considerable reputationforfis-
cal rectitude in the Senate, he is now said
to be mulling throwing it away by pro-
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posing an across-the-board reduction in
income-tax rates.) As a matter oflogic,

the Republicans have only two alterna-
tives: to say that things are not as good as
they seem orto say that things are as
goodas they seem but Clinton has noth-
ing do with it. Earlier this year, Dole

seemedto be veering toward thefirst ap-
proach. Speaking in New Hampshire on
February 13th, he said, “Corporate
profits are setting records,butso are cor-
porate layoffs. And middle-class families
feel less andless secure aboutthefuture.
‘There is a wide and growing gap between
whatthe government's statistics say about
our economy and howAmerican families
feel aboutit.”

It struck methat these words could
have been spoken by Carville, by his
colleague Begala, or by Labor Secre-
tary Robert Reich. All of them have put
a similar argument to me in recent
months, andthere is clearly some truth

in it. Wages for middle-income house-
holds have been stagnantsince the mid-
nineteen-seventies, and the over-all in-
equality ofincome and wealth has risen
sharply. These long-term problems have
notbeen solved by the Clinton Admin-
istration, and they will continue to
plague the country long after Novem-
ber’s election. Thesad factis that they
are so deeplyrooted in the waycapitalism
is evolving that no Presidential candi-
date—andcertainly not a Republican be-
liever in laissez-faire—is in any position
to offer a credible remedy in just four
years.

Thus,it was always goingto be prob-
lematical for Dole to pursue a Reichian
line for long. Predictably, once Pat Bu-
chanan was safely in his rearview mirror
heeasedup onthe populist pedal. There
maybesoundpolitical as well as personal
reasonsforhis switch oftactics. Although
the country doesface serious problems,
thereis evidence that most Americans are
more upbeat about the economy than
Buchananbelieves they are. This spring,
Frank Newport and Lydia Saad, two top
editors of the Gallup poll, published a
little-noticed article in The Public Per-
spective addressing the widespread be-
lief that theelectorateisstill in a funk
about the economy. Their conclusion:
“When compared to fouryears ago, Amer-
icans’ current take on the economy and
their personal finances is noticeably
brightandcertainly suggests that . . . in-
cumbentBill Clintonis in a much better
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position vis-a-vis reélection than was
George Bush fouryears ago.”

Atleast three of Gallup’s findings are
worth mentioning. In January of this
year, just fourteen per centof those
polled—downfrom forty-twoper centin
1992—identified the economyas the
mostpressing problem facing the coun-
try. In March, when Gallup asked people
to describe business conditionsin their
own community, seventy-one per cent
said local conditions were “good”or“very
good”—a numberas high as anyre-
corded since 1961. In the samepoll, fifty
percentsaid they were financially better
off than a year previously—up from
twenty-nineper centin June of 1993. In
interpreting this finding, Newport and
Saad wrote, “Americansare aslikely to
claim that they are ‘betterofffinancially’
than they have beenatany pointat which
the comparable questions have been
asked since 1976.”

T doom and gloom won't work against
Clinton, whatwill? One person who

might have the answer is Martin Feld-
stein, a Harvard professor of economics
whowasthe chairmanof the Council of
Economic Advisers under Ronald Rea-
gan. Feldstein, whois acting as an infor-
mal adviser to Dole, recommendsthe
second option open to the Republican
candidate: admit that the economyis do-
ing well but tell the voters that Bill Clin-
ton hasnothingto do with it. Shortened
to two words, Feldstein’s argumentcould
be expressedlike this: Alan Greenspan.

“T thinkthatthe good performance of
the economycanbeattributed primarily
to the Federal Reserve,” Feld-
stein told merecently from his
home,in Belmont, Massachu-
setts. “Havingset the goal of
low inflation backin the early
nineteen-eighties, they have
really stuck to it. That is the
principal reasoninterest rates have come
down, and why wehavehadthis long re-
covery. Ifyou put Saddam Hussein aside,
we've beenin recovery since 1982. That’s
whereI putthecredit, rather than in the

tax bill of 1993.”
According to Feldstein, whose ideas

are likely to figure prominently in Dole’s
campaign, the lowerinterest rates in-

duced by Greenspan’s policies can also
explain mostof the budget-deficit reduc-
tion thathas takenplacein the past three
years. “If you take the reduction from

 

$290billion to $145billion thisyear,Bill
Clinton can indeed say hecutthe deficit
in half as promised,”Feldstein said. “But
you can actually explain most ofthat by
therecentdecline in unemployment and
therise in economicactivity. Only about
forty billion of the deficit reduction has
beenstructural.”
To support his case, Feldstein and a

colleague recently published a research
paperarguing that the 1993tax increase
on high-incomeearners raised less than
halfas much revenueas the Treasury De-
partment had predicted. The paper cov-
ered only the 1993 fiscal year, and the

Treasury responded byarguing that the
tax shortfall was only temporary, but
Feldstein says he is confident that when
the data becomeavailable the sameresult
will hold upforlater years. “In my expe-
rience with tax changes, people who
don’t wantto believe the results always
say they are temporary,” he said.

Feldstein’s arguments are open to
question, particularly his explanation
for the sharp fall in interest rates. It is
true that the Fed has been pursuing a
counter-inflation policy since the early
years ofPaul Volcker’s reign as chairman
(1979-87), but long-term interestrates

did not dip below seven per cent until
early 1993, when the Clinton deficit-

reduction package appeared likely to be-
comea reality. At that point, Greenspan
had notaltered short-term interestrates
in almosttwoyears.

Alan Blinder,the former Clinton ad-
viser, points out that when the Presi-
dent’s deficit-reduction program was be-
ingdiscussed,long-term interestratesfell

by twopercentage points even
as the Fed was holding steady.
“Furthermore,” he adds, “you
could see that the cadence of
the fall had to do with the
budget package. In the late
spring andearlysummer, when

the budget looked shaky,interest rates
stoppedfalling. Then the budget passed
in Augustandinterest rates plummeted.”

Officials in the White House were
well aware of how closely their actions
were being monitored in the bond mar-
ket. On one occasion, Lloyd Bentsen
suggested on “Meetthe Press” that the
deficit-reduction package might include
an energy tax,as it eventually did. The
very next day, bondprices soared, and in-
terest rates droppedto a six-year low.
Bentsen was so impressed by the market
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reaction thatheclipped a report from the
Wall StreetJournalandreadit aloud at a
meeting ofthe National Economic Coun-
cil, in the Roosevelt Room.

Feldstein’s dismissal of the budget
deficit as not being “structural”is also
questionable, Whenprofessional econo-
mists speak of“structural budgetdeficits,”
they are notreferringto thedeficit num-
ber that dominates public discussion.
Thepublicly discussed deficit number
goes up during economic downturns,
when tax payments fall, and downin
boom times, when tax paymentsrise.
Structural deficits, by contrast, are calcu-

lated by stripping out these cyclical ef-
fects, so that the underlyingrelationship
betweentaxes and spending can be seen
regardless ofwhere the economyis posi-
tionedin the economiccycle. According
to Feldstein, the structural deficit has

dropped by at most $40billion since
1992, and mostofthe $145billionfall in
theover-all deficit is due to the economic
upturn,
An independentarbiter, the Congres-

sional Budget Office, which regularly es-
timatesthe structural deficit, found oth-
erwise. According to the C.B.O.’s latest
calculations, published last month, the
structural deficit fell from $224billion
in 1992 to $154billion in 1996. These
numbers imply that $70 billion—or
slightly less than half—ofthetotal fall in

the budgetdeficit since 1992 was caused
by the 1993 deficit-reduction package,
andslightly more than half was due to
the economicrecovery.

While the $70billion estimate is much
larger than Feldstein’s $40 billion figure,
it mayactually understate the real impact
of the Clinton package—a pointI was
remindedof by the independent eco-
nomicforecaster David Wyss. According
to his calculations, if the 1993 deficit-

reduction bill had not been passed the
structural deficit would have grown and
would now be about $100billion higher
thanit actuallyis.

Wyss also made anotherpointthatis
often overlooked in the current debate
about the budgetdeficit. “We complain
aboutit, and we should complain about

it, butthe fact is we now havethe lowest
budgetdeficit relative to G.D.P. ofany of
the major industrial nations,” he said.

WhenI looked upthe official figures in
the semiannual O.E.C.D. Economic Out-
Jook, published bythe Paris-based Orga-
nization for Economic Coéperation and
Development, I found that Wyss was
correct. According to the O.E.C.D.pro-
jections, the United States structural
deficit in 1996 will be about 1.7 per cent
ofG.D.P. Theestimated deficits for Ja~
pan, Germany,and the United Kingdom
are 2.7 per cent, 2.4 percent, and 2.5 per

cent, respectively. The biggest developed
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economyI couldfind with a lowerstruc
tural deficit than thatofthe United States
was that ofAustralia.

‘There is yet another importantstatis-
tic that is rarely mentionedin the public
debate.For thepasttwoyears, the United
States Treasuryhas beencollecting more
money in revenue than Congress has been
spending, not counting interest payments
on the national debt. Economists refer to
this situation as the government running
a “primary surplus.” What it meansis
that ifwe didn’t have to service the vast
debts run up duringthepast fifteen years
the budget would nowbebalanced.

Both Alan Greenspan andhis prede-
cessor, Paul Volcker, have gone on the
record to praise the 1993 package. “I
don’t think there is any doubt that the
package was part of an honesteffort to
reverse the trend of the budgetdeficit,”
Volcker told me. “I wouldn’tcall it par-
ticularly structural, in the sense thatit
didn’t involve anyconstructive changesin
thetax system,andit certainly didn’t re-
solve the entitlements problem, butitwas
an honest-to-goodness attempt to come
to grips with the budget deficit.”

(OY of the minor mysteries of the
currentpolitical constellation is

why, when deficit reduction is the un-
questioned mantra ofthe moment, Pres-

ident Clinton doesn’t get more public
credit for reducingthedeficit. Un-
surprisingly, this infuriates James
Carville. “The people whoare never
called to the bar ofjustice areall
those who said when the Presi-
dent's economic programwas
that it was going to bea disaster!”
he shoutedonthe phoneto me.“If
people were put ontrial for eco-
nomicstupidity, these people who
said the plan would cause hardship
would all befelons!”

Ofcourse,as I mentioned ear-
lier, one of thosecriticizing the

budget package was Begala, a
former colleague of Carville’s.
Begala no longer works for the
White House, but whenI tracked
him down,in Texas, he was un-
apologetic abouthis stand back in
1993. “Ifreducedto their core, the

arguments were these,” he said.
“The economic advisers saying,
‘Dothis, becauseit will be good
for the economy.’ Thepolitical ad-



THE POLITICAL SCENE

visers saying, Ifyoudothisit will hurt us
politically.’ I think history has proved us
both right.” Given the disastrous results
for the Democrats of the 1994 midterm
elections, even someof President Clin-
ton’s economic advisers concede the
point. Gene Sperling said, “The Repub-
licans, by being so repetitious with their

‘largest tax increasein history’ line, were

ableto reinforcea definition which peo-
plealready had ofDemocrats.So it’s hard
to look back andsay thepolitical advice
had no merit.”

Onthe other hand, as Sperling and
others pointout, the 1993 deficit-reduction,

package produced variety of long-term
benefits that are only now paying off.
“We are going into 1996 with a level of
achievement that we could never have
hadif we had not donethis,” Sperling
said. “Also, the fact that we have brought
down the budget deficit puts us in a far
better position to protect ourselves against
the more severe kindofstuffthat the Re-
publicans can throwatus.”

Oneofthese will be the charge that
the President, through his political ma-

neuvering during the past twelve months,
scuttled the chances ofa bipartisan agree-
mentto balance the budget bythe year
2002. Anotherwill be that he has done
little to head off the motherofall fiscal
crises, which is due to arrive in about

fifteen years, when the baby boomers
start to turnsixty-five. Both points have
merit, and Paul Volcker,for one, believes
the President’s heart is no longerin defi-
cit reduction. “They're now playingit po-
litically,”he said. “Yougetinto thissilly
business about whether you balance the
budgetin ten years or eleven years or
seven years.It’s all never-never land.”

Thesecriticisms, while important, do

not detract from the policy decisions
taken by the President during his first
year in office; without the 1993 deficit-

reduction package, balancing the budget
would not be even a remotepossibility. In
fact, as Robert Rubin pointed out, with-

out the 1993 package the wholepolitical
and economiclandscape would look
quite different. “We would have contin-
ued to have abnormally high interest
rates, and that would have choked off the

recovery,” he told me.
WhenI asked Rubin why,withall his

Wall Street experience, he thought the
markets hadreacted sopositively, his re~
ply was a modestone.“I don’t know the

answer, other than that I know that the

President was totally committed to doing
this, and he managed to convey that
commitment to the American people—
and, more importantin this case, to the
markets—in ways thatthey believed,” he
said. Volcker made a similar point. “I
think the market had some confidence
andsatisfaction thatthis guy camein and
took on the budgetdeficit as a major pri-
ority,” he said. “Thefeeling goes beyond
theparticular budget numbers.”

Rubin's image ofBill Clinton as a
commandingleader who makes tough
decisions andsticks with them through
goodtimesandbadis notonethatgels in
the popular imagination, butit was also
evoked by Alan Blinder and Gene Sper-
ling. “I was amazed at how committed he
was to going for a substantial deficit re-
duction, even whenhe saw some ofthe

ugly things that you had to do to the
budgetto getthere,” Blindersaid. “Basi-
cally, he didn’t flinch.”

Sperling praised the President even
morehighly. “For us on the economic
team, we will always think of him as
a good decision-maker,” he told me.
“Whenhehad hard choices to make, on
both thedeficit and NAFTA,helistened to
everybody for a fewdays, then he made
thecall and never looked back.”

reminded Sperling ofthe passages in
Woodward’s book where the President
berated his own advisers and complained
about turning the governmentover to
‘Wall Streetinterests. Surely these stories
weretrue, I suggested.

“Yes,” Sperling conceded.“Justlike
any ofus, he felt pain at times when
things weren’t going his way. ButWood-
ward missed the bigger picture, which
was that Clinton did whatvirtually no
President had donebefore. Thereal issue
is thatit was a very good,effective deficit-

reductionplan.”
After talking to Sperling, I reread

Woodward'sdescription ofa meeting be-
tween Clinton and his economic advis-
ers on April 7, 1993. It goesas follows:

“Whereare all the Democrats?” Clinton
bellowed. ‘I hope you're all aware we're all
Eisenhower Republicans here, and we
are fighting the Reagan Republicans.We
standfor lowerdeficits andfree trade and
the bond market. Isn’t that great?”

No, notgreat, but perhapsit’s what
the country needed after a decade of
Reaganomics. #  
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BEHIND THE TIMES
While the Sulzbergers grapple with the issue ofsuccession, other questions

arise about thefuture directionoftheir newspaper.

BY KEN AULETTA

@) the morningofApril 16th, Ar-
thur Ochs (Punch) Sulzberger,
the chairman and chief execu-

tive officer ofthe NewYorkTimes Com-
pany, anxiously prepared for the com-
pany’s annual shareholder meeting, sched-
uled to begin at nine-thirty in Town Hall:
he puton a navy-bluesuit andtradedhis
customarybold-striped shirt for a white
one. He was verylikely more nervous
than usual; Sulzberger had just turned
seventy, and in the past several months
he had beenavoidinginquiries about suc-
cession plans at the Times, the world’s
mostinfluential newspaper. At Town
Hall,as he climbedthestepsto the stage,
he was followed by four members ofhis
executive team,including Lance R. Primis,
thepresidentand chief operatingofficer.
Sulzberger introduced the Times direc-
tors, whosatin thefirst row, andhis three
sisters, also directors, whosat together in

the second row. He smiled at his new
wife, Allison Stacey Cowles (he had mar-
tied her in March), whosat in the eighth
row,beside Arthur, Jr., his son and the
publisher of the Times. He read from a
text, and when hewasfinished a share-

holder rose to ask questions and con-
cluded by complimenting him on the
twenty-nine years he had served as pub-
lisher and the twenty-three years he has
presided over the entire company. Punch
Sulzbergerlookedpleased.

His pleasure lasted but a few mo-
ments, for he spotted Evelyn Y. Davis,
the corporate gadfly and publisher of a
newsletter sent only to C.E.O.s, moving
toward a floor microphone. As soon as
sheseized it, she behaved as if everyone

in the audience were an employeeofhers.
“Yes, Punch, good morning. I am

Evelyn Y. Davis, editor of Highlights &
Lowlights,” she said loudly. She then
wentstraight to the question that Sulz-
berger had avoided—theonethatevery-
body who works at the Times had been
wantingto ask, and the one that he him-
self probably didn’t know the answerto.

“Whatis being done here about the or-
derly succession?” she asked. “Sometime,
Punch, I’m sure you wantto retire. And
the choice of who is going to be the
crown princeis notclear at all. Ofcourse,
you hadthearticle in the Wall StreetJour-
nal.” (On January 22nd,theJournalpub-
lisheda front-page story about “a poten-
tially bruising competition” to succeed
Sulzberger.) “But I have been at this
gamefor over thirty years, and nobody
knows corporate demands better than
Evelyn Y. Davis, whether you like me
or not.”

After a brief digression, Davis re-

turned to the question. “Now, we have
here noclear-cutsuccession, and I would
like to reeommend His Royal Highness
Prince Arthur,Jr., and His Royal High-
ness Prince Michael Golden.” As she
mentioned their names, she bowed to-
ward Sulzberger’s son, who was seated on
therightaisle ofthe eighth row, and then
toward Sulzberger’s nephew Michael
Golden,the corporate vice-presidentfor
operations development, whowasseated
ontheleft aisle of the seventh row, and
she said, “Just whatis the board doing
about the subject of succession and your
eventual retirement?”

Shifting uncomfortably, Sulzberger
responded, “That is a topic—as you
know,since you quoted the Wall Street
Journal—thatis being bandied around.It
is a topic of concern at the New York
Times. And | have discussed it with my
directors, and at the appropriate time,
whena few piecesfall intoplace, I will
befurther discussing it with them, and

we'll have a constructive plan.”
“Let's suppose youare on a trip in Asia

somewhere,” Davis said. “Who is maybe
in charge?”

“Mycolleague over here, Mr. Primis,

presidentofthe organization.”
“Is healso being considered for the top

job?”
“Tmnotgoingto discuss what I'm go-

ing to do.”



Davis's questions mutated into a
speech, and she urged Sulzberger to en-
courage a contest amongthe three
men, byinviting each to serve on the

board, and “let the best man win.” Most
shareholders groaned, and others
laughed. The three Sulzbergersisters sat
stone-faced, shoulders squared, eyes
trainedstraight ahead. “Oh,no,” Marian

Heiskell, one of Punch’s sisters, said

when Davis seized the
microphone for the
fifth or sixth time. Her
brother looked strick-
en, but was so polite

that even Davis was
seduced by his shy af-
fability. She rose one
last time—to praise
him, saying, “Finally,
Punch, I think you
did a very nice job
at this annual meet-
ing.” The meeting then
adjourned.

= from some
complaining

stockholders (Times
Company stock has
been a disappointment
to investors), the Sulz~
berger family has few
detractors. The com-
pany, while it is a pub-
lic corporation, more

closely resembles a
monarchy. Punch Sulz-
berger and his sisters
hold aroundeighty-five
per cent of the com-
pany’s Class B controlling stock. And
thoughthe directors now ask more ques-
tions than they once did, the family
still rules.

This August will mark the family’s
hundredth year of Ties ownership, and
between nowandthen thecity will be rife
with celebrations. A gala dinner will be
held on June 26th at the Metropolitan
Museum of Art. Exhibits at the Ameri-
can Museum of Natural History, the

Museum of Modern Art, the Pierpont

Morgan Library, and the NewYork Pub-
lic Library will commemorate the centen-
nial. These hundredyears have seen only

« three heads of the Times besides Punch
3 Sulzberger: Adolph S. Ochs, his grand-
2 father, Arthur Hays Sulzberger, his fa~
= ther; and Orvil E. Dryfoos, the husband

ofhissister Marian.It was in 1963,after
Dryfoos’s death, that Iphigene Ochs
Sulzberger, Punch Sulzberger’s mother,
elevated her son—then a mere assistant
to the Times general manager—to the
role ofits publisher. She did so with the
usual family admonition: “No swelled
heads.”

During the past hundredyears,a sin-
gleleader of the Sulzberger clan was al-

 

ways able to anoint a successor. But Punch
Sulzberger, unlike his mother,his father,
or his grandfather, must act in concert
with thethreesisters. “When Punch was
chosen, there was only one male in the

family,” oneofthe cousins told me. “Now
there are lots ofthem”—a referenceto the
four male cousins who, along with one

female cousin,hold executive positions at
the Times Company. Evenif he wants
to choose Arthur, Jr. (and those who

know the companychairman believe he
does), his sisters maynot.

All three of Iphigene Sulzberger’s
daughters have children who workat the
company: Ruth S. Holmberg,the chair-
man ofthe Times Printing Company and
a formerpublisher of the Chattanooga
Times,is the motherofMichael Golden,

Punch Sulzberger with the contenders to the throne: his son,

Arthur, Jr., and his nephew Michael Golden. Whatoffends the clan is the

suggestion that they are allpitted against each other.
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whowasrecently elevated from the New
York Times Magazine Division to a se-
nior corporate vice-presidency, and her
elder son, Stephen Golden,is a vice-

presidentin chargeofthe company’s For-
est Products Group; Judith P. Sulz-

berger, a doctor at the Columbia Col-
lege of Physicians and Surgeons, has a

son, Daniel H. Cohen, whois a vice-

presidentin advertising sales; and Marian
Heiskell, whois active
in numerous chari-
ties, has a daughter,

Susan W. Dryfoos,

whodirects the Times
History Project. If
Punch Sulzberger has
a plan for succession,it
remains a secret kept
from both his friends
and his board. “We've
discussed discussing
succession, but we

haven't had a real con-
versation about suc-
cession,” says Don-

ald M. Stewart, the

president of the Col-
lege Board and aTimes
Company director for
ten years, who sees no
reasonto rush.

Sulzberger’s friends
and associates can only
guess whenheplans to
step down, but they
agree that if he wants
his son to succeed him
as chairman and C.E.O.
he will need sometime
to put such a plan into

effect. “Punch keeps his own counsel
abouteverything,” onefriend said. “Ob-
viously, he wantshis own sonto get a real

run atit.”
Perhaps because of potential family

divisions, thereis strife within the com-
pany. Corporate officers occasionally
mock the “dinosaurs” whoedit the paper,
and Lance Primisis often pitted against
his boss’s son. Primis, whoturns fiftythis
month, wears dark suits and parts his

graying hair neatly; Sulzberger,Jr., who
is forty-four, wears gray plaid double-
breasted suits and has somewhat way-
ward curly hair. “Arthur can’t do any-
thing aboutthe fact that he looks like
an English gentleman,” a friend ex-
plained. Nor can Primisalterthefact that
he sometimesbehaveslike the formal
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Bee
‘And what doyou think will happenifyou do get on the couch?”

man that Sulzberger only appears to be.
Allies of Arthur, Jr., have blamed

Primisorhis allies for hints in the Wall
Street Journal’s January story that Ar-
thur, Jr., was a troglodyte. IfPrimisdidn’t
talk to the Journal, “then someoneclose

to him did,” a supporter of Arthur,Jr.,
said. Primis, Brooklyn-born and some-
whatarch, and Arthur, Jr., Mount Kisco-
born and wisecracking, were onceclose,
andhadofficesin the samesuite after Ar-
thur was named publisher and Primis
workedfor him, as his general manager.
When Primis was promoted, four years
ago, their relationship cooled. The ten-
sion between the two menis muchtalked
aboutat the upperlevels ofthe Times, and
even among PunchSulzberger’s friends.
“J hear their relationship is very, very

bad,” onefriend says. “Which is strange

to me. Why would Lance set up a hos-
tile relationship with someone who will
beso influential?”

Notsurprisingly,internal battles at the
company are an awkward subject for
Punch Sulzberger—andfor the newspa-
per. Whatoffended the Sulzberger clan
about the Journal account was—as Ar-
thur,Jr., noted in response to a question

from a Times employee at an annual meet-
ing—thesuggestionthat the family mem-
bers were “all pitted against each other.”
Thefactis, though, that Arthur,Jr., and

Michael Golden are friendly,talk regu-
larly andeasily, and were scheduled to go

scuba diving in April with their cousins
Dan Cohen and Stephen Golden.(At the
last minute, Michael had a conflict and
couldn’t go.) To insure continued family
harmony,this generation of Sulzbergers,

whocall themselves the cousins, gather
at least once a year to talk business, and

they socialize regularly. “I think family
structures are always complicated,” Ruth

Holmberg said. “But there’s a great feel-
ing ofaffection for one another among
the next generation.”

Nevertheless, as Evelyn Davis sug-
gested,at least two of the cousins—Ar-
thur,Jr., and Michael Golden—would
like to be chairman of the company.
Friendly they maybe, but they are none-
theless rivals. According to family mem-
bers andintimates, one or more ofthe
sisters is likely to insist that Golden and
Arthur, Jr., split the three top jobs—
chairman, C.E.O., and publisher—be-

tween them. A messybattle is possible.
“I can imagineit,” an important family

membertold me, with a sigh. “Butwework
hard to avoid it, and so far we've been
successful.” To keep from placing new
burdensonthis unity, the senior Sulz-

berger declinedto be interviewedforthis
article. Following his lead, some other
membersofthe Sulzbergerfamily and of
the Times Companyrefused to say any-
thing;still others spoke anonymously.
Theresolution of the quandary is not,

however, merely an intramural matter. At

variouslevels of the newspaper, one en-
counters fear about whetherthe Old Gray
Ladywill, like other newspapers, place
more emphasis onherstockprice and her
profits than on her product. Andthereis
a larger fear that the family might not
eventually agree. “That would bea disas-
ter,” a top executive at the companytold
me. “That wouldbe the endofthe paper.”

px SULZBERGER, the youngest of
four children, wasclosest in age to

his sister Judith, known as Judy, and

when he was born his father wrote that
he had “cometoplay the Punchto Judy’s
endless show.” A. M. (Abe) Rosenthal,
the Times columnist and former execu-
tive editor, told me, “He’s a modest man,

THE NEW YORKER, JUNEIO,1996.

but not a person whowill allow himself
to be pushedaside.” Rosenthal added that
there were those “whotried to take over
his prerogatives, and they disappeared.”
Punch Sulzberger’s friend and longtime
counterpart, as chairman of the Wash-

ington Post Company, Katharine Gra-
ham offers this tribute: “I think because
he’s so low key andso nice that people
tend to underestimate him.”

In 1963, when Sulzberger succeeded
Orvil Dryfoos, the newspaper and the
companyhadtotal revenues ofa hundred
million dollars. By the end of 1995, rev-

enueshadreached twobillion four hun-
dred million dollars, and, in addition to
the flagship Times, the company had
twenty-one regional newspapers, nine
magazines, six small television stations

and two radio stations (in mid-May,
plansto buy two more TVstations were
announced), part of two paper com-
panies, and modest investments in new

media. “Ourstrategy of diversifying our
revenues has worked,” Sulzberger told
the shareholders at Town Hall. “In
1976, only thirty-five per cent of our
revenues came from operations other
than the Times. Today,fifty per cent of
our revenues come from these varied
operations.”

Punch Sulzberger did something that
his predecessors had done, something in-
creasingly rare in ajournalistic world driven
by profit margins. In the mid-seventies,
when the Times had lost readers and a
quarter ofits advertising base, herejected
paring news coverage in order to save
money. He approvedincreasing the daily
paperfrom twosectionsto four, expand-
ing suburbancoverage in thetri-state re-
gion, and adding a daily business section
andspecial daily sections.

These movesattracted new, upscale
readers, and the new readers attracted
new advertisers. The Times wasalso di-
versifying by launchinga national edition.
Today,nearly half the Times’ circulation
revenues come from outside the New
York metropolitan area. Arthur Gelb,
whowasinstrumental in developing the
sections and subsequently became man-
aging editor (heretired in 1989 and is

now president of the New York Times
Company Foundation), remembered,

“Youalwaysfelt the paper had to make a
profit, but that was not the prime moti-
vation. You always believed thatif you
put outthe strongest paper the profits
would follow. Punch supported the
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newsroom’sbeliefthat ifsomethingwent
wrong you enrichedthe soup, you didn’t
water it anddiluteit.”

Thelastfour years, in particular, have
beeneventful ones for Punch Sulzberger
and the Times,starting with his decision,

in 1992,to ask his son to succeed him as
publisher, while he retained thetitles of

chairmanand chief executiveofficer.
Arthur, Jr., who was thenforty years old,

had served a fuller apprenticeship at the
paper thanhis father had: fourteen years
as reporter, editor, ad salesman, produc-

tion and corporate-planning executive,

and,finally, deputypublisher.
Overthese last four years, the paper

has enhancedits metropolitan and busi-
ness coverage, and has introduced color

photographsandillustrationsin its Sun-
daypaper; it has gained more controlover
production by investing in new printing
plants and negotiating more flexible
union contracts. This recent period,
though, has not always been smooth.

Daily circulation of the Times, like that
of many other major papers, has dipped
(by almost two per cent, or twenty-two
thousand copies, from 1994 to 1995).
When Punch Sulzberger decided, in
1993,to acquire the Boston Globefor one

billion one hundred million dollars, many
believed that the Times Company was
paying too steeply for a fine newspaper
that would not enjoy the growth that
electronic journalism would. “That’s a
yesterday business,” Harold McGraw III,

the president and chief operating officer
of the McGraw-Hill Companies, ob-
served. Because this was a shared percep-
tion, the price ofTimes Company stock
sagged. Hoping to boost the stock, the
Times sold muchofits magazine divi-
sion, where growth hadstalled. When
the stockstill didn’t move, the company
announcedthatit wouldrely less on print
and more on broadcast and new elec-
tronic media,

That shift, Lance Primis acknowl-

edged in a May 2ndpresentation to in-
vestmentanalysts, has been slower than
the company’s executives hoped. Not sur-
prisingly, investors snickered, concluding

that the excellence displayed on the
Timeseditorial side was not matched by
boldness on the company’s businessside.
Thestock price, which reached a high of

more than forty-ninedollars in 1987, is
nowtrading at just over thirty-two dol-
lars, and until early this year the only an-
nouncementthat seemedto elevate it
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came in Septemberof 1995, when the
Times Companyhired Diane Price
Baker, who had helped guide R. H.
Macy& Companyoutof bankruptcy, as
chieffinancial officer.

Ina sense, the weakness of the Times
Companyderivesfrom its strength. The
family institution thatjustifiably prides
itself on inner values may suffer from
insularity. At the annual meeting, one
shareholder rose to complain thatoffif-
teen companydirectors reélected only
two are undersixty andeightare over sev-
enty. Like therailroads, which earlier in
this century thoughtthat they were in the
railroad rather than the transportation
business, or like the networks, which

thoughtthey were in the single-channel
rather than the program business and ig-
noredor foughtcable, the Times Com-
pany was late to realize thatit is in the
information rather than the newspaper
business. In 1995, of the company’s two
hundred andtwenty-nine million dollars
in operating profits, almost ninety-three
percent came from print; less than one per
cent of the company’s revenues, and no
profits, derived from new-media ventures.

Bycontrast, DowJones & Co., which
publishes the Wall Street Journal and is
also an institution that many think has
beentoo timid, generates morethan half
ofits profits from electronic publishing,
accordingto its president and chief op-
erating officer, Kenneth L. Burenga.“If
you asked whoour competition is, we'd
probablysay Reuters, not the New York
Times Company,”Peter Kann, the Dow
Jones chairman and C.E.O.and pub-
lisher of the Wall StreetJournal, says. Mi-
chael Bloomberg, who has almost over-
night built a television, radio, news-wire,
and computer service, asks, “Whyis
CNNdoing worldwide news? Whyisn’t
the New York Times or the Wall Street
Journal?

Other media companies have raced
ahead of the Times in the electronic
realm. The Tribune Companydecidedin
the eighties to embark on the path that
the Times Company has more timo-
rously adoptedinthenineties. Today, the
Tribune Company, which ownsa piece
of America Online, generates forty per
cent of its revenue from new media,

entertainment, and broadcasting. The
Washington Post Company owns,in ad-
dition to its flagship newspaper and
Newsweek, six large-market TV stations,
cable systems,interactive and on-line in-

THE CALIPH

The wily and flamboyant Fatimid, the
intricate Caligula of God, the
neurasthenic delegate of prophets (may
God pray for them!), forbade all women
to wear shoes. He barred the cobblers from
tapping their lasts or battering their little anvils;
only poor prosodists could mime their hammer-taps.
This, before he vaporized in the mauve
and umber desert of the air: al-Hakim,
defender of the devious
ambiguity of the Godhead, His penchant for
bagatelles, Creator of the paradox
of sharks and swans, Draconian Comedian!

Heplaced an interdict on
lamentation. He forbade all women to
weep at funerals, rescinded ululations,

and so each black cortége
wound through the lanes of Cairo voicelessly.
Evensorrow is too great a liberty,
since it inhabits memory, citadel
beyond the fists of despots, or of God.

And sometimes, in the pitch-light of the bazaar,
God’s shadow baited bears or egged men on
to braggadocio or fisticuffs, or spied upon

their most secretive gestures, their least,
askance innuendos, their cupped whisperings,
till, surrogate, he evanesced on the Mugattam Hills

one evening, leaving only slivered veils behind.

Perhaps only the forbidden know
the unshod deprivations of the dead,

and perhaps only children who've just learned to walk
savor the nakedness of heels and soles.
Perhaps only the mad
value the little freedom of the shoes.

vestments, and a subsidiary that designs
cellular-phone systems. Accordingto its
president andchief operating officer,
Alan G.Spoon,aboutsixty-five per cent
of the Post Company’scash flow derives
from nonprintinvestments. “They're not
spending enoughtime on wherethe fu-
ture is going,” the PaineWebber media
analyst Christopher Dixon says of the
Times Company. “They're buying TV
stations at the top of the market.” Sofar,
he adds, the Times Companyhas “put up
a good defense, not a goodoffense.”

Like other papers, the Times hasalso
moved tocutcosts in orderto boostprofit
margins. The Times employed three
thousand nine-hundred andthirty full-
time people at the end of 1995, or four

—ErIc ORMSBY

hundred and twenty-nine fewer than
worked there in 1992, Russell Lewis, the
general manager, told Wall Street ana-

lysts. Compared with the cost-cutting at
other newspapers, these reductionsare
modest, but they have addedto tensions
at the Times. Mindful ofthe Times Com-
pany’s depressed stock price, and aware
that, according to a PaineWebberanaly-
sis, its corporate profit margins of nine
per cent in 1994 were lower than those
of many other media companies, Lance

Primis and Diane Baker have pressed
hard for deeper reductions. During an
annual budget review in November, at-
tended by Punch Sulzberger, Arthur
Sulzberger,Jr., Baker, anda few top edi-

tors, Primis surprised Arthur,Jr., by de-
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manding that the paper pare an addi-
tional three million dollars from what he
hadpreviously thoughtwasa final figure.
Since the publisherreports to the corpo-
rate chiefoperating officer, Primis thought
he wasdoinghis job, but Arthur,Jr., ac~
cording to senior executives, thought

Primis was trying to humiliate him and
the newspaper. According to a participant,
hesaid,angrily,“Ifthat three million dol-

lars is to come from the newspaper,it
won't comesolely from the newsroom!”
Accordingtofriends, Arthur,Jr., felt that
Primis had sandbagged him and had
adopted the conviction, common among
businessmen,that journalism is wasteful.

(Both Arthur,Jr., and Primis declined to
be interviewedforthisarticle.)

Manyeditors are aware that Arthur,Jr.,

like his father, invested more money in

news gathering when the paper’s profits
and circulation dipped, and they worry
because theythink this value system may
be changing. Referring to Primis and
other corporate executives, a senior edi-

tor complains,“They are questioning the
mission of the paper as never before.” It
is a measure of the paper’s loss of sanc-
tity that someofthe corporate executives
are at times openly disdainful of top edi-
tors, and even of the publisher,criticiz-

ing themforresistance to change.

'HE mystery is whyevents have taken
this turn. Onetheory is that Punch

Sulzberger wants to imposediscipline on
his son, and that Primis is following his

boss's lead. Father and son had an awk-
wardrelationship over the years, starting
in 1956, when Punch and hisfirst wife
divorced. At the age of fourteen, young
Arthur wentto live with his father, but

therelationship between Sulzberger’s sec-
ond wife, the late Carol Sulzberger, and

her stepson was a wintryone, andin re-
centyears both Punch and Carol confided
to friendstheir beliefthat Arthur,Jr., had
allowed an excessive amountof opinion
to infiltrate the news pages. Whatever the
differences betweenfather and son, how-
ever,it should be noted that when Punch

Sulzbergerremarried, in March, Arthur, Jr.,
washis best man.

Then,thereis a theory, held by some
in the newsroom,that Primis feels em-
boldened by a moreassertive board.
1.B.M.’s chief executive officer, Louis V.

Gerstner, Jr., who joined the Times
Companyboard a decade ago, whenhe
wasthe president ofAmerican Express,

is pressing the company to move more
swiftly on theelectronic front—to shake
uptheinstitution, as hefeels he is doing

at I.B.M.A senior Times corporate ex-
ecutive wonders, “Is Primis trying to
block Arthur,Jr.? Is it a case ofan execu-
tive trying to secure his career, as every
executive does? Oris it a coup?” Such no-
tions may be overwrought, since by most
accounts board meetings aretepidaffairs.
Donald Stewart, who, with Gerstner, is

the only director undersixty, says, “The
character of the board is very civilized,
very convivial. If anyoneraised his voice,
eyes would go up.”

There are critics who theorize that
Primisis blinded by ambitionfor the top
job, andcritics who consider Arthur,Jr.,
and his newsroom supporters to be
spoiled brats. A male friend of the fam-
ily suggests that differences between
Primis and Arthur,Jr., mayreflect differ-
ences “between some members of the
family and Arthur,” for Arthur, Jr., he
says, “is not popular.” A female friend of
the familysays, “Part ofthis is the revenge
ofthe girls. They’re smart women,yet
their little brother gotthe job.”

Tensionsinside the Times newsroom
further compoundtheinstitution’s angst.
Last year, about half of the company’s
profits was contributed byits flagship,
and in Decembereditors were told that
their bonuses would be double the
amountfor which theywere eligible. This
good newssoon soured, however, when

Joseph Lelyveld,the executive editor, met
with department headsandleft the im-
pression that he was reluctantto see them
get such generous bounties because, he
reportedly said, they were greater than
the editors had anyright to expect when
the newsroom wasfacing cuts. While
the editor is widely admired for his bril-
liance andintegrity, he is also generally
regarded as an unsmiling and unap-
proachable boss.

The newsroom is unsettled for other
reasons, too. Next year, when a new print-

ing plant and distribution center opens,
at College Point, in Queens, a later pro-
duction schedulewill require the Times to
havea groupofsenior editors working at
night. Moreover, Arthur,Jr., and Lely-
veld are planningto eliminate someofthe
paper's seven assistant-managing-editor
positions—a movethat would help make
room for the next generation ofeditors.
Already, one assistant managing editor,
Warren Hoge, has accepted the coveted as-  
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signment of Londonbureau chief, others
maynotbesofortunate.

‘There is a larger concern in the news-
room—over Lelyveld’s and the pub-
lisher’s choice to succeed Eugene L. Rob-
erts, Jr., the managing editor, who will
turnsixty-five next spring andhastold as-
sociates that he will leave by then. The
paper has had two “interim” managing
editors in the past eight years: Arthur
Gelb, for whom the mandatory news-
room retirement age ofsixty-five was
stretched when he was asked to stay a
few months beyondit; and Roberts, who

was lured back to the paper from semi-
retirement in 1994. These moves were
made because at the time management
believed that the logical contenders for
the job needed more seasoning, particu-
larly since a young managingeditor be-
comesthelikely heir to the job of execu-
tive editor. With Roberts leaving, the
Times will probably announcehis succes-
sor before the end of this year—a move
that alarms many in the newsroom, who

fret that Lelyveld will push Gerald Boyd,
whois seen as his personal favorite
amongtheassistant managingeditors,to
succeed Roberts and thusbefirst in line
to becomethe next executiveeditor.

Boyd is commonly thoughtofwithin
the newsroom as both a micromanager
and bit of a bully, and this reputation
prompted managementto encourage him
to attend what the newsroom derisively
calls “charm school.” Forfive days, start-
ing on April 29th, Boyd attended semi-
nars for senior executives at the Center
for Creative Leadership, in Colorado
Springs. Whateditors at the Times say
they do not knowis whetherthis training
was meantto enhance Boyd’s prospects of
becoming managing editor or was an ac-
knowledgmentthathe was outofthe run-
ning. Because Boydis black and manyof
his critics are white, racial lines get drawn,

with each side claiming that Boydis either
a beneficiary or a victim ofa racial double
standard. “He's at a managementlevel where
a lot ofguys are getting moved out, and
they hate him forit,”a blackjournalist on
the paper says. “A lotofpeople tryto ratio-
nalize personal failures on racial grounds.”

Manyof the people on the paper,
black and white, paint anotherscenario.
Theybelieve ae just as Max Frankel,
the formereditorial-page editor, was

Punch Sulzberger’s fail-safe backup choice
in 1986 to succeed Abe Rosenthal as ex-
ecutive editor, so Howell Raines, the cur-
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rent editorial-pageeditor, is Arthur, Jr.,’s

choice as backup to become managing
editor andeventuallyto succeed Lelyveld.
Raines, who has wona Pulitzer Prize for
feature writing,hashis detractors, includ-

ing journalists whobelieve thatheis ar-
rogantandtoo pugilistic, and that he fa-
vors“stars” in a newsroom wherestarring
roles are scarce. But few doubthis qualifi-
cations or deny that Raines would invest
the newsroom with morespirit. To an
April 26th cocktail party at his home, on
West Eleventh Street, Rainesinvited an
army of Times employees, past and pres-
ent, and wandered through the four-story
house dispensing bonhomie. Fewfailed
to receive his message: It can be fun to
workat the Times.

For Raines, however, there would be

drawbacks to becoming managingeditor.
He would be going from a job where he
reportsto the publisherto a job where he
would report to Lelyveld. At the age of
fifty-three, Raines would have to coexist
as a partner with thefifty-nine-year-old
Lelyveld, probablyforat leastfive years.
This could be a problem,since their re-
lationship has never been warm.

T™ really worrisome succession
question inside the Times Com-

pany, of course, remains that of Punch
Sulzberger’s eventual successor. While
friends and board members note that he
is still energetic and is happily remarried,
they guess that he will wantto leave
within five years, at most.

The dilemma for Arthur,Jr., a close
associate says, is that he “wants both
jobs”—publisher and chairman—yet
knowsthat unless something changes he
is unlikely to have both. Associates out-
side the Times have urged him to seek the
more powerful posts, those of chairman
and C.E.O. Hisallies in the newsroom
have also reluctantly concluded that the
best way for him to protect the newspa-
peris to becomethe head of the company
and keep an eye on the publisher. The
trouble with this scenario is that Michael
Goldenhas never worked at the newspa-
per, and has told friends that he believes

he hasbetter training for becoming the
chairman and C.E.O.than for becoming
the publisher.

Thesignal that Golden,at forty-six,
is being groomedforoneofthe tworoles
arrived in the form of an oblique an-
nouncement last December ofhis pro-
motionto a corporate vice-presidency. By
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placing him under Lance Primis, Punch
Sulzbergerin effect sanctioned a contest
between his nephewandhis son. The
promotion, Golden’s mother, Ruth Holm-

berg,said, “is a wayofresponding to what
he’s done sofar.” She added, “Often a
family memberhas to run twice as hard
to stay in the sameplace. The world
doesn’t oweusa living. The next genera-
tion feels the same pressures we did.”

There is also the possibility that the
Times might go outside the family. I
asked Holmberg if she could imagine a
non-family memberat the head
of the company.“I guess I can,”

I don’t have toshesaid. “I hope
ever imagine the family not be-
inginvolved.” The assumption of
familyfriends is that the longer
Punch Sulzberger remains on the
job, theless likelyit is that the Times

Companywill bestow the mantle of
chairmanor C.E.O.on either Primis or
an outsider, as other family-dominated
communications companies—including
Hearst, E. W. Scripps, and McGraw-

Hill—havedone.
Finally, there is the possibility that,

despite the safeguards of a family trust
that was created in 1986 andrequires col-
lective, rather than unilateral, family de-

cisions, the family couldfinditself caught

up in the sort of struggle that has trau-
matized companies like Times Mirror
andhas driven newspapers to the auction
block. “I don’t think you'd ever see the
family split like that,” a familyfriend has
said. “They're too fond of one another
andoftheinstitution.” Under the terms
ofthetrust, the sale of the paper can be
decided only by a unanimous family
vote—andthen onlyif such a sale is de-
signed, in the wordsofthe agreement,“to

maintain the editorial independence and
integrity” of the New York Times. The
agreementalsostipulates that any family
memberwishingtosell controlling stock
mustfirst offertosell it to other members
of the family, and then to the company
itself, before it can be sold elsewhere.

While the Sulzbergers mayfall short
when measured by the company’s stock
price and profit margins, these are not the
sole measures of a journalistic institu-
tion. Peter Kann, ofDow Jones,declared,
“Those of us entrusted with whatreally
are a very few great news organizations
in this country—andyoucan count them on.
the fingers oftwo hands—do have some
higherresponsibility than profits. You can’t 

run a news organization the way you run
McDonald's outlets. That sounds pomp-
ous. . . . It doesn’t mean youcan’t cut jobs
or makechanges.” It does mean, he added,

thatif the quality of the Journal is main-
tained the companycan extendits fran-
chise “to other forms”—like the magazine
SmartMoney or Dow Jones’s business-
news channelsin Asia and Europe. “The
return you make from news comes back
to you in so manyways,”hesaid.

‘Thatis the value system thathas sus-
tained the New York Times for a hundred

years. “To me, andto the people
who work on the New York
Times, it’s not a money genera-
tor—it’s a public trust,” Ruth

Holmberg said. That is not a
phrase muchin favor among me-
dia C.E.O.s, whofear that inves-

tors would think them soft for uttering
it. For example, last November, when
Michael H.Jordan, the chairman and
C.E.O.of Westinghouse,officially be-
came chairman ofCBS,I asked him at a
press conference whether owning a net-
work wasdifferent—moreof a public
trust—from owning otherbusinesses. He
seemed almost embarrassed by the ques-
tion. “Yes,” he answered. “I think there
is somethingto that.” Lest he be misun-
derstood byinvestors worried that he
mightdo somethingrash, Jordan warned
that the term “the public trust” could not
“be a shield.” Similarly, when executives
from the Times Mirror Company ap-
peared at the PaineWebber media con-
ference in December the C.E.O., Mark

Willes, kept speaking of “margins” and
“costs” and “growth” and“assets.” The
word “quality” was never invoked in
speaking of such superior journalistic
holdings as the Los Angeles Times and
Newsday. Arthur, Jr., on the other hand,

invoked the word “quality”like a mantra.
‘Thatspirit was very much presentin

February of 1990, at the memorial ser-
vice for Iphigene Sulzberger, at Temple
Emanu-El. Susan Dryfooslookedat the
mourners who crowded the synagogue,
butshe spoke to her grandmother:

We, your family, understand our birth-
right, and will pass it along to future gen-
erations. To be born into this family meansto
carry on a tradition thatis by far greater than
anysingle individual. We understandthat the
New York Timesis a trust... . We under-
stand that we have the responsibility and the
privilege—to carry on. And wewill, Granny.

She concluded, “We will be humble.
No swelled heads.” ¢  
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PERSONAL HISTORY

SORRY FOR YOUR TROUBLES
The life that the author'sparents encountered in theNew Yorkofthe thirties was so hardandpainful that

they wentback hometo Ireland, thinking that nothing as terrible could ever happen to them again.

IHERE she was on the platform at
Limerick—Grandma, white

hair, sour eyes, a black shawl,

and no smile for my motherorany ofus,
even my brother Malachy, with his big
smile and sweet white teeth. Mam
pointed to Dad. This is my husband,
she said, and Grandma nodded and
looked away. Shecalled two boys who
were hanging aroundtherailwaystation
and paid them to carry the trunk. The
boys had shaved heads,snotty noses, and
no shoes and wefollowed them through
the streets of Limerick. I asked Mam
whythey had no hair and shesaid their
heads were shavedsothatthelice would
have no place to hide. Malachysaid,
What's lice? and Mam said, Notlice.
Oneof them is a louse. Grandmasaid,
Will ye stop it! What kind o’talk is
this? The boys whistled and laughed
andtrotted along as if they had shoes
and Grandmatold them, Stop that
laughin’ or ’tis droppin’ an’breakin’that
trunk ye’ll be. They stopped the whis-
tling and laughing and we followed
them into a park with grass so green
it dazzled you.

Dad carried the twins, Mam carried
a bag in one hand and held Mala-
chy’s hand with the other. Whenshe
stopped every few minutesto catch her
breath, Grandmasaid, Are youstill
smokin’ them fags? Them fagswill be the
death of you. There’s enough con-
sumption in Limerick without people
smokin’ fags on top ofit an’’tis a rich
man’sfoolishness.

Alongthe path throughthe park there
were hundredsofflowers ofdifferent col-
ors that excited the twins. Dad stopped
and put Eugene and Oliver down. He
said, Flowers, and the twins ran back and

forth, pointing, trying to say “flowers.”
Oneof the boys with the trunksaid,

God,are they Americans? and Mam

said, They are. They were born in New

BY FRANK McCOURT

York. The boy said to the other boy,
God, they’re Americans. They put the
trunk downandstared at us and we
stared back at them till Grandmasaid,
Are ye goin’ to standhereall day lookin’
at flowers an’ gawkin’ ateach other? And
we all moved on again, out of the park,

downa narrowlane, and into another
lane to Grandma’s house.

HEREis a row ofsmall houses on
each sideofthe lane and Grandma

lives in one of the small houses. Her
kitchen has a shiny polished black iron
range with fire glowingin the grate.
Thereis a picture on the wall by the
range ofa man withlong brown hair and
sad eyes. Heis pointing to his chest,
wherethere is a big heart with flames
comingout ofit. Mamtells us, That's
the Sacred Heart ofJesus, and I want
to know whythe man’sheart is on fire
and whydoesn’t He throw water onit?
Grandmasays, Don’t these children
know anything abouttheir religion? and
Mam tells herit’s different in America.
Grandmasays the Sacred Heart is every-
where andthere’s no excuse for that kind
ofignorance.

There aren’t enough chairs for ev-
eryoneso sit on thestairs with my
brothers to have bread and tea. Dad
and Mam sit at the table and Grandma
sits under the Sacred Heart. Shesays,

I don’t know under God whatI’m goin’
to do with ye. There is no room in
this house. There isn’t room for even one
ofye.

Malachysays, Ye, ye, andstarts to
giggle andI say, Ye,ye, and the twins say,
Ye,ye, and we're laughing so hard we can
hardlyeat our bread.

Grandmaglares at us. What are ye
laughin’at? There’s nothin’ to laugh at in
this house. Ye better behave yeerselves
beforeI go overto ye.

She won't stop saying Ye, and now

Malachy is helpless with laughter, spewing
outhis bread andtea,hisface turningred.

[pe night Mam’ssister, Aunt Ag-
gie, came homefrom her job in

theclothingfactory. She was big and she
had flaming-red hair. She wasliving
in Grandma's because she had hada fight
with her husband, Pa Keating, whotold

her, when he had taken drink, You're a
great fat cow, go hometo your mother.
That's what Grandma told Mam and
that’s why there was no room for us in
Grandma’s house. She had herself, Aunt

Aggie,and herson Pat, who was my uncle
and who was outselling newspapers.

Grandmaspread coats andrags on the
floorofthelittle back room and weslept
there and in the morning Aunt Aggie
camefor herbicycle telling us, Will ye
mind yeerselves, will ye. Will ye get out
ofmy way?

Whensheleft, Malachy kept saying,
Will ye mind yeerselves, will ye? Will ye
get out of the way, will ye? and I could
hear Dad laughingoutin the kitchentill
Grandma came down thestairs and he
hadtotell Malachy be quiet.

That day Grandma and Mam went
out and founda furnished room on
Windmill Street. Grandmapaidtherent,
ten shillings for two weeks. She gave
Mam moneyforfood,loaned us a kettle,
a pot, a frying pan, knives and spoons,
jam jars to be used for mugs, a blanket
and pillow. She said that was all she
could afford, that Dad would have to
get up off his arse, get a job, go on the
dole,go for the charityatthe St. Vincent
de Paul Society, or go ontherelief.

The room had fireplace where we
could boil water for our tea or for an egg
in case we ever came into money. We
hada table and three chairs and a bed
that Mamsaid was the biggest she had
ever seen. It didn’t matter that there were
six of us in the bed, we were together,



 



 

away from grandmothers, Malachycould
say Ye, ye, ye, and wecould laugh as
muchasweliked.

Dad and Mam layat the headof the
bed, Malachy andI at the bottom, the
twins wherever theycould find comfort.
In the moonlightI could look up the
lengthofthe bed and see Dadstill awake
and whenOlivercried in his sleep Dad
reached for him and held him. Whisht,
he said. Whisht.

Then Eugenesat up, screaming,tear-
ing at himself. Ah, ah, Mommy, Mom-
my. Dadsat up. What? What's up, son?
Eugenewenton crying and when Dad
leaped from the bed and turned on the
gaslight we saw thefleas, leaping, jump-
ing, fastened to ourflesh. Weslapped
at themandslapped but they hopped
from bodyto body, hopping,biting. We
jumpedfromthe bed, the twins cry-
ing, Mam moaning, Oh,Jesus,will we
have norest! Dad poured water andsalt
into a jam jar and dabbedatourbites.
Thesalt burned, but he said we'd feel
better soon.

Mamsatbythe fireplace with the
twinsonherlap. Dadpulled onhis trou-
sers and dragged the mattress offthe bed
and outto the street. Hefilled the kettle
and the pot with water, stood the mat-
tress against the wall, poundedit with a
shoe, told me to keep pouring water on
the groundto drown thefleas dropping
there. The Limerick moonwas sobright
I couldsee bits of it shimmering in the
water and I wanted to scoop up moon

“Dadsays that someday, with God's help, we'llget out ofLimerick. I ask him what‘afflicted

bits, but how could I with thefleas leap-
ing on mylegs?
Amanona bicycle stopped and want-

ed to know why Dadwasbeating that
mattress. Mother 0’ God,hesaid, I never
heard such a cureforfleas. Do you know
that if a man could jumplike flea one
leap wouldtake him halfwayto the moon?
Thethingto do is this, Whenyou go back
inside with that mattressstick it on the
bed upside down andthatwill confuse the
little buggers. They won’t know where
they are and they'll be biting the mat-
tress or each other, whichis the best cure
ofall. They’re a right bloody tormentan’
I should knowfor didn’t I grow up in
Limerick, down in the Irish Town,an’
thefleas there were soplentifulan’ for-
ward they'dsit on the toe of your boot
an’ discuss Ireland’s woefulhistory with
you.It is said there were nofleas in an-
cient Ireland, that they were brought
in be the English to drive us out of our
wits entirely, an’ I wouldn’t putit past the
English.

Dadsaid, You wouldn't byany chance
have a cigarette, would you?
A cigarette? Oh,sure, ofcourse. Here

you are. Aren’t I nearly destroyed from
thefags myself. The oul’ hacking cough,
you know. So powerfulit nearly knocks
meoff the bicycle. I can feel that cough
stirring in mesolar plexus an’ workin’its
wayup through meentrailstill the next
thingit takes offthe top o’ me head.
He wobbled awayonhisbicycle, a

cigarette dangling from his mouth, the

cough racking his body. Dadsaid,
Limerickmentalk too much. Comeon,
we'll put this mattress back andsee if
there’s anysleepin this night.

Ee is sleeping under a coat on
the bed. Dadsits by the fireplace

with Oliver on his lap. Oliver’s cheeks
are bright red and he’s staring into the
dead fire. Mam puts her hand on his
forehead. I think he has a fever, she

says. I wish I had anonion and I'd boil
it in milk and pepper. That's good for
the fever. But even if I had what would
I boil the milk on? We need coalfor
thatfire.

Shegives Dad the docketforthe coal
down the Dock Road. He takes me with
him, butit’s dark andall the coalyards
are closed.

Whatare we going to do now, Dad? 2
Idon’t know,son. 3
Aheadof us, women in shawls and 2

 

Och,no, son. We won'tpickcoal off
the road. We're not beggars.
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tonight, but whenI tell her about the
women ontheroad she passes Eugene
to him.

Ifyou'retoo grandtopickcoal offthe
road I'll put on mycoat and go down the
Dock Road. ‘C
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Shegets a bag and takes Malachy and
me with her. Beyond the Dock Road
there is something wide and dark with
lights glinting in it. Mam says that’s the
River Shannon.Shesays that’s what she
missed mostofall in America, the River

Shannon. The Hudson waslovely but
the Shannonsings. I can’t hear the song,

but my mother does and that makes her
happy. The other womenare gone from
the Dock Roadand we search forthe bits
ofcoal that drop from lorries. Mam tells
us gather anything that burns, coal,
wood, cardboard, paper. Shesays, There
are them that burn the horse droppings
but we're not gone that low yet. When.
her bagis nearly full she says, Now we
haveto find an onionfor Oliver. Malachy
says he'll find onebutshetells him, No,
you don’tfind onionson the road, you
get them in shops.

The minute he sees a shop hecries
out, There’s a shop,andrunsin.

Oonyen,he says. Oonyen for Oliver.
Mam runsinto the shop andtells the

woman behind the counter, I’m sorry.
The woman says, Lord,he’s a dote.Is he

an Americanorwhat?
Mamsays he is. The woman smiles

and shows twoteeth, one oneachside of

her upper gum. A dote, she says, and
look at them gorgeous goldy curls. And
whatis it he wants now?A sweet?

Ah, no, says Mam. Anonion. I

wanted to get an onionfor myotherchild
that's sick.

Truefor you, missus. You can’t beat

means and he says, Sickness, son, and things that don’tfit.” Etchings by Dieter Blodau.

the onionboiledin milk. Andlook, little
boy, here’s a sweetfor yourself and one
for the otherlittle boy, the brother, I sup-

pose. Andhere’s a nice onionfor thesick
child, missus.
Mam says, God bless you, ma’am, and

hereyesare watery.
Dadis walking back and forth with

Oliverin his arms and Eugeneis playing
onthefloorwith a pot and a spoon. Dad
says, Didyou get the onion?

I did, says Mam, and more.I gotcoal

and the wayoflighting it.
I knew you would.I said a prayer to

St. Jude. He’s myfavorite saint, patron of
desperate cases.

I gotthecoal. I got the onion,no help
from St. Jude.

Dadsays, You shouldn’t be picking
up coal off the road like a common
beggar. It isn’t right. Bad example for
the boys.

Then you should have sentSt. Jude
downthe Dock Road.
Mam gets the fire going, cuts the on-

ionin half, and dropsit in boiling milk.
Shetakes Oliver on her lap and tries to
feed him,but he turns away and looks
into thefire.

Ah, comeon,love, she says. Goodfor

you. Makeyou big andstrong.
Hetightens his mouth against the

spoon.Sheputs the pot down,rocks him
till he’s asleep, lays him onthe bed, and

tells the rest of us be quiet or she'll de-
molish us. She slicesthe otherhalfofthe
onion andfriesit in butter with slices of 

bread. She letsus sit on the floor around
thefire where weeat the fried bread and
sip at scalding sweettea injam jars.

Thefire makes the room warm and
with the flames dancingin the coal you
can see faces and mountains and val-
leys and animals leaping. Eugenefalls
asleep on the floor and Dadlifts him
to the bed beside Oliver. Mam puts
the boiled-onion pot up on the mantel-
piece for fear a mouse or a rat might
be at it.

Soonwe're all in bed andifthere’s the
odd flea I don’t mind because it’s warm in
the bed with thesix of us and I love the
glow ofthefire the way it dances on the
walls andceiling and makes the room go
red andblack,red andblack, till it dims
to white andblackandall you can hear is

alittle cry from Oliver turning in my
mother’s arms.

AD is touching my shoulder. Come
on, Francis, you haveto take care

ofyourlittle brothers.
Mam is slumped on the edge of

the bed, making small crying sounds
like a bird. Grandmais pulling on her
shawl.Shesays, I'll go down to Thomp-
son the undertaker about the coffin
andthecarriage. The St. Vincent de Paul
Society will surely pay for that, God
knows.

Dad standsfacing the wall over the
fire, beating on his thighs with hisfists,
sighing, Och,och, och.

Dadfrightens me with his Och, och,
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och, and Mam frightens me with her
small bird sounds, and I don’t knowwhat

to do, though I wonderif anyonewill

light thefire in the grate so that we can
havetea and bread. If Dad would move
awayfrom thefireplace I couldlight the
fire myself. All you need is paper, a few
bits ofcoal or turf, and a match. He won't
moveso try to go aroundhis legs while
he’s beating onhis thighs, but he notices
me and wants to know whyI’m trying to
lightthefire. I tell him we're all hungry
andhelets out a crazy laugh. Hungry? he
says. Och, Francis, your wee brother

Oliveris dead.
Hepicks me up and hugs meso hard

T cry out. Then Malachycries, my
mothercries, Dadcries, I cry, but Eugene
stays quiet. Then Dadsniffles, We'll have
a feast. Comeon,Francis.

Hecarries me throughthestreets of
Limerick and we go from shop to shop
with him asking for food or anything
they can give to a familythat has two
children dead in a year, one in America,
onein Limerick, and in dangeroflosing
three more for the wantof food and
drink. Most shopkeepers shake their
heads.

Dadsays he’s glad to see thespirit of
Christ alive in Limerick andtheytell him.
they don’t needthelikes ofhim with his
Northern accentto betelling them about
Christ and he should be ashamedofhim-
selfdragginga child aroundlikethat,like
a commonbeggar,a tinker, a knacker.

A few shopkeepers give bread, pota-
toes,tins ofbeans and Dadsays, We'll go
home now and you boys can eat some-
thing, but we meet Uncle Pa Keating and
hetells Dad he’s very sorry for his
troubles and would Dadlike to have a
pintin this pub here?

‘There are mensitting in this pub with
great glasses of black stuff before them.
Theylift their glasses carefully and slowly
drink. There is creamy white stuff on
their lips whichtheylick withlittle sighs.

Uncle Pasays, Frankie, this is the

pint. This is thestaff oflife. This is the
best thing for nursing mothers and for
those whoare long weaned.

Helaughs and Dad smiles andI laugh
because I think that’s what you're sup-
posed to do when Uncle Pa says some-
thing. He doesn’t laugh whenhetells the
other men aboutOliver dying. The other
mentip their hats to Dad. Sorry for your
troubles, mister, and surely you'll have

a pint.

Dad says yes to the pints and soonhe’s
singing “Roddy McCorley” and “Kevin
Barry” andsongafter song I never heard
before and cryingover hislovely little girl,
Margaret, that died in America and his
little boy Oliver.It frightens me the way
heyells and cries and sings and I wish I
could be at home with mythree brothers,
no, my twobrothers, and my mother.

The man behindthe bar says to Dad,
I think now, mister, you've had enough.
We're sorry for your troubles but you
haveto take that child hometo his moth-
er that must be heartbroken by thefire.

Dadsays, One, one morepint, just

one, eh? and the man says no. Dad

shakeshisfist. I did me bit for Ireland,
and when the man comesout and takes
Dad’s arm Dadtries to push him away.

Uncle Pa says, Come on now,stop the

blackguarding. You have to go home to
Angela. You have a funeral tomorrow
and the lovely children waiting for you.

Dad wantsto go to anotherplace for
a pint but Uncle Pa says he has no more
money. Dadsays he'll tell everyone his
sorrows andthey'll give him pints. Uncle
Pasays that’s a disgraceful thing to do
and Dad cries on his shoulder. You're a
goodfriend,hetells Uncle Pa. It’s ter-
rible, terrible, says Uncle Pa, but you'll get
overthis in time.

Dadstraightens up andlooksat him.
Never, he says. Never.

INES day we rodeto the hospital
in a carriage with a horse. They

put Oliver into a white box that came
with us in the carriage and we took
him to the graveyard. I did not like
the jackdawsthat perchedon trees
and gravestones and I did not want
to leave Oliver with them.I threw
a rock at a jackdaw that waddled over
toward Oliver's grave. Dad said I
shouldn’t throw rocks at jackdaws,
they might be somebodies’ souls. I
didn’t knowwhata soul wasbutI didn’t
ask him, because I didn’t care. Oliver
was dead and I hated jackdaws. I’d be
a man someday and I’d come back
with a bag of rocks and I’d leave the
graveyardlittered with dead jackdaws.

HE morning after Oliver's burial
Dad wentto the Labour Exchange

to sign andcollect the week's dole, nine-
teen shillings and sixpence. He said
he'd be homeby noon,that he’d get coal
and makea fire, that we'd have rashers
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and eggs andtea in honorofOliver, that

we might even have a sweetor two.
He wasn’t homebynoon,or one, or

two, and weboiled andatethe few pota-
toes the shopkeepers had given us. He
wasn't homeanytimebefore the sun went
down that dayin May. There was nosign
of him till we heard him,long after the
pubsclosed,rolling along Windmill
Street, singing.
He stumbledinto the room, hanging

on to the wall. A snot oozed from his
nose and he wipedit away with the back
of his hand. Hetried to speak. Zeeze
shildren should be in bed. Lishen to me.
Shildren go to bed.
Mam faced him. These children are

hungry. Where’s the dole money?
Shetried to stick her handsinto his

pockets but he pushed her away. Have
reshpeck, he said. Reshpeck in front of

shildren,
Shestruggled to get at his pockets.

Where's the money? Thechildren are
hungry. You madoul’bastard, did you
drink all the money again? Just whatyou
did in Brooklyn.

Heblubbered, Och, poor Angela.
Andpoor wee Margaret and poor wee
Oliver.

Hestaggered to me and hugged me
and I smelled the drink I used to smell in
America. Myface was wetfrom histears
and his spit and his snot and I was hun-
gry and I didn’t know what to say when
hecried all over my head.

‘AMfollows Dad to the Labour
Exchange. She marches in be-

hind him and when the man pushes the
money toward Dadshetakes it. The
other men nudgeeach otherandgrin and
Dadis disgraced because a womanis
never supposedtointerfere with a man’s
dole money. He might wantto putsix-
pence ona horse or havea pintandif all
the womenstart acting like Mam the
horses will stop running and Guinness
will go broke. But she has the money
nowand we moveto another room, on

Hartstonge Street. Then shecarries Eu-
genein her armsand wegoupthestreet
to Leamy’s National School. The head-
master, Mr. Scallan, says Malachy and I
are to return on Mondaywith a compo-
sition book, a pencil, and a pen with a
good nib on it. We are not to come to
school with ringworm or lice, and our
nosesare to be blown atall times, not on



'M A BAD YANK

thefloor, that spreads the consumption,

or on our sleeves but in a handkerchiefor
a clean rag. Heasks usif we are good
boys and when wesay weare hesays,
GoodLord, what's this? Are they Yanks
or what?

The boys in Leamy’s want to know
whywetalk like that, too. Are ye Yanks
or what? And when wetell them we
camefrom America they want to know,
Are ye gangsters or cowboys?
A big boysticks his face up to mine.

Tm asking ye a question,he says. Are ye
gangsters or cowboys?

I tell him I don’t know and when he
pokeshis finger into my chest Malachy
says, I’m a gangster, Frank’s a cowboy.
‘The big boy says, Yourlittle brother is
smart and you're a stupid Yank.
The boys aroundhim are excited.

Fight, they yell, fight, and he pushes me
so hard I fall. I want to cry but the black-
ness comes over me and I rush at him,
kicking and punching. I knock him down,
andtry to grab his hair to bang his head
on the ground,but there’s a sharp sting
across the backs ofmylegs and I'm pulled
away from him.

Mr. Benson, oneofthe masters, has me

by the ear and he’s whacking meacross
thelegs. Youlittle hooligan, he says. Is
that the kind of behavior you brought
from America? Well, by God, you'll

behave yourselfbefore I’m donewith you.
Hetells me hold out one

handand then the other and
hits me with his stick once on
each hand. Go home now,he
says, andtell your mother what a
bad boy you were. You're a bad
Yank. Say after me, I’m a bad

boy.
I'm a bad boy.
Nowsay, I'm a bad Yank.
I'ma bad Yank.
Malachysays, He's nota bad

boy.It’s that big boy. Hesaid we
‘were cowboysandgangsters.

Is that what you did,
Heffernan?

I was onlyjokin’,sir.
No more joking, Heffernan.

It’s not their fault that they’re
Yanks.

’Tisn’t, sir.
Andyou, Heffernan, should

get down on your two knees ev-
ery night and thank God you're
not a Yankfor if you were,
Heffernan,you'd bethe greatest

gangster on twosidesofthe Atlantic. Al
Capone would be comingto youforles-
sons. You're not to be bothering these
two Yanks anymore, Heffernan.

I wor’t,sir.
Andifyou do, Heffernan, I'll hang

yourpelt on the wall. Now go home, all
ofye.

HERE are seven masters in Leamy’s
National School and they all have

leather straps, canes, blackthorn sticks.

They hit you with the sticks on the
shoulders, the back, the legs, and, espe-
cially, the hands. If they hit you on the
handsit’s called a slap. Theyhit you if
you'relate, ifyou have a leaky nib on your
pen,ifyou laugh,if youtalk, and ifyou
don’t know things.

They hit you ifyou don’t know why
God made the world, if you don’t
know thepatron saint of Limerick,if

you can’t recite the Apostles’ Creed,if
you can’t add nineteen to forty-seven,
if you can’t subtract nineteen from
forty-seven, ifyou don’t know the chief
towns and products of the thirty-
two countiesofIreland,ifyou can’t find
Bulgaria on the wall map of the world
that’s blotted with spit, snot, and blobs

of ink thrown by angry pupils expelled
forever.

They hit you if you can’t say your
namein Irish, ifyou can’t say the Hail
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Mary in Irish, if you can’t ask for the
lavatory pass in Irish.

Onemasterwill hit you ifyou don’t
knowthat Eamonde Valera is the great-
est man thateverlived. Another master
will hit you if you don’t know that
Michael Collins was the greatest man
thatever lived.

Mr.Bensonhates America, and you

have to rememberto hate America or
he'll hit you.

Mr. O'Dea hates England, and you
have to remember to hate England or
he'll hit you.

If you ever say anything good about
Oliver Cromwell they'll all hit you.

KNOW Oliver is dead and Malachy
knows Oliver is dead but Eugeneis

too small to know anything. When he
wakesin the morninghesays, Ollie, Ol-
lie, and toddles aroundthe room looking
under the bedsor he climbs up on the
bed by the window andpoints to children
onthestreet, especially children with fair
hair like him and Oliver.

Dad and Mamtell him Oliveris in
Heavenplaying with angels and we'll all
see him again someday, but he doesn’t

understand, because he’s only two and
doesn’t have the words and that’s the
worst thing in the whole world.

Malachyand I play with him. We try

 “It’s cometo my attention thatsomeofthe salaried employees are asking where

the Hamptons are. Under no circumstances are they to be told.”



58

to make him laugh. We make funny
faces. Weputpots on our heads and pre-
tendtolet them fall off. Wetake him to
the People’s Park to see the lovely flow-
ers, play with dogs,roll in the grass.
Dad says Eugeneis lucky to have

brothers like Malachy and me because we
help him forget and soon, with God’s
help, he'll have no memory of Oliver
at all.

Hedied anyway.
Six monthsafter Oliver went, we

woke on a mean November morning and
there was Eugene,cold in the bed beside
us. Dr. Troy came andsaid that child
died ofpneumonia and whywasn’t he in
the hospital long ago? Dadsaid he didn’t
know and Mam said she didn’t know and
Dr. Troy said that’s why children die.
People don’t know.

Mamsays she can’t spend another
minute in that room on Hartstonge
Street. She sees Eugene morning, noon,
and night. She sees him climbing the
bed to look out at the street for Oliver
and sometimesshesees Oliver outside
and Eugeneinside, the two of them
chatting away. She's happy they’re chat-
ting like that but she doesn’t want to
be seeing and hearing them therest
ofherlife. She says if she doesn’t move
soon she'll go out of her mind and wind
upin the lunatic asylum.

‘We move to Roden Lane on top of a
placecalled Barrack Hill. The houses are
called two up, two down: two rooms on

top, two on the bottom. Our houseis at
the end of the lane,thelast of six. Next

to our dooris a small shed—a lavatory—
and next to that a stable.
Mam goesto the St. Vincent de Paul

Society to see if there’s any chance of
getting furniture. The man says he'll give
us a docketfor a table, two chairs, and

two beds. Hesays we'll have to go to a
secondhand-furniture shop down in the
Trish Town and haul the furniture home
ourselves. Mam says we can use the pram
she had for the twins and whenshesays
thatshecries.

‘We're happy with the house. We can
walk from room to room and up and
down thestairs. You feel very rich when
you can go up and down thestairs all day
as much as youplease. Dad lightsthefire
and Mam makesthe tea. Hesits at the
table on onechair, shesits on the other,
and Malachy andI sit on the trunk we
brought from America. While we're
drinking our tea an old man passes our
door with a bucket in his hand. He emp-
ties the bucket into the lavatory and
flushes and there’s a powerful stink in our
kitchen. Mam goes to the doorandsays,
Whyare you emptying your bucket in
ourlavatory? Heraises his cap to her.

ee

 “Thetop ofthe newsis coming right up. But,first, the bottom ofthe news.”
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Your lavatory, missus? Ah, no. You're

makinga bit of a mistake there, ha, ha.

This is not your lavatory. Sure,isn’t this
the lavatory for the wholelane. You'll
see passing your doorhere the buckets
of eleven families and I cantell you it
gets very powerful here in the warm
weather, very powerful altogether. "Tis
December now, thank God,with a chill
in theair and thelavatory isn’t that bad,
butthe day will come whenyou'll becall-
ing for a gas mask. So, good nightto you,
missus, and I hope you'll be happy in
your house.

And he shuffles up the lane laughing
awayto himself.
Mam comesback to her chair and her

tea. Wecan’tstay here, she says. That
lavatory will kill us all with diseases.
Dad says, We can’t moveagain.

Where will we get a housefor six shil-
lings a week? We'll keep the lavatory
clean ourselves. We'll boil buckets ofwa-
ter and throw theminthere.

Oh,will we? says Mam, and where

will we get the coal or turfor blocks to be
boiling water?

Dad says nothing. Hefinisheshis tea
and looks for a nail to hang our onepic-
ture. The man in the picture has a thin
face. He wears a yellow skullcap and a
black robe with a cross onhis chest. Dad
says he was a Pope, Leo XIII, a great

friend of the workingman. He brought
this picture all the way from America,
where he foundit thrown out by some-
one who had notime for the work-
ingman. Mam says he’s talking a lot of
bloody nonsense and he says she
shouldn’t say “bloody”in front of the
children. Dad finds a nail but wonders
how he’s going to getit into the wall
without a hammer. Mam says he could
go borrow onefrom the people next door
buthe says you don’t go around borrow-
ing from people you don’t know. He
leans the picture against the wall and
drives in the nail with the bottom of
a jam jar. The jam jar breaks and cuts
his hand anda blob ofblood falls on
the Pope’s head. Mamtries to wipe
the blood away with her sleeve but
it's wool and spreadsthe bloodtill the
wholeside ofthe Pope’s face is smeared.
Dadsays, Lord above, Angela, you’ve
destroyed the Popeentirely, and she
says, Arrah, stop your whining, we'll

get somepaint andgo overhis face some-
day, and Dad says, He’s the only Pope
that was ever a friend to the working-
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man and what are weto say if someone
from the St. Vincent de Paul Society
comesin and sees blood all over him?
Mam says, I don’t know.It’s your blood

and’tis a sad thing when a mancan’t
even drive a nail straight. It just goes
to show howuselessyouare.

Db” can’t get any work. He gets up
early on weekdays,lights the fire,

boils water for the tea and his shaving
mug. Heputs on a shirt and attaches a
collar with studs. He will never leave the
house withoutcollar and tie. A man
withoutcollar andtie is a man with no
respect for himself, he says.

Bosses and foremen always show him
respect andsay they're ready to hire him,
but when he opens his mouth andthey
hear the North ofIreland accent they
take a Limerickman instead. That’s what
hetells Mam by thefire and when she
says, Why don’t you dresslike a proper
workingman?hesays he’ll never give an
inch,neverlet them know, and whenshe
says, Why can’t youtry to talk like a
Limerickman?he says he’ll never sink
thatlow andthegreatest sorrow ofhis life
is that his sons are nowafflicted with the
Limerick accent. Hesays that someday,

with God’s help, we'll get out of Limer-

ick and far from the Shannonthatkills.
Task Dad what“afflicted” means and

he says, Sickness, son, and things that

don't fit.
Whenhe’s not looking for work Dad

goes for long walks, miles into the coun-
try. He asks farmers if they need any
help, that he grew up on a farm and can
do anything. If they hire him he goes to
workright away with his cap on and his
collar and tie. He works so hard and long
the farmers haveto tell him stop. They
wonder how a man can work through a
long hot day with no thoughtoffood or
drink. Dad smiles. He never brings home
the money he earns on farms. That
money seemsto be different from the
dole, which is supposed to be brought
home. Hetakes the farm money to the
pub and drinks it. Mam hopes he might
think ofhis family and pass the pub even
once, but he never does. She hopes he
might bring home something from the
farm,potatoes, cabbage, turnips,carrots,

buthe'll never bring homeanything, be-
cause he’d never stoop so low as to ask
a farmer for anything. Mamsays’tis
all right for her to be begging at the
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‘Lfeelthere’s a whole culture around mules.”

St. Vincent de Paul Society for a docket
for food buthecan’tstick a few spudsin
his pocket. Hesaysit’s different for a
man. You have to keep the dignity.

Whenthe farm moneyis gone he
rolls homesinging and crying over Ire-
land andhis deadchildren, mostly about
Treland.Ifhe sings “Roddy McCorley,”it
meanshehad onlytheprice ofa pint or
two.Ifhe sings “Kevin Barry,” it means
he had a good day,that he is now falling-
down drunk and readyto get us out of
bed,line us up, and make us promise to

die for Ireland, unless Mamtells him

leave us aloneor she'll brain him with the
poker.

Hegoes to bed, poundsthe wall with
his fist, sings a woeful song,falls asleep.
He’s up at daylight because no one
should sleep beyond the dawn. He wakes
Malachy and meand we'retired from be-
ing kept up the night before with his
talking and singing. We complain and
say we're sick, we'retired, but he pulls
back the overcoats that cover us and
forcesus outonthefloor.It's December
andit’s freezing and we can see our
breath. Wepee into the bucket by the
bedroom doorand run downstairs for the
warmth of the fire Dad has already
started. We wash our faces and hands in
a basin thatsits under the water tap by
the door. Everything aroundthetap is
damp,thefloor, the wall, the chair the

basin sits on. The water from thetap is
icy and our fingers turn numb. Dad says

this is good forus,it will make men of
us. He throws the icy water on his face
and neck and chest to show there’s noth-
ing to fear. We hold our handsto the fire
for the heat that’s in it but we can’t stay
there long, because we have to drink our

tea and eat our bread and go to school.
Dad makes us say grace before meals and
grace after meals andhetells us be good
boys at school because God is watching
every move andtheslightest disobedi-
encewill sendusstraight to hell where
we'll never have to worry about the cold
again.

Andhe smiles.

_ [ ‘HE mastersaysit’s time to pre-
pare for First Confession and

First Communion, to know and re-

memberall the questions and answers
in the catechism, to become good Cath-
olics, to know the difference between
right and wrong,to die for the Faith if

called on.
‘The mastersays it’s a glorious thing

to die for the Faith and Dadsays it’s a
glorious thing to die for Ireland and I
wonderif there’s anyonein the world
who wouldlike us to live. Mybrothers
are dead and mysister is dead and I
wonderif they died for Ireland or for
the Faith. Dad says they were too young,
todie for anything. Mam says it was dis-
ease and starvation and him never hav-
ing a job. Dad says, Och, Angela, puts



6O

on his cap, and goes for a long walk.
It's very handy to have Mikey Molloy

living aroundthe corner from me. He's
eleven, hehasfits, and behind his back
we call him Molloy the Fit. Mikey knows
everything because hehas visionsin his
fits and he reads books. He’s the expert
in the lane on Girls’ Bodies and Dirty
‘Things in General and he promises,I'll
tell you everything, Frankie, when you're
elevenlike me and you're notso thick and
ignorant.

It’s a good thing hesays Frankie so Pll
know he’s talking to me because he has
crossed eyes and you never know who
he’s lookingat. Hesays it’s a gift to have
crossed eyes because you're like a god
looking two ways at once and ifyou had
crossedeyesin the ancient Roman times
you had no problem getting a good job.
Whenhe’s not having thefit he sits on
the groundatthetop ofthe lane reading
the bookshis father brings home from
the Carnegie Library. His mothersays,
Books, books, books, he’s ruining his eyes

with the reading, he needs an operation

to straighten them, but who'll pay forit.
Shetells him ifhe keeps onstraining his
eyes they'll float together till he has one
eye in the middle ofhis head. Everafter
his father calls him Cyclops whois in a
Greekstory.

Nora Molloy knows my motherfrom
the queuesat the St. Vincent de Paul So-
ciety. She tells Mam that Mikey has
moresense than twelve men drinking
pintsin a pub. He knows the namesofall
the Popesfrom St. Peter to Pius XI. He's
only eleven buthe’s a man, oh, a man in-
deed. Many a week he saves the family
from pure starvation. He borrows a
handcart from Aidan Farrell and knocks
on doors all over Limerick tosee ifthere
are people who wantcoal orturf deliv-
ered, and down the Dock Road he'll go
to haul back great bags a hundredweight
or more.

Mikey’sfather, Peter, is a great cham-
pion. He winsbets in the pubs by drink-
ing more pints than anyone.All he hasto
dois go outto the jakes, stick his finger
down his throat, and bringit all up so
that he can start another round. Peter
is such a champion hecan stand in the
jakes and throw up withoutusing his
finger. He’s such a champion theycould
chopoff hisfingers andhe'dcarry on re-
gardless. He winsall that money but
doesn’t bring it home. Sometimes he’s
like myfather and drinks the doleitself

and that’s why Nora Molloyis often
carted offto the lunatic asylum demented
with worry over her hungry famishing
family. She knowsas longas you're in
the asylum you're safe from the world
andits torments. It’s well known thatall
the lunatics in the asylum haveto be
dragged in, but she’s the only one that
has to be dragged out, back to thefive

children and the champion ofall pint
drinkers.
You can tell when Nora Molloy is

ready for the asylum when you see her
children running around white with flour
from poll to toe. You know she’s inside
frantic with the baking. She wants to
makesure the children won'tstarve while
she’s gone and she roams Limerick beg-
ging forflour. She goesto priests, nuns,
Protestants, Quakers. She goes to Rank’s
Flour Mills and begs for the sweepings
from thefloor. She bakes dayand night.
Peter begs her to stop but she screams,

This is what comesof drinkingthedole.
Hetells her the bread will onlygostale.
There’s nouse talking to her. Bake, bake,

bake. If she had the money she'd bake all
the flour in Limerick and regions beyond.
Tf the men didn’t comefrom the asylum
to take her away she’d bake till shefell to
thefloor.

Nora comes homecalm,asif she had
been at the seaside. She alwayssays,
Where’s Mikey? Is healive? She worries
over Mikey because he’s not a proper
Catholic andifhe hada fit and died who
knows where he might wind upin the
next life. He’s not a proper Catholic be-
cause he could neverreceive his First
Communionforfear ofgetting anything
on his tongue that mightcausea fit and
choke him. The master tried over and
over with bits ofthe Limerick Leader but
Mikey keptspitting them out. Thepriest
tells Mrs. Molloy not to worry. God
moves in mysterious ways His wonders
to perform and surely He has a special
purposefor Mikey,fits andall. She says,
Isn’tit remarkable he can swally all kinds
ofsweets and buns butifhe has to swally
the body ofOur Lord he goesintoa fit?
Isn’t that remarkable?

Hesits under the lamppostat the top
of the lane and laughsover his First
Communion Day, which was all a cod.
Hecouldn’t swallow the wafer but did
that stop his mother from parading him
around Limerick in his little black suit for
the Collection? She said to Mikey, Well,
Tm notlying so I'm not. I'm only saying 

AT THE GALLERIES
 

SATIN DOLL

HE sound of a human heart beat-
ing is inescapable when you
look at the immense, imagi-

nary portrait of a—literally—heartless
Mexican beauty in striped taffeta and
long beads which has been haunting
visitors to the Annina Nosei Gallery,in
NewYork. The canvas, whichis ninety
and a half inches high and seventy-one
inches wide, is called—paradoxically—
“Silenzio,” and it is the work of Julio
Galan, born in 1958, who may well be
the most prodigious painter to have
come out of Mexico in quite a while.

Latin-American art in general, and
Mexicanart in particular, has long had
links to the European Surrealist tra-
dition, but Galan’s painting, besides

showing an obvious debt to Dali and
Magritte, evokes the folk-art tradition
offixing valued objects to the canvas as
the artist’s “signature.” (The jewels,
necklace, and scarlet silk bow are all
real.) “Silenzio” also summons the
ghosts of Vel4zquez’s infantas and the
laceratingself-portraits of Frida Kahlo.
It was Kahlo, Galan’s most power-

ful ancestor among Mexicanartists,
who pinpointed the “magic realist”
strain in so much Latin-American art
andliterature when she said, “I never
painted dreams. I painted my own
reality.”

Onesuspects that is also true of
Galan. As a boy, he spent a great deal
of time on his grandfather's remote
miningestate, in northern Mexico,as-
sembling a vast collection of antique
dolls. In the mid-eighties, he moved to
Manhattan and quicklyfell in with the
circle around that other doll-loving
artist Andy Warhol. Now back in his
home town of Monterrey, he has be-
come famous for paintings of dole-
ful flamboyance, in many of which
the viewer is confronted with the ar-
tist’s face in fantastic drag. To judge 5
from a catalogue photograph, Galan’s %8
boyish features resemble those ofhis {3
pouty sefiorita withouta torso.It’s z
an image that recalls André Breton’s ¢
description of Kahlo’s paintings as 5
“ribbons round a bomb.”

—CHARLES MICHENER
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to the neighbors, Here’s Mikey in his

First Communion suit. Mikey’s father
said, Don’t worry, Cyclops. You have
loads of time. Jesus didn’t become a
proper Catholictill he took the bread and
wine at the Last Supper and He was
thirty-three years of age. Nora Molloy
said, Will you stop calling him Cyclops?
Hehastwoeyesin his head andhe’s not
a Greek. But Mikey’s father, champion
ofall pint drinkers,is like my Uncle Pa
Keating, he doesn’t give a fiddler’s fart
whatthe world says.

Mikey tells me the best thing about
First Communionis the Collection.
Your mother has to get you a new suit
somehowso she can show you off to the
neighbors andrelations and they give you
sweets and moneyandyou can go to the
Lyric Cinemato see Charlie Chaplin.

WhataboutJames Cagney?
Never mind James Cagney. Lot of

blather. Charlie Chaplin is your only
man.

Mikey got overfive shillings on his
First Communion Day andate so many
sweets and bunshethrewup in the Lyric
Cinema and Frank Goggin, theticket

man, kicked him out. Hesays he didn’t
care, because he had money left over, and
wentto the Savoy Cinemathe same day
fora piratefilm and ate Cadbury choco-
late and drank lemonadetill his stomach
stuck out a mile. Hesays he'll go to the
cinematherestofhislife, sit next to girls

from lanes, and dodirty things like an ex- 

pert. Heloves his mother buthe'll never
get marriedforfear he mighthavea wife
in andoutofthe lunatic asylum. What's
the use ofgetting married when you can
sit in cinemasand dodirty things with
girls from lanes who don’t care what they
do because they already did it with their
brothers. Ifyou don’t get married you
won't have anychildren at home bawling
for tea and bread and gasping with thefit
and lookingin every direction with their
eyes. Whenhe’solderhe'll go to the pub
like his father, drink pints galore, stick

the finger down the throatto bringitall
up, drink more pints, win the bets, and

bring the money hometo his mother to
keep her from going demented. Hesays
he’s not a proper Catholic and that
meanshe’s doomedso he can do any-
thing he bloody well likes.

IHE master, Mr. Benson,is veryold.

Heroarsandspits all over us every
day. The boys in the front row hope he
hasnodiseasesfor he might be spreading
consumption right andleft. Hetells us
we have to know the catechism back-
wards, forwards, and sideways. We have
to know the Ten Commandments, the
Seven Virtues, Divine and Moral, the

Seven Sacraments, the Seven Deadly

Sins. Wehave to know byheart all the
prayers, the Hail Mary, the Our Father,
the Confiteor, the Apostles’ Creed, the
Act of Contrition, the Litany of the

Blessed Virgin Mary. We have to know
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theminIrish and English andif
weforget an Irish word and use
English he goesinto a rage and
goes at us with thestick. Ifhe
had his way we'd be learning
our religion in Latin, the lan-
guage ofthe saints, who com-
munedintimately with God
and His Holy Mother,the lan-

guage ofthe early Christians,
who huddled in the catacombs
and wentforth to die on rack
and sword, whoexpired in the
foaming jaws of the ravenous
lion. Irish is fine for patriots,
English for traitors and inform-
ers, butit’s the Latin that gains
us entrance to Heavenitself. It’s
the Latin the martyrs prayed in
whenthe barbarians pulled out
their nails andcut their skin off
inch by inch.Hetells us we're a
disgrace to Ireland and her long
sad history, that we'd be better

off in Africa praying to bush ortree. He
tells us we're hopeless, the worstclass he
ever had for First Communionbutas
sure as God madelittle apples he'll make
Catholics ofus, he'll beat theidler out of
us andthe Sanctifying Graceinto us.

Brendan Quigleyraises his hand. We
call him Question Quigley because he’s
always asking questions. He can’t help
himself. Sir, he says, what’s Sanctify-

ing Grace?
The masterrolls his eyes to Heaven.

He's goingto kill Quigley. Instead he
barks at him, Never mind what’s Sancti-

fying Grace, Quigley. That’s none of
your business. You're here to learn the
catechism and do whatyou're told. There
are too manypeople wandering the world
asking questionsandthat’s whathas us in
thestate we're in and if] find any boy in
this class asking questions I won't be re-
sponsible forwhat happens. Do you hear
me, Quigley?

Ido.
I do what?
Ido,sir.
Hegoeson with his speech, Thereare

boysinthis class whowill neverknow the
Sanctifying Grace. And why? Because of
the greed. J have heard them abroad in
the schoolyardtalking about First Com-
munion Day, the happiest day of your
life. Are they talking aboutreceiving the
body and blood of Our Lord? Oh,no.
Those greedy little blackguardsare talk-
ing about the money they'll get, the Col-



FIRST COMMUNIONPERKS

lection. Andwill they take any of that
moneyandsendit to thelittle black ba-
bies in Africa? Will they think of those
little pagans doomedforever for lack of
baptism and knowledge of the True
Faith? Limbois packed with little black
babies flying aroundandcryingfor their
mothers becausethey'll never be admitted
to theineffable presence ofOur Lord and
the glorious companyofsaints, martyrs,
virgins. Oh,no.It’s offto the cinemas our
First Communion boys run, to wallow in

thefilth spewed across the world by the
Devil's henchmen in Hollywood. Isn’t
that right, McCourt?

"Tis,sir.
Question Quigley raises his hand

again. There are looks around the room
and we wonderif it’s suicide he’s after.

What's henchmen,sir?
‘The master’s face goes white, then

red. His mouth tightens and opens and
spit flies everywhere. He walks to Ques-
tion and drags him from his seat. He
flogs Question across the shoulders, the
bottom,thelegs.

Lookat this specimen,heroars.
Question is shaking andcrying. I'm

sorry, sir.
The master mocks him.I’m sorry, sir.

Whatare yousorryfor?
I’m sorry I asked the question. I'll

never ask a question again, sir.
The day you do, Quigley, will be the

day you wish God wouldtake you to His
bosom.

Hesits downwiththestick before him
on the desk. Hetells Questionto stop the
whimpering andbe a man.If he hears a
single boy in this class askingfoolish ques-
tionsortalking about the Collection again
he'll flog that boytill the blood spurts.

Now, Clohessy, what is the Sixth

Commandment?
Thou shalt not commit adultery,sir.
And whatis adultery, Clohessy?
Impure thoughts, impure words, im-

pure deeds, sir.
Good, Clohessy. You're a goodboy.

You maybe slow andforgetfulin the sir
department and you maynot have a shoe
to your footbutyou're powerful with the
Sixth Commandmentandthatwill keep
you pure.

ADDY CLOHESSYhas no shoeto his
foot, his mother shaves his head to

keep thelice away, his eyes are red, his
noseis always snotty. The sores on his
kneecaps never heal because he picks at

the scabs and puts them in his mouth.
His clothesare rags he has to share with
hissix brothers anda sister and when he
comesto school with a bloody nose or a
black eye you know hehada fight over
the clothes that morning. He hates
school. He’s seven going on eight, the

biggest and oldest boyin theclass, and he
can’t wait to grow up andbefourteen so
that he can run awayandpass for seven-
teenandjoin the English Armyandgoto
India whereit’s nice and warm andhe'll
live in a tent with a darkgirl with the red
dot on herforehead andhe'll be lying
there eatingfigs, that’s what they eat in
India, figs, and she’ll cook the curry day
and night and plonk on a ukulele and
whenhehas enough moneyhe'll send for
the whole family andthey'll all live in the
tent especially his poor father who’s at
homecoughing up great gobs of blood
because ofthe consumption.

I think Paddylikes me becauseof the
raisin andI feel a bit guilty because I
wasn’t that generousin thefirst place.
Oneday Mr. Bensonsaid the govern-
mentwas goingto give us the free lunch
so we wouldn’t haveto be going home in
the freezing weather. Heled us down to
a cold room in the dungeons ofLeamy’s
School where the charwoman, Nellie
Ahearn, was handingoutthehalfpint of
milk and the raisin bun. The milk was
frozen in the bottles and we had to melt
it between our thighs. The boys joked
andsaid the bottles would freeze our
things off and the master roared, Any
moreofthattalk and I'll warm the bot-
tles on the backs of yeer heads. Weall
searchedourraisin bunsfora raisin but
Nellie said they must have forgotten to
put them in and she’d inquire from the
man who delivered. Wesearched again
every daytill at last I founda raisin in
mybun and held it up. Now the boys
were begging me for the raisin and
offering me everything, a slug oftheir
milk, a pencil, a comic book. Toby
Mackeysaid I could have hissister and

63

Mr. Benson heard him andtook him out
to the hallwayand knocked him around
till he howled. I wanted theraisin for
myselfbut I saw Paddy Clohessy stand-
ing in the corner with no shoes and the
room wasfreezing and he was shivering
like a dog that had been kicked and J al-
ways felt sad over kicked dogs so I
walked over and gave Paddytheraisin
because I didn’t know whatelse to do
andall the boys yelled that I was a fool
and a feckin’ eejit and I'd regret the day
andafter I handedtheraisin to Paddy I
longed forit but it was too late now be-
cause he pushedit right into his mouth
and gulpedit and looked at me and said
nothingand said in myhead what kind
ofan eejit are you to be giving awayyour
raisin.

Mr. Benson gave mea look andsaid
nothing and Nellie Ahearn said, You're a
great oul’ Yankee, Frankie.

F™ ComMUNION Dayis the happi-
est day of yourlife because of the

Collection and James Cagneyat the
Lyric Cinema. Thenightbefore I was so
excited I couldn't sleeptill dawn.Td still
besleeping if my grandmotherhadn’t
comebangingat the door.

Getup! Get up! Getthat child outa
the bed. Happiest day ofhislife an’ him
snorin’ abovein the bed.

I ran to the kitchen. Take off that
shirt, she said. I tookoffthe shirt and she
pushed meinto a tin tub oficy cold wa-
ter. Mymother scrubbed me, my grand-
motherscrubbed me.I was raw,I was red.

Comehere till I comb your hair,said
Grandma. Lookat that mop,it won't lie
down. You didn’t get that hair from my
side of the family. That’s that North of
Ireland hair you got from yourfather.
That's the kind of hair you see on Pres-
byterians. Ifyour mother had married a
proper decent Limerickman you wouldn't
have this standing-up, North ofIreland,

Presbyterian hair.
Shespat on myhead.
Weran to the church andarrivedjust

in timeto see the last ofthe boys leaving
thealtar rail where the priest stood with
the chalice and the Host, glaring at me.
Thenhe placed on my tonguethe wafer,
the body and blood ofJesus. Atlast, at
last.

Tt’s on mytongue.I drawit back.
Tt stuck.
I had Godglued to the roof of my

mouth. I could hear the master’s voice,
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Don'tlet that Host touch your teeth for
ifyou bite God in twoyou'll roast in Hell
for eternity.

I tried to get God down with my
tonguebutthe priest hissed at me, Stop
that clucking and get back to yourseat.

God was good. He melted andI swal-
lowed Him and now,atlast, I was a

memberof the True Church,an official
sinner.
When the Mass ended Mam and

Grandmawereatthe doorofthe church.
They each hugged meto their bosoms.
Theyeach told meit was the happiest
day of mylife. They each cried all over
myhead.

Mam,can I go now and make the
Collection?

No, said Grandma. You're not mak-
ing no Collectiontill you've had a proper
First Communionbreakfast atmy house.
Comeon.

Wefollowed her. She banged pots and
rattled pans and complained that the
whole world expected herto be at their
beck andcall. I ate the egg,I ate the sau-
sage, and whenI reached for more sugar
for my tea she slapped my hand away.

Goaisy with that sugar. Is it a million-
aire you think I am? An American?Isit
bedeckedin glitterin’ jewelry you think 1
am? Smothered in fancy furs?

The food churned in mystomach. I

gagged. I ran to her back yard and threw
it all up. Out she came.

Lookat what he did. Thrun up his
First Communion breakfast. Thrun up
the body andblood ofJesus. | have God
in me back yard. What am I goin’to do?
Til take him to the Jesuits for they know
the sins ofthe Pope himself.

She dragged me through thestreets
of Limerick. She told the neighbors
and passing strangers about God in her
back yard. She pushed meinto the con-
fession box.

In the name of the Father, the Son,

the Holy Ghost. Bless me, Father,

for I havesinned.It’s a daysince mylast
confession.
A day? And whatsins have you com-

mitted in a day, mychild?
I overslept. I nearly missed my First

Communion. My grandmothersaid I
have standing-up, North ofIreland,
Presbyterian hair. I threw up myFirst
Communionbreakfast. Now Grandma
says she has Godin her back yard and
whatshould she do.

Ah... ah... tell your grandmother
to wash God awaywith a little water and
for your penance say one Hail Mary
and one Our Father. Say a prayer for me
and Godbless you, mychild.

Grandmasaid, Wereyoutelling jokes
to that priest in the confession box?If ’tis

a thing everfind out you weretelling
jokesto Jesuits I'll tear the bloody kidneys
outa you. Now what did he say about
God in me backyard?

Hesaid wash Him awaywith little
water, Grandma.

Holy wateror ordinary water?
Hedidn’t say, Grandma.
She pushed me back into the

confessional.
Bless me,Father,for I have sinned,it’s

a minutesince mylast confession.
A minute! Are you the boy that was

just here?
Jam,Father.
‘Whatis it now?
My grandmasays, Holy water or

ordinary water?
Ordinary water, andtell your grand-

mother notto be bothering meagain.
I told her, Ordinary water, Grandma,

and hesaid don’t be bothering him again.
Don’t be bothering him again. That

bloody ignorantbogtrotter.
I asked Mam, Can I go now and

make the Collection? I wantto seeJames
Cagney.

Grandmasaid, You can forget about
the Collection and James Cagney be-
cause you're not a proper Catholic the

way you left God on the ground. Come
on, go home.

Mamsaid, Wait a minute. That's my
son. That's my son onhis First
Communion Day.

Grandmasaid, Take him
then toJames Cagney andsee if
that will save his Presbyterian
North ofIreland Americansoul.
Go ahead.

Shepulled her shaw] around
her and walked away.
Mam said, God,it’s getting

very late for the Collection. We'll
go to the Lyric Cinemaandsee
if they'll let you in anyway in
your First Communionsuit.

Wemet Mikey Molloy on
BarringtonStreet. He askedif1
was goingto the Lyric and I said
I was trying. Trying? he said.
You don’t have money?

Twas ashamedto say no but
Thad to and hesaid, That’s all
right. [’'ll get you in. I'll create a

  “You notice how these telephonepitches always comejust

when you're aboutto achieve satori?”

diversion.
What's adiversion?
I have the money to go and

whenI getin I'll pretend to have
the fit andtheticket man will be
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Half buried in scrub and red poppies
And half exhumed, the barren half-moon

Ofthe threshing floor, fissured and chipped,
Is bleached the white of lime, of the moon

Itself, full last night, instructed in light,

In chapters of light as wordless as

The owl's wing. Not yet noon, the sun hangs,
Worn and burnished from use, like a heart

Made of glare and ember. The mint spreads
Its mineral flame down the hillside.

Amid the green, the lizard’s tongue flicks,
A ofblood divining the air,

There and gone. There and gone. There.

out ofhis mind andyoucanslip in when
I let out the big scream. I'll be watching
the door and whenI seeyouin I’ll have a
miraculous recovery. That's a diversion.

Mamsaid, Oh, I don’t know about

that, Mikey. Wouldn’tthatbe a sin and
surely you wouldn’t want Frank to com-
mita sin on his First Communion Day.

Mikey said if there wasa sin it would
be on his soul and he wasn’t a proper
Catholic anywayso it didn’t matter. He
let out his scream andI slipped in and sat
next to Question Quigley. It wasa thrill-
ing film butsad in the end, becauseJames
Cagney was a public enemy and when
they shot him they wrapped him up and
threw himin the door to shock his poor
old Irish mother.

IRANDMA won't talk to Mam any-
more because ofwhat I did with

God in her back yard. Mam doesn’ttalk to
her sister, Aunt Aggie,or to her brother

Uncle Tom. Dad doesn’t talk to anyone
in Mam’s family and they don’t talk to
him,because he’s from the North and he
has the odd manner. Noonetalks to Un-
cle Tom’s wife,Jane, because she’s from
Galway andshehas the look of a Span-
iard. Everyonetalks to Mam’s brother
Uncle Patbecause he was dropped onhis
head, he’s simple, and hesells newspa-
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pers. Everyonetalks to Uncle Pa Keating
because he wasgassed in the war and
married Aunt Aggie andif they didn’t
talk to him he wouldn’t givea fiddler’s
fart anywayand that’s why the men in
South’s pubcall him a gas man.

That's the way I’d like to be in the
world, a gas man, notgiving a fiddler’s

fart.
Peoplein familiesin the lanes ofLim-

erick have their ways ofnottalking to
each otherandit takes years of practice.
‘There are people who don’t talk to each
other becausetheir fathers were on oppo-
site sides in the Civil War in 1922. If
anyonein your family was theleast way
friendly to the English in the last seven
hundredyears it will be brought up and
thrown in your face and you might as
well move to Dublin, where no onecares.

There are families that are ashamed of
themselves becausetheir forefathers gave
uptheir religion for the sake of a bowlof
Protestant soup during the Famine and
those families are knowneverafter as
soupers. It’s terrible thing to be a souper
because you're doomedforever to the
souperpart of Hell. It’s even worse to be
an informer. The masterat school said
that every timethe Irish were about to
demolish the English in fair fight a
filthy informerbetrayed them. A man
who's discovered to be an informer de-
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serves to be hanged or, even worse, to

have no onetalk to him,for if no one
talks to you you're better off hanging at
the end of a rope.

You can alwaystell when people are
not talking by the waythey pass each
other. The women hoisttheir noses,
tighten their mouths, andturn their faces
away. If the womanis wearing a shawl
she takes a corner andflingsit over her
shoulderasif to say, One word or look
from you, you ma-faced bitch, and I'll

tear the countenance from the front of
yourhead.
Mam is friendly with Bridie Hannon,

wholives next door with her mother and
father. Mam andBridietalk all the time.
When myfather goes for his long walk
Bridie comesin. Theytalk for hours and
they whisper and laugh oversecret
things. We're told go out andplay. It
mightbelashingrain out but Mamsays,
Rain orno,outyou go, and she’ll tell us,

Ifyousee your father coming, run in and
tell me.

If myfather comesback early andsees
Bridie in the kitchen he says, Gossip,

gossip, gossip, and standsthere with his
capontill she leaves.

Bridie’s mother and other people in
our lane and lanes beyond will come to
the doorto ask Dad if he'll write a letter
to the governmentorto a relation in a
distantplace. Hesits at the table with his
pen andbottle of ink and when the
people tell him what to write he says,
Och, no, that’s not what you want to

say, and he writes whathefeels like
writing. The peopletell him that’s what
they wantedto sayin thefirst place,
thathehas a lovelyway with the English
language anda finefist for the writing.
Theyoffer him sixpence for his trou-
ble but he waves it away and they hand
it to Mam becausehe’s too grand to
be taking sixpence. When the people
leave he takes the sixpence and sends
meto Kathleen O’Connell’s shop for
cigarettes.

[AMsays,I’m a martyr for the fags
andso is yourfather.

There maybe a lack oftea or bread in
the house but Mam and Dad always
manageto getthe fags, the Wild Wood-
bines. Theytell us every day we should
never smoke,it’s bad for yourlungs,it’s
bad for your chest, it stunts your growth,

and theysit by the fire puffing away.
Mamsays, If’tis a thing I ever see you
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with fag in your gob I'll break your face.
Theytell us the cigarettes rot your teeth
and you can see they're notlying. The
teethturn brown andblack intheir heads
andfall out one by one. Dadsays he has
holesin his teeth big enoughfor a spar-
row to raise a family. Hehas a fewleft
but he gets them pulled at the clinic
and applies for a false set. When he
comes home with the new teeth he
shows his big newwhite smile that makes
him looklike an American and whenever
hetells us a ghost story by the fire he
pushesthe lowerteeth up beyondhis lip
to his nose andfrightensthelife out of
us. Mam’steeth are so bad she has to go
to Barrington’s Hospital to have them
all pulled at the same time and when
she comes home she’s holding at her
mouth a rag bright with blood. She says
she'll give up smoking entirely when this
bleeding stops but she needs one puff
ofafag this minute for the comfort that’s
in it.

Whenthebleeding stops and Mam’s
gumsheal she goesto theclinic for her
false teeth. She says she'll give up the
smoking when her new teeth are in but
she never does. The new teeth rub on her
gums and make them sore and the smoke
of the Woodbineseases them. She and
Dadsit bythe fire when we have one and
smoke their cigarettes and whentheytalk
their teeth clack. Dad claimsthese teeth
were madefor rich people in Dublin and
didn’t fit so they were passed on to the
poorofLimerick whodon’tcare because
you don’t have much to chew when
you're poor anyway and you'regrateful
you have any class of a tooth in your
head.If theytalk too long their gums get
sore and the teeth have to come out.
Then theysit talking by the fire with
their faces collapsed. Every night they
leave the teeth in the kitchen in jam jars
filled with water.

Malachy whispers to me in the mid-
dle of the night, Do you wantto go
downstairs and see if we can wear the
teeth?

Theteeth are so big we have trouble
getting them into our mouths but Mal-
achy won'tgive up. Heforces Dad’s up-
per teeth into his mouth and can’t get
them out again. Hislips are drawn back
and the teeth makea big grin. He looks
like a monsterin a film andit makes me
Jaugh buthe pulls at them and grunts,
and tears cometohis eyes. Malachyruns
from me,upthestairs, and now I hear

Dad and Mamlaughingtill they see
he can choke on the teeth. They both
stick their fingers in to pull out the teeth
but Malachygetsfrightened and makes
desperate uck-uck sounds. Mamsays,

We'll have to take him to hospital. Dad
makes mego in case the doctor has ques-
tions because I’m older than Malachy and
that means I must havestarted all the
trouble. He rushes throughthestreets
with Malachyin his arms and I try to
keep up. I feel sorry for Malachy up there
on Dad’s shoulder, looking back at me,

tears onhis cheeks and Dad’steeth bulg-
ing in his mouth. The doctor at Bar-
rington’s Hospital says, No bother. He

pours oil into Malachy’s mouth and has
theteeth outin a minute. Then he looks
at me andsays to Dad, Whyis thatchild
standing there with his mouth hanging
open?

Dadsays, That’s a habit he has, stand-
ing with his mouth open.
The doctor says, Come here to me.

Helooks up mynose, in my ears, down
mythroat,and feels my neck.

Thetonsils, he says. The adenoids.
They have to comeout. The sooner
thebetteror he'll looklike an idiot when
he grows up with that gob wide as a
boot.

Next day Malachygets a big piece
oftoffee as a rewardforsticking in teeth
he can’t get out and I have to go to
hospital to have an operation that will
close my mouth.

ie seven, eight, nine, going on ten
andstill Dad has no work. He drinks

his tea in the morning,signsfor the dole
at the Labour Exchange,reads the papers
at the Carnegie Library,goesfor his long

walks far into the country. Ifhe gets ajob
at the Limerick Cement Factory or at

Rank’s Flour Mills heloses it in the third
week. Helosesit because he goes to the
pubsonthe third Friday ofthe job,
drinks all his wages, and misses the half
day ofwork on Saturday morning.
Mam tells Bridie Hannon that Dad’s a

right bloodyfoolthe way he goes to pubs
and standspints to other men while his
own children are at homewith their bellies
stuck to their backbones for the want of
a decent dinner. He'll brag to the world
that he did his bit for Ireland whenit
was neither popular norprofitable, that
he'll gladly die for Ireland whenthecall
comes,thatheregrets he has only onelife
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to give for his poor misfortunate country

andifanyonedisagrees they're invited to
step outsideandsettle this for once and

forall.
Oh,no, says Mam,they won't dis-

agree and they won't step outside, that
bunchoftinkers and knackers and be-
grudgers that hang around the pubs.
Theytell him he’s a grand man, even
if he’s from the North, and ‘twould be

an honorto accept a pint from such a
patriot.

Mamtells Bridie, I don’t know under

God whatI’m goingto do.
Bridie drags on her Woodbine,drinks

her tea, and declares that Godis good.

Mamsays she’s sure Godis good for
someonesomewhere but Hehasn’t been
seenlately in the lanes of Limerick.

Bridie laughs. Oh, Angela, you could
go to Hell forthat, and Mam says, Aren’t
T therealready, Bridie?
And they laugh and drink their

tea and smoke their Woodbinesandtell

one another the fag is the only comfort
they have.

Tis.

ile is a torture to watch Mr. O'Neill
peel the apple every day, to see the

length ofit, red or green,andifyou're up
near him to catch thefreshnessof it in
your nose.Ifyou're the goodboyfor that
day and you answerthe questions he
gives the peel to you andlets youeatit

there at your desk so that you caneatit
in peace with no one to bother you
the way they would ifyou tookit into
the yard.

There are days when the questions
are too hard and he torments us by drop-
ping the applepeelinto the wastebasket.
We'dlike to ask Nellie Ahearn to keep
thepeel for us before therats get it but

she’s weary from cleaning the whole
school byherself and she snapsat us,
T have other things to be doin’ with me

life besides watchin’ a scabby bunch

rootin’ around for the skin of an apple.
Go ’way.

Hepeels the apple slowly. He looks

around the room with thelittle smile.
Heteases us, Do you think, boys, I
should give this to the pigeons on the
windowsill? Wesay, No,sir, pigeons
don’t eat apples. Paddy Clohessycalls
out, Twill give them the runs,sir, and
we'll have it on our headsabroad in
the yard.
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Clohessy, you are an amadan. Do you
know what an amadanis?

Idon’t,sir.
It’s the Irish, Clohessy, your native

tongue, Clohessy. An amadanis a fool,
Clohessy. You are an amaddn. Whatis
he, boys?
An amadan,six.
Hepauses in his peeling to ask us

questions abouteverything in the world.
Handsup, he says. Whois the President
ofthe United States ofAmerica?

Every handin the class goes up and
we're all disgusted when he asks a ques-
tion that any amaddn would know. We
call out, Roosevelt.

Then he says, You, Mulcahy, who

stood at thefoot ofthe cross when Our
Lord was crucified?

Mulcahyis slow. The Twelve Apos-
tles,sir.

Mulcahy, whatis the Irish word for
fool?

Amadan,six.
And whatare you, Mulcahy?
Fintan Slattery raises his hand. I

know whostoodat the footof the
cross,sir.

Ofcourse Fintan knows whostood at
the footof the cross. Why wouldn’t he?
He’s always running off to Mass with
his mother, whois known for her holi-
ness. She’s so holy her husbandran off
to Canadato cut down trees, glad to be
gone and neverto be heard from again.
She and Fintan say the Rosary every
nighton their kneesin the kitchen. They
go to Mass and Communionrain or
shine and every Saturday they con-
fess to the Jesuits, who are known for

their interest in intelligent sins and not
the usual sins you hear from people
in lanes who are knownfor getting
drunk and sometimes eating meat on
Fridays before it goes bad and cursing
on top ofit. Mrs. Slattery’s neighbors
call her Mrs. Offer-It-Up because no
matter what happens, a brokenleg, a
spilled cup of tea, a disappeared hus-
band,she says, Well now,I'll offer that
up and I'll have no end of Indulgences
to get me into Heaven.Fintan says he
wants to be a saint when he grows up,
which isridiculous because you can’t be
a sainttill you’re dead. He says our
grandchildren will be praying to his pic-
ture. One big boy says, My grandchil-
dren will piss on yourpicture, and Fintan
just smiles. His sister ran away to En-
gland whenshe was seventeen and every-

one knows he wears her blouse at home
andcurls his hair-with hotiron tongs ev-
ery Saturdaynightsothathe'll look gor-
geous at Mass on Sunday. If he meets
you going to Masshe'll say, Isn’tmy hair
gorgeous, Frankie? Heloves that word,
“gorgeous,” and no other boy will ever
useit.

Dotty O'Neill says, Comeup here,
Fintan, and take your reward.

Hetakes his time goingto the plat-
form and we can’t believe our eyes when
he takes out a pocketknife to cut the
apple peelintolittle bits so that he
can eat them oneby one. Heraises his
hand.Sir, Pd like to give some of my
apple away.

Theapple, Fintan? No,indeed. You
do not have the apple, Fintan. You have

the peel, the mere skin. You have not nor

will you ever achieve heights so dizzy
you'll be feasting on theapple itself. Not
myapple, Fintan. Now,did I hear you
say you want to give away your reward?

You did,sir. I’d like to give three
pieces, to Quigley, Clohessy, and

McCourt.
Why,Fintan?
They're myfriends,sir.
The boys aroundthe room are sneer-

ing and nudgingeach otherandI feel
ashamed because they'll say I curl my hair
and why doeshe think I’m hisfriend?

Quigley takes thebitofpeel from Fin-
tan. Thanks, Fintan.

The whole class is looking at Clo-
hessy because he’s the biggest and the
toughest andif he says thanksI’ll say
thanks. Hesays, Thanks very much, Fin-
tan, and blushes.

After school the boyscall to Fintan,
Hoi, Fintan, are you goin’ hometo curl
your gorgeoushair? Fintan smiles and
climbsthesteps of the schoolyard. A big
boy from seventh class says to Paddy
Clohessy, I suppose you'dbecurlin’ your
hair too if you wasn’t a baldy with a
shaved head.

Paddy says, Shurrup,andtheboy says,
Oh,an’ who's goin’ to make me? Paddy
tries a punch butthe big boyhits his nose
and knocks him down andthere’s blood.
Itry to hit the big boy but he grabs me by
the throat and bangs myhead against the
wall till I see lights andblack dots. Paddy
walks away holding his nose and crying
and the big boy pushes me after him.
Fintanis outside on the street and he
says, Oh, Francis, Francis, oh, Patrick,

Patrick, what’s up? Whyare you crying,  
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Patrick? and Paddy says, I’m hungry. I
can't fight nobody because I’m starving
with the hunger an’ fallin’ down an’ ’m
ashamed ofmeself.

Fintan says, Come with me, Patrick.
Mymotherwill give us something. Fin-
tan’s flat is like a chapel. Mrs. Slattery
comes in with her rosary beads in her
hand. She’s happy to meet Fintan’s
newfriends and would welike a cheese
sandwich? Andlook at your poornose,
Patrick. She touches his nose with the
cross on herrosary beads andsays little
prayer. Shetells us these rosary beads
were blessed by the Pope himself and
would stop the flowof a river if re-
quested, never mindPatrick’s poor nose.

Fintan says he won’t have a sandwich
because he’s fasting and praying for the
boy whohit Paddy and me. Mrs.Slattery
gives him kiss on the headandtells him
he’s a saint out ofHeavenandasks ifwe'd
like mustard on our sandwichesandI tell
her I never heard of mustard on cheese
and I'dloveit. Paddy says, I dunno.I
never had a sangwidgein melife, and we
all laugh and I wonder how youcould live
ten years like Paddy and never have a
sandwich. Paddylaughs,too, and you can

see his teeth are white and black and
green.

Weeat the sandwich and drink tea
and Paddy wants to know where the
lavatory is. Fintan takes him through the
bedroom to the back yard and whenthey
come back Paddy says, I have to go
home. Me mother'll kill me. Pll waitfor
yououtside, Frankie.

NowI haveto go tothelavatory. Fin-
tan says, I have to go, too, and when I
unbutton myfly I can’t pee because he’s
looking at me and hesays, You were
fooling. You don’t have to goatall. I like
to look at you, Francis. That’s all. I
wouldn’t wantto commitanyclass of a
sin with our confirmation coming next
year.

PaddyandI leave together. I’'m burst-
ing and run behind a garage to pee.
Paddyis waiting for me and as we walk
along Hartstonge Street he says, That
was a powerful sangwidge, Frankie, an’
him an’ his motheris very holy but I
wouldn’t wantto go to Fintan’s flat any-
more because he’s very odd, isn’t he,
Frankie?

Heis, Paddy.
A few dayslater Paddy whispers, Fin-
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tan Slattery said we could cometo his flat
at lunchtime. His mother won'tbe there
and she leaves his lunch for him. He
mightgive us some, too, and he has
lovely milk. Will we go?

Fintantells us to sit at the table in
his kitchen and he removes the cloth
covering his sandwich and glass of milk.
The milk looks creamy and cool and de-
licious and the sandwich bread is almost
as white. Paddy says, That’s a lovely-
looking sangwidge andis there mustard
onit? Fintan nods andslices the sand-
wich in two. Mustard seepsout. Helicks
it off his fingers and takes a nice mouth-
ful of milk. Hecuts the sandwich again,
into quarters, eighths, sixteenths, takes

the Little Messenger ofthe Sacred Heart
from the pile of magazines and reads
while he eats his sandwich bits. I know
Paddy is wondering what we're doing
hereatall, because that’s what I’m won-

dering myself hoping Fintanwill pass
over the plate to us but he doesn’t,he fin-

ishes the milk, leaves bits of sandwich on
the plate, covers it with the cloth, and

wipes his lips in his dainty way,lowers his
head,blesses himselfand says grace after
meals and, God, we'll be late for school,
andblesses himself again on the way out
with holywaterfrom thelittle china font
hanging by the door.

It’s too late for Paddy and meto run
and get the bun and milk from Nellie
Ahearn. Paddystops at the schoolgate.
Hesays, I can’t go in there starving with
the hunger. I’d fall asleep and Dotty’d
kill me.

Fintan is anxious. Come on, come

on, we'll be late. Come on, Francis,

hurry up.
Paddyexplodes. You're a feckin’ chan-

cer, Fintan. That’s what you are an’ a
feckin’ begrudger, too, with your feckin’
sangwidge an’ yourfeckin’ Sacred Heart
ofJesus on the wall an’ yourfeckin’ holy
water. You can kiss my arse, Fintan.

Oh,Patrick.
Oh,Patrick my feckin’arse, Fintan.

Comeon,Frankie.

Fintan runsinto school and Paddy
and I make our wayto an orchard in Bal-
linacurra. We climb a wall and fierce
dog comesatustill Paddytalks to him
andtells him he’s a good dog and we're
hungry and go hometo your mother.
The doglicks Paddy’sface and trots away
waving his tail and Paddyis delighted
with himself. Westuff apples into our
shirts till we can barelyget back over the
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wall to run into a longfield andsit under
a hedgeeating the applestill we can’t
swallow another bit and westick our
faces into a stream for the lovely cool wa-
ter. Then werun to opposite ends of a
ditch to shit and wipe ourselves with
grass and thick leaves. Paddy is squat-
ting and saying, There’s nothingin the
world like a good feed of apples, a drink
ofwater, and a good shit, better than any

sangwidge of cheese and mustard and
Dotty O'Neill can shove his apple up
his arse.

‘There are three cowsin a field with
their heads over a stone wall and they
say mooto us. Paddy says, Bejasus,’tis
milkin’ time, and he’s over the wall,
stretched on his back under a cow with
her big udder hanginginto his face. He
pulls on a teat and squirts milk into his
mouth. He stops squirting and says,
Comeon,Frankie, fresh milk. "Tislovely.
Getthat other cow,they’re all ready for
the milkin’.

I get under the cow andpull on a
teat but she kicks and movesand I’m
sure she’s goingto kill me. Paddy comes
over and shows me howto doit, pull
hard andstraight and the milk comes
out in a powerful stream. The two of
uslie under the one cow and we're hav-
ing a great timefilling ourselves with
milk when there’s a roar and there’s
a manwith stick charging across the
field. We're over the wall in a minute
and hecan’t follow us becauseofhis rub-
ber boots. He standsat the wall and
shakeshisstick and shouts thatif he ever
catches us we'll have the length of
his boot up our arses and we laugh be-
cause we're out of harm’s way and I’m
wondering why anyone should be hun-
gry in a world full of milk and apples.

I KNOW when Dad does the bad
thing. I know whenhe drinks the

dole money and Mamis desperate and
has to beg at the St. Vincent de Paul So-
ciety and ask for credit at Kathleen
O’Connell’s shop but I don’t want to
back away from him and run to Mam.
How canI do that whenI’m up with him
early every morning with the whole world
asleep? Helights the fire and makes the
tea and sings to himself or reads the pa-
per to me in a whisper that won't wake
uptherest ofthe family. Myfatherin the
morningis mine. Hegets the Irish Press
early andtells me about the world, Hitler,
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Mussolini, Franco. He says this war is
noneofourbusiness because the English
are upto their tricks again. Hetells
me about the great Roosevelt in Wash-
ington and the great de Valera in Dub-
lin, In the morning we havethe world to
ourselves and he nevertells me I should
die for Ireland. Hetells me about the
old days in Ireland when the English
wouldn't let the Catholics have schools
because they wanted to keep the people
ignorant, that the Catholic children met
in hedgeschools in the depths of the
country andlearned English,Irish, Latin,
and Greek. The masters riskedtheir lives
going from ditch to ditch and hedge
to hedge because if the English caught
them teaching they mightbe transported
to foreign parts, or worse. Hetells me I
should be good in schooland someday T'll
go back to America and get an inside job
where I'll be sitting at a desk with two
fountain pensin my pocket, one red and
oneblue, makingdecisions. I'll be in out
ofthe rain and I'll have a suit and shoes
and a warm placeto live and what more
could a man want. Hesays you can do
anything in America,it’s the land of op-
portunity. You can bea fishermanin
Maineor a farmer in California. Amer-
ica is notlike Limerick, a gray place with
a riverthatkills.

Atnight he helps Malachy and me
with our exercises. Before bed wesit
aroundthefire and ifwesay, Dad,tell us

a story, he makes up one about someone

in the lane andthestory will take us all
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over the world, up in theair, under the

sea, and back to the lane. Everyonein the
story is a differentcolor and everythingis
upside down and backward. Motorcars
and planes go under water and subma-
tines fly through the air. Sharks sit in
trees and giant salmonsport with kanga-
roos on the moon.Polar bears wrestle
with elephants in Australia and pen-
guins teach Zulus how to play bagpipes.
After the story he takes us upstairs and
kneels with us while we say our prayers.
Wesay the Our Father, three Hail

Marys, God bless the Pope, Godbless

Mam,Godbless our dead sister and

brothers, God bless Ireland, God bless de

Valera, and Godbless anyone whogives
Dad job. Hesays, Goto sleep, boys,

because holy God is watching you and
Healways knowsifyou’re not good.

I think myfatheris like the Holy
‘Trinity with three people in him,the one
in the morningwiththepaper,the one at
nightwith the stories and the prayers,
and then the one whodoesthe bad thing
and comes homewiththe smell ofwhis-
key and wants usto die for Ireland.

T feel sad overthe bad thing but I can’t
back awayfrom him because the one in
the morning is myreal father and if I
were in America I could say,I love you,

Dad, the way theydoin the films, but
youcan’t say that in Limerickfor fear you
might be laughedat. You're allowed to
say you love God and babies and horses
that win butanythingelseis a softness in
the head. ¢
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BUYING THE FANTASY
Thephotographers who stolefashion’s cutting edge.

URINGtheearly part of my ado-
D lescence, nearly twenty years

ago, I was drawn to thesurreal

four-color universe manufacturedby fash-
ion magazines. In fashionpictorials I saw
something I wanted to be: a woman “cap-
tured” by the photographer's gaze and ca-
ressed by high production values that
madeher lips and eyes and hair shinejust
so. What I meantfor those still, gleam-
ing images to give back to me I couldn’t
say, but I used to pore over them for
hours. I rememberthefeeling offrustra~
tion that would come over me during
that period of non-exchange, and also a
kindofglee: like most romantics, I thrived

onrejection. I gradually gained control
over the fashion magazines—over the
source of so much of myself-conscious
“sadness’—bybecoming critical of their
unreality, and ofthe womentheyfeatured,

whom most of us could never know
or hopeto be.

In theintervening decades, the mod-
els I once projected my longings and
dreams onto have mostlylost that gleam,
and magazine readers have begun to turn
to fashion advertising as their source of
fashion as fantasy. The most striking of
the recent ad campaigns—for Calvin
Klein, Hugo,andJil Sander, shot by Ste-
ven Meisel, Juergen Teller, and Craig
McDean,respectively—suggest that the
mostadventurousfashion “journalism”is
the ads themselves, and the best fashion
“editors” are the photographers andart di-
rectors who design the ads. These three
campaignsdo notvie with editorial fash-
ion for attention; in fact, editorial fashion
has taken to emulatingits once barely tol-
erated money-grubbinguglysister—a re-
versal of the positions of advertising and
editorial “content” which couldn’t have
been imagined fifteen years ago. The mes-
sage these ads convey, through the raw,
unstudied look of some of the photo-
graphsandtheraw,dislocated look ofthe
models, is thatfashionis dead. It’s a mes-
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sage at odds with whateditorial fashion,
in those four-color features about going
“white for summer” or adopting “the
strongsuit” forfall, still tries desultorily to
project—a “finished” woman, madeso by
fashion. The newfashion advertising has
been her undoing.

In Meisel’s ads for Calvin Klein’s scent
cK one,for example (“A shared fragrance

for a man or a woman”),it is the casting
that makes the campaign so mesmerizing
to watch on buses wobbling across the
city. Meisel has populated the campaign
with ruined faces and bodies that seem to
be walking away from his seamless white
backdrop, and hesingles out the former
film star and sex kitten Joey Heatherton,
whosebattles with anorexia and the law
have beenwell chronicled by thepress; she
stares out at the viewerlike a memento
mori with peroxidedhair, barely a person.
This approach—essentially an attempt
to demythologize models as “super”—is
moreaggressively pursued by the ads that
the German-born, London-based pho-

tographer Juergen Teller shoots. Finger-
nails with chipped black paint, greasy hair:
these are the metaphors Teller uses to
explore howtrivial beauty seemsin rela-
tion to depression. In a Teller ad,that de-
pression may be economic or it may be
just youthful posturing, butit is always
predicated onthe subject'sfailuretorelate
to the world. In the Hugo campaign,
whichlookslike a series of B-movie
stills, a dark-haired youth struggles with

a woman wearing a flower-patterned
dress. Their exchange is marked bya pal-
pablesilence, which has less to do with

photography’ssilence than with the idea
ofthe characters’ failure to communicate
with each other. Hands grasping, flesh
made too pale by the brightlight of the
flash, these figures pique the viewer be-
cause ofall that the ad represents: the
death ofeditorial fashion’s standard nar-
rative involving couples (woman plus
man equals shopping), and the end of an

era in advertising. In the new era, ads
such as Revlon’s look ridiculous and
outdated. Poor Melanie Griffith, hair-
moussedandlip-glossed, gazes outat the
viewer, as though unmindful ofthe fact
that she seems to have been airbrushed
to death.

HE beginning of the end was in
1990, when the work of a then

twenty-five-year-old photographer named
Corinne Daystarted to appear in the Brit-
ish youth-oriented publications i~D and
The Face. Unlike the work of manyof her
predecessors, whichrelied on the usual

contraptions of fashion photography
(“genius” makeup and hair; improbable
girls and improbablesituations), Day’s
pictures—of models clothed in the low-
budget, mismatched outfits of youth—

were abouthersubjects’ unabashed nar-
cissism, and how it sheathed them in

the glow or the gloom ofself-love. Day’s
world unfolds in broad expansesofgrimy
nature, or in dingy council flats that one

associates with post-Thatcherite Britain,

and thetype ofgirl Day wasattracted to
wasnotunlike her: awkward,thin, dis-
consolate. “That’s why I photographed
Kate—she was just a schoolgirl then. She
reminded meof myself,” Dayrecalls, re-
ferring to her great discovery, Kate Moss.
In picture after picture, Moss conveyed
the qualities that became synonymous
with the offhand look of Day's images,
which were meantto resemble “snaps” but
wereartful in their design and controlled
in their execution. Her vision—ofayoung
woman who was unawareofthe corrosive
effects of time as her soul rottedor played
at the fringes ofboredom, and unaware of
anything remotely recognizable to us as
“glamour”’—was, at the time,original and

arresting. Day began working for the
American and British editions of Vogue,
butin 1993, whenherstartling images of
Moss in underwear appeared in British
Vogue, “the commercial aspects offashion



 
A new era began with the photographs of Corinne Day, which are about the glow or the gloomofself-love.
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photographybegantofrighten me,” Day
recalls. “Kate came to meandsaid that her
agenttold herthat it wasn’t good for her
to be seenin mypictures anymore.”

‘Thepictures in question were in some
ways Day’s apotheosis as a photographer.
Besides being intensely moving—Day
had managed to capture on film Moss's
transition from young chum to com-
modity—thephotographsare first tes-
tamentto the fashion industry’s now per-
vasiveflirtation with death. The naked,
bruised look in Moss's eyes was an apt
expression ofthe brutality that Day was

haveall benefitted, in my view,by imitat-

ing aspects of Day’s groundbreaking
work, while she has pursued other inter-
ests—including directing short films for
MTV.“Fashion’s become anall-boy
world,” she says.

p= the mostinteresting of the
recent fashion-ad campaignsare

those produced for the Germandesigner
Jil Sander by CraigMcDean, which evoke
glass-encased wax figures. Born in 1964,
in Cheshire, England, McDean,like Day,
publishedhis first photographs in The

interestin howlighting defines a photo-
graph. Hislighting often acts—in the
Jil Sander campaign, especially—as a
strange kind of fluorescentaccessoryfor
the skin and hair. His highly finished
veneer is probably what has madehis
work more commercial than Day’s;

he makes the “down”feel “up.” Buthis
women don’t seem much affected by
the concentration oflight on their faces.
Their darkinteriorselves castit off, like
a repellent; the universe that revolves
around them consists only ofMcDean’s
lights and camera. Theattitudes they

 

beginning to experience in the fashion
world. “Corinne can’t compromise, not
onebit,” Edward Enninful, ~D’s current
fashion editor, says. Day’s increasingly
challenging suggestion that fashion was
not strong enough to contain anyone's
fantasies made heralienation from the
industry inevitable; it also accounts for
the beautiful minimalism of her Bar-
neys ad campaign from 1993. The mod-
els—slouching, walking, or sitting—
were objectified totems ofindifference
or cool.

Ironically, just as one began seeing
Day’s poetic indifferenceinfluencing—in-
deed, defining—manyad campaigns and
magazinepictorials, Day herself began to
drop outofsight. The industry had pi-
geonholed her as the photographer of
grunge, which was on the wayto extinc-
tion;it took whatit needed from her and
moved on. Photographers like Meisel,
Teller, David Sims, and Mario Sorrenti

Face and i-D. Therough,unfinished look
favored by those magazines was some-
thing he had exploredinitially as a teen-
ager photographinghis passion: motor-
bikes and motorcyclists. After a stint at
the Blackpool School of Art,in thelate
eighties, McDean rejected the academi-
cism of phototraining, “which wasn’t

trainingatall,” he says. “It’s just teaching
you how to tidy up after a photography
class.” He moved to London and appren-
ticed himself to the photographer Nick
Knight. In addition to the Jil Sander cam-
paign, McDeanhasreceived commissions
from Harper's Bazaar and, just recently,

Calvin Klein, for whom hehas shot Kate

Mossin sleepwear.
Butinhisrich, Paul Outerbridge-like

printing McDean deviates from the
watered-down, Day-derived raw look

that most of the new fashion advertis-
ing has adopted. He luxuriates in al-
chemy—inrevealing on the page his

strike seem the outgrowth of somesilent
distress, and one wishes, somehow,that
they would stop lookingin andlook out.

McDean’sstyle has just begunto be re-
flected in the work of photographers like
Meisel, whois a survivorprecisely because
he knows howto imitatetrends. McDean
himselfdisavows his trendiness, “Don’t call
mea fashion photographer,” he says, with
a laugh, echoing the sentiment expressed
by many photographers before him: that
fashion photographyis theglittering step-
child of “art” photography. “WhatI try to
show in my workis detail.” Andit’s true
that the photographiceffect of his work
is naturalistic—as though he were convey-
ing the impression of a bird by focussing
on thefeathers ofits wing. But the ennui
thathas infiltrated the fashion industry is
reflected in this kind ofhighlyaesthetic
advertising—andin the way its photog-
raphers want womento appeareither
oblivious offashion or exhaustedbyit.



   Craig McDean, who luxuriates in photographicalchemy, creates campaigns (above and opposite) that

suggest that the most adventurous fashion “journalism” is the ads themselves.
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DIAMANTINA
A boy wholikes boys. A girl wholikes boys. An unlikely romance?

COLLEGEfriend
had told me to
look up his Ro-
mancousin, Tina.
Onthe phoneshe
had a wonderfully
low, seductive voice
and a schoolgirl’s

sudden, explosive laugh. She told me
to comeright over. I pointed out that
it was three o’clock on a Tuesdayafter-
noon, which seemedto surprise her. She

laughed and said, “But I don’t under-
stand nothing you say.”

Her hugenineteenth-century Roman
palazzo was near the Quirinale, the Pres-
ident’s residence, and beside a Baroque
fountain so ugly that all Rome had
mocked the man who madeit, until he
finally committed suicide. A sour-faced
portiere opened a small, low door and

growled something at me.In the dark,
neglected courtyard, a thick-thighed
Dianadrew an arrow from a quiver, but

her concrete bow had broken offand the
exposed metal armature had stained
her hunting skirt with rust drips. Theel-
evator clanked noisily. I was immedi-
ately struck by how this once grand,
bourgeois palazzo, now fallen into
neglect, was profoundlyforeign, more
than the Roman churches, which I'd

studied since childhood, or even my
own Trastevere apartment, with its
falsely luxuriousinterior invented yester-
day and imposed on a humble old
building.

Tina opened a heavily barricaded
door, shook my hand manfully, and led

me downa dark hall with a stone floor.
Weentered a cold, dampsitting room—
anelectric fire and a tattered couch and
a chair maroonedin the midst of an im-
mense stone floor—andstoodfor a mo-
ment, eying each other. She seemed to
be as mucha stranger here as I was and
just as uncertain as to what to do. She
lit a cigarette and sat down and mur-
mured “Hmmmn”ona falling note, in- 
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dicating the armchair with her chin.
Stretched canvases were leaning

against the walls, their backs turned
modestly to the viewer. For an instant
I imagined Tina as an artist and intel-
Jectual, but she turned outto be too un-
predictable to be anysingle thing for
long.

“Yes, Emanuele told me to look
you up,” I said, naming her American
cousin. “He seems to be doing very
well. Ever the dandy, of course, order-
ing his hats from Lock’s in London with
his initials stamped in gold on the
sweatband.”

“Cosa?”she asked, looking at me with
hugeliquid eyes,floating betweenlids as
black as mussel shells. A cheap Italian
cigarette, a brandcalled MS,burned be-

tween her yellowed fingers. She shook
herheadsilently as though to wake her-
self out of a bad dream.

“Tm sorry,” I said. “Mi dispiace.”
Her eyes remained fixed on mine.

In fact, she lowered her head so that
she then had to look up at me. She was
in a simple gray skirt and white blouse.
Herhair glistened wet on the sides
where she’d just slicked it back, which
gave her slightly raffish glamour. She
scrutinized meso closely thatI felt un-
comfortable; so much attention was

bound to expose mysuperficiality or
myfailings.

‘The room wascold and dark, and
the windows were shrouded in vel-
vet curtains that were the color of
wine dregs and had gone bald both
at the hem and at the height where
they must have been tugged open or
shut, day after weary day. Now they
were shut. A floor lamp with a chro-
mium hood—an old-fashioned dentist’s
lamp—waslit and trained expectantly
onthevelvet.

I started a sentence with the respect-
ful form of“you”(“Lei”) and she imme-
diately corrected me.
An hour wentby, and the smoke of

our cigarettes floated acrossthelight. I
tried to communicate, putting my two
hundred Italian words together in vari-
ousunlikely combinations, but each at-
temptfell flat, and I becamefrustrated
and ashamed.Her large, unhealthy eyes

dissected me; I could feel them carving
meso expertly that I could almost hear
the slow, anticipatory scraping of knife
on poised fork. As I became more and
more hearty and despairing in the pro-
duction of conversation-manual banali-
ties, each so full of faults that I could
distinctly see the big C-minusscrawled
in red across myexercise sheet, Tina
droppedinto ever gloomiersilence. She
had a two-litre bottle of red wine on the
stone floor beside her chair, the cheap

kind of wine bought at the corner for
pennies in an unlabelled bottle sealed
with a metal cap, the sort of bottle that

suggested it marked a daily necessity,
not an occasional festivity. Her teeth
were blue fromit.

Just when I thought I'd exhausted
her patience, she said I should stay to
eat something.I followed her and stood
in the doorway ofher dimlylit, ancient
kitchen, with its marble sink and a tiny

modern stove that, to judge from the
rust scrapes and stains on the wall and
floor, must have beeninstalled in the
place once occupied by an immenseiron
oven. Tina was suddenly efficient, no
longer a sibyl hanging over the smoke
of her cigarette and staring into the
void but a much younger woman,
slim-hipped in her gray skirt, her pale,
slender arms weaving theair as she
spin-dried salad leaves, mixed a vinai-
grette, filled a cauldron with water to

cook spaghetti.

SPENT a lot of time with Tina
(which was, I wouldlearn,short for

Diamantina, a family name), who took
whatI judged to bea big sister’s inter-
est in me. She'd pick meupin her bat-
tered Cinquecento and speed me con- FIU
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fidently through the narrow, clangorous
streets, to where we'd have dinner, in a

dark restaurantlooking outat a rugged
Renaissance palace across an empty, wet
square. We'd eat ourplate of spaghetti
and nugget of veal in almosttotal si-
lence. In the center of the square, a
wide, ancient Roman basin overflowed
in the rain, its surface smooth as pol-

ished onyx.
Tina took me by to meet herfather,

a tiny, wizened scholar wholived in an-
other apartmentin the same family pa-
lazzo. I was used to the American no-
tion thatparentsare dull, ifresponsible,

creatures and their children wild and
fascinating, but Tina’s father was as
hopeless and eccentric as his daughter.
Heseemedtolive on cheap wine, regu-
larlyforgetting to eat, turned nightinto
day, and wore the samesuit every day,
although he was persuaded byhis
daughter every third day to changehis
shirt. He was usually morose—much
ofhis thought was devoted to a hundred-
page essay on time that he’d been writ-
ing for twenty years—butoccasionally
he’d throw a rust-colored scarf around
his neck andsally forth in hisoldjeep.
His girlfriend, an extremely elegantlady
his age, invited Tina and meto her pa-
lazzo fora party, where champagne and
canapés were stiffly handed around by
servants in white gloves, although at

midnight the hostess herself put on an
apron and madeus a spaghettata. This
woman—so dazzling in her diamonds
and so punctilious in her politeness—
took Tina’s father’s bohemianism in
her stride. She sat placidly beside him
in thejeep, a scarf tied around her im-
peccable hairdo, her tiny black shoes

poised over the gaping hole in the
floorboard.

NE night I was alone with Tina,
the two ofussitting together ma-

rooned under a lone lamp,our armchairs
and the scrap of rug underneath like el-
ements in a cheap sethastily assembled
on an immense soundstage. We were
enduring yet anotherstretch of exhaust-
ing silence, and I was about to confess
that I felt we should meet in a month’s
time, when I knew moreItalian. But

‘Tina spokefirst and said, “I love you.”
I was amazed by this declaration. I

hadn’t seen it coming. And while it sud-
denly made mefeel important and desir-
able rather than annoying and tongue-

tied, it also scared me. “But you know,”
I toldher,“I like men.”

Shestared at me with her hugeblack
eyes. She did not wheedle or seduce or
whineor even argue her case; she had

simply presented herself to me and that
‘was enough, at once Salome and the

head ontheplatter.
“Sono frocio,” 1 said—“I’m a fag”—

using the worst word I knew, the most

shocking.
That stung her into a response.

“Don’t say that. You can say whatever
you want—omosessuale, invertito—but
not that horrendous word. Youuse it
only because you don’t know Italian.”

I tried to explain to her the strat-
egy of adopting the enemy’s worst in-
sult, something the new gay commune
in Boston had attempted in naming
its newspaper Fag Rag, but she merely
shook her head as though awakening
from a bad dream andreturned to the
assault: “Weare peoples,” she kept re-

peating in English, which ] assumed
meant we're individuals before we're
gendered (a truism I wasn’t sure I be-
lieved) and that as individuals we're as
likelyto fall in love with another soul as
another body, with a simpatica woman
as a dull man,

Andthensilence. I began to wonder
how soon I could plausibly take my
leave. We were both drunk, but she was

drunker than I was. She seemedtolet
thesilence collect, as thoughin a big cis-
tern that wasready to overflow. She was
not going to permit meto wriggle grace-
fully out of the situation. Does Medea
let Jason off the hook? Does Phaedra
give Hippolytus an easy out?

I stood and she walked into my arms.
Weembraced, and I found my hands
travelling over her lean body, pressing
her flanks through herskirt. I could
feel myself kindling under her touch,
but 1 instantly worried that I'd disap-
pointher, as a lover and as a husband—

in my mind, the two were always linked.

Every time I kissed a woman,I feared
I'd be both impotent and insolvent,
tooflaccid to penetrate and too poor to
support her. When I looked at mar-
ried men,I often sympathized with their
obligation to mount their wives, tire-
lessly, night after night—andto have to
pay for the pleasure.In gaylife, hustlers
were paid to penetrate men; we assumed
that passivity was always the more de-
sirable role and that the drudgery ofac-
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tivity naturally had to be recompensed.
But now I was drunk, and the drink

must have calmed myfears. Tina was
neither decorous norcold, and we grap-
pled as violently as any two men might
have done, and somehow I found my-
self in a dark hallway leading to the
room where her bed glowed like a
moonlit pond seen at the end ofan al-
leyway offirs. Then she bit my nose,
hard. She’s mad, I thought, she’s dan-
gerous. I’m getting out of here.

“O.K.,that’sit,” I said. “I’m leaving.”
said it in English, quickly.

I had reached the hallway, groping
for the light switch while fumbling to
zip up mytrousers, when I was over-
come with the chilling certainty that
Tinareally wascrazy and that she might
try to kill me.

I didn’t wait for the elevator but ran
down thefive flights and through the
rainy courtyard, my feet striking a
muffled sound off the old, mossy pave-
ment. Behind me, I heard the elevator
motor groaning into action and | knew
that Tina would soon be pursuing me.

I ducked through the small doorset
into the portone and found myself on a
deserted street, beside the ugly fountain
that had provokedits sculptor’s suicide.
Iwas seized by the intense fear that Tina
‘was going to run meover with hercar.
I started to streak down thehill past the
Barberini Palace; then I spotted a side
street and I ducked down it, butafter I'd
run another block I saw to my horror
that it was a dead end.I crept back up
to the main thoroughfare, hugging the
shadowy wall, and arrived at the corner
just in timeto see a grim-faced Tina
hurtling by behind the wheelof hertiny,
battered car.
A bit more composed now, I went

down tothetaxi rank in the Piazza Bar-
berini. I told the driver to let me off
beside the square of Santa Maria in
Trastevere; I would walk the rest of
the way home. But as we neared the
square the driver asked me if I knew
this woman whohad beenfollowingus.

I said to him, “Here’s a bit of extra

money. Could you just wait a moment
while I talk to her?”
He smiled knowingly. I was, he

thought, a roguish husband coming
to see his Trastevere mistress, and
Tina was myjealous wife; andI realized
that, whereas every aspect of gaylife
is always regarded as aberrant, there’s
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“How about this? ‘OldBob Doleis a merry old soul.”

not a momentofstraightlife, no mat-
ter howbizarre or melodramatic, that
isn’t cozily familiar,that can’t be associ-
ated with a song lyric or a movie or
a poem.I’d have felt ashamed if my
pursuer had been a man; now there was

a hint of complicity between the driver
and me.

I went to Tina’s car, ducked down
and spoke to her through the open win-
dow. She was very pale. Like a hypno-
tist, I said, “You're tired and you're go-

ing to go home nowandwe'll speak in
the morning.” She noddedslowly.

I crossed the square, dim and de-
serted in the midnightrain. The square
wasclosed to cars, but I kept expecting
to hear Tina’s Cinquecento gunningits
motor as she came crashing down on
me. By walking confidently away from
herI felt like a torero whoturnshis back
on a bull, stunned but angry.

FTER six months in Rome, I flew
back to New York. It was 1970,

and a friend met me atthe airport,
popped somespeedlaced with a hallu-
cinogen into my mouth,and led me on
a tour of the new gay discos that had
sprungup like magic mushroomssince

my departure. I was shocked by how
much the city had changed. Where be-
fore there had been a few gay boys
hanging out on a stoop along Christo-
pher Street, now there were armies of
guys marching in every direction off
Sheridan Square. There were thousands
of them,all similarly slender and mus-
tachioed, many of them with the same

loud voices and crude way oftalking
(“Hey, Howie, wanna cwoffee?”) as the
guys whousedto beatus up.

I kept up a desultory correspondence
with Tina. I had worked out how to say
“T miss you’—“Sentola tua mancanza”—
and after receiving myletter with that
expression in it she hopped the next
plane to New York. She was momen-
tarily taken aback by the squalor of my
apartment, but waspleased to see that

we'd besleepingside by side in a small
bed every night: I had separated the
two mattresses of my single bed and
thrown them onthefloor. I had found
so little echo in New York of the time
thatI'd spentin Romethat I was happy
to have Tina here—her wonderful,
heady laugh,her face devoid of makeup
except for the mascaratracing her huge
eyes in black, her skinny flanks, the
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clean but unpaintednails, the eter-

nal MScigarettes.
She wanted to see Harlem. I

found a friend with a car, and the
three of us drove her up and down
the streets ofHarlem, Tina unable
to conceal her disappointment by
whatshe consideredto be the rela-
tive prosperity, though we told her
the apartments were dangerous,

overcrowded,and rat-infested. She
didn’t believe us when we said the
principal victims of black crime
were other blacks. In Little Italy
she was shockedto discover an ash-
tray bearing the portrait of Benito
Mussolini. “And it looks like the
past! This is Italy after the war.”

“Ah, yes,” I said, “America is Italy's
attic, where everything outmoded—
including outmoded ideas—isstored
in mothballs.”

“Cosa?” she asked, puzzled. I
never understood why she went
blank around me. I’d never had
anyonelook at me so searchingly.
Was it because she was studying
mesorrowfully or because she was
looking at me with desire and not
really listening to me? Was it be-

cause I spoke in English too rapidly or
was it myfaulty Italian?

One night she wept because I had
never cooked her any spaghetti and she
couldn't get through another day with-
out “them.” At mylittle stove, posed on
top of the waist-high fridge, I made a
rich, delicious Bolognese sauce, as roaches

scuttled out to escape the heat.
Butthat night she threw herself over

me again and I exploded. I sat up,
switched onthelight, lit a cigarette, and
held it in my trembling hand. “Tina,
this can’t go on. I’m a homosexual. I
don’t wantto sleep with you. We're
friends.”
“Ma tu hai detto di sentire la mia

mancanza.”
“So what? In English that means

nothing special. ‘I miss my mother. I
missed mytrain. Last night I missed my
enema.’ It means absolutely nothing at
all.”

She was in herslip, sitting up on the
mattress, her hair pushed forward on
oneside. She looked miserable.“In Ital-
jan it meansI love you.”

The next day she took a train for
New Haven, where she knewa tall,

skinny American graduate student
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who'd spent a year in Romestudying
Ttalian social structure. Two weekslater
they were married.

Es spring I was in Romeagain. Tina’s
American cousin (the one who'd

originally introduced us) had told me
that her father had just died. He gave
me her phone number and asked me to
call her. She wantedto see meinstantly.

‘Tina, still slender,still lived in the same

palazzo, except now I was jowly and she
seemed to be missinga few teeth.I told
her everything I could remember about
herfather, and thatpleased her, and she

asked meto repeat myrecollections to his
elegantoldgirlfriend, who'd becomehis
wife. Tina said her father had abandoned
hislittle book abouttimeten years ago.

She told me that she’d married that
American just to spite me, but the mar-

riage hadlasted only a year anda half. The
big love of herlifewas Hector, and the two
of them hadlived together fifteen years.

“Hediedlast year, and I suffered ter~
tible angoscia,” Tinasaid, sitting forward

and nursing her cup ofespresso between
her hands, even though the day was un-

usually warm for Palm Sunday, “but

now I’m just angry.”
“Angry?”
“Yes!” She laughed wildly. “He told

me he was an Argentineterrorist living
in hiding, andforfifteen years we never
wentout. Forfifteen years, we did noth-

ing but drink. There are whole years of
blackout, we were always hiding from the

enemy.” Shesliced the air with a side-
ways karate chop,an Italian gesture that,
combined with her smile and frown,

meant that she was playfully threatening
to punish a child—Hector, I suppose.

“But whyare you angry?” I asked.
“Because when he died I met his en-

tire family. They cameto the funeral.
They were all Romans. He wasn’t Ar-
gentine, he was a Roman.Forfifteen
years we'd been hiding and drinking and
he'd been making up stories. Even his
accent was made up.”

I looked at her, amazed, then burst
out laughing, and she laughed,too. I
told her that my young French lover,
who'd died ofAIDS, had pretended to be
a memberofthe “minornobility.” It was
only after his death that I discovered that
his mother was a hairdresser in Nancy.

“Cazzo, these men!” she said. She
laughed again, her huge eyes searching
minefor an explanation. +
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Three generations ofNew Yorker writers remember

thecity’s incomparable chronicler.

OSEPH MITCHELL, who died on

May24th,at the age ofeighty-
seven, was a staff writer at The

New Yorker for fifty-eight years and
was oneofits dearest and most irre-
placeable friends. But his death is not
merely a personal loss to hiscolleagues,
ora loss to the magazine. He was an es-
sential figure in modern writing and in
thehistory ofthecity.

Joe was born in Fairmont, North

Carolina, where his father wasa well-to-
do farmer and tobacco and cotton
trader. There had been Mitchells farm-
ingin the area since before the Revolu-
tionary War, andit was assumed that

Joe wouldcarryon thetradition. As an
undergraduate at the University of
North Carolina, however, he began
writing feature stories for newspapers
aroundthestate; he even sentonepiece
about the tobacco industry off to the
Herald Tribune, which thereupon sum-

moned him to New York. Joe’s father
was not impressed. “Son,” he said, “is

that the best that you can do,sticking
your noseinto other people’s business?”

Joearrived at Pennsylvania Station on
October 25, 1929, four days before the
stock marketcrashed, and over the next
nine years served an apprenticeship at
the Tribune, the Morning World, and the

World-Telegram. Hestarted out as a copy
boy, then covered murders andfires,

manned the rewrite desk, and finally
moved on to feature stories. He inter-
viewed Tallulah Bankhead, Joe Louis,
Eleanor Roosevelt, and Noél Coward;
he covered the 1936 World’s Fair and
the Lindbergh-kidnappingtrial. He be-
came so popular that the vans deliver-
ing the papercarried ads on their flanks
advertising the next Mitchell feature.

Harold Ross hired Mitchell for The
New Yorker in 1938, andit was here that
Joe developed his craft,raising the feature
story—the Profile—tothelevelof art. His
precincts were the seaport, the Bowery,

the Staten Island ferry, the Village—always
somewhere near the smell ofthe sea or the
river. Now free to operate with a patience
and deliberation that no newspaper could
afford, Mitchell spent week after week
with his subjects,listening totheir stories,
drinking with them, studying the pat-
terns of their speech, watching how they
worked, how they walked, how they bore
the burdensoftheir days and nights. Then
he wentback to Forty-third Street and
wrotehis sentences. Hecouldstart a tale
like no oneelse: “Every now and then,
seeking to rid my mind of thoughts of
death and doom,I get up early and go
downto Fulton Fish Market.”

Mitchell’s metabolism as a writer was
the opposite ofA. J. Liebling’s; Liebling,
his greatfriend at the magazine, wrote
at a blinding paceandso delighted him-
selfwith theribald virtuosity ofhis sen-
tencesthat heusedto laugh out loud at
the typewriter. Liebling was like a trum-
peter whosesolos were a sheet of sound,

a cascade of colorful notes. Mitchell’s
prose was, by comparison,pristine,
flinty, declarative, full of dark silences:

I often feel drawn to the Hudson River,
and I have spenta lot of time through the
years poking aroundthepartof it that
flowspastthecity. I nevergettired of look-
ing atit; it hypnotizes me. like to look at
it in midsummer, whenit is warm anddirty
and drowsy, andI like to lookatit in Janu-
ary, whenitis carryingice. I like to look at
it whenitis stirred up, when a northeast
wind is blowing and strongtide is run-
ning—a new-moontide or a full-moon
tide—and like to look at it whenit is
slack.

Toachieve that deceptively simple
rhythm took great attention and, in-
creasingly, great periods of time. A
Profile might take him monthsoryears;
it tookas longas it took.

Joe wrote about a New York thatis
now mostly gone: the New York of
street preachers and beardedladies,
Mohawks and Gypsyroyalty. He found
in each of these subjects an element of

himself: his pleasures and disappoint-
ments, his obsession with kindness,talk,
and authenticity. Once,after re-reading
his work, Joe said, “It turns out, when I
look at these things, just about every-
bodyis me. I didn’t knowit at the time,
but I interviewedpeoplelike me.” Ifyou
weretolist Joe’s characters and subjects,

they might seem,in the aggregate, sen-
timental or quaint. They were not. His
collection “McSorley’s Wonderful Sa-
loon”is this city’s “Dubliners’—a book
abouttimeand life and death,set in places

as vivid as Captain Charley’s Private
MuseumforIntelligent People. In Joe’s
hands, an ordinarywoman like his Mazie,
a ticket-taker at the old Venice Theatre,
on Park Row near the Bowery, becomes
as affecting as Molly Bloom.

Readers who knew Mitchell’s work
loved him for his peculiar characters and
the quality of affection he afforded
them. Writers knew well that Mitchell
had beaten the New Journalism to the
punch by decades. But because he pub-
lished hislast piece—a Profile ofthecel-
ebrated eccentric Joe Gould—in 1964,
Joe’s reputationforreluctance orperfec-
tionism, or whatever it was, nearly eclipsed
his reputation for what he had actually
done. Hewas no moresentimental about
his silence than he had been abouthis
characters; he longed to publish again,
andhis struggle pained him to the core.
But he won a newaudience in 1992,
whenan editor at Pantheon, Dan Frank,

persuaded him to republish his New
Yorker pieces in an omnibuscollection,
“Up in the Old Hotel.” The book be-
camea best-seller, found countless new
readers, and, maybe most important of
all, thrilled its author. “It meanta lot to
him when ‘Upin the Old Hotel’ came
out, that it was there and well received
andstill stoodup,” said Sheila McGrath,
Joe’s companionin hislast years.

Thereis a concludingnotein thecol-
lection whichfills the reader in on the ©
facts of Joe’s life, and at onepoint de- 2
scribes a day when he was mucking ¢
around Ashpole Swamp, in North Caro- =
lina: “Once, deep in the swamp, look-
ing through binoculars, he watched for s
an hour orso as a pileated woodpecker §
tore the bark offthe uppertrunk and limbs 2
ofa tall old dead black-gum tree, and he 5
says he considers this the most spectacu-
lar eventhe has ever witnessed.” The at-
tention he paid that bird was the atten-
tion hepaid his characters, his sentences,

ET
TE
RS

OF
ART

:
(M
AR
YL
AN
DS
TU
AR
T/
AM
I



>
ia Ee SS

Pi =

Joseph Mitchell in 1959: His collection “McSorley’s Wonderful Saloon” wasthis city’s “Dubliners.”
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and his friends. His art wasfilled with
the world’s troubles, but it never de-
spaired. As Joe oncesaid, “Life’s a
goddam mess, but you wouldn’t wantto

missit.” The impressionsthatfollow are
from some ofthe many staff members
whowill miss him.

.

BRENDAN GILL: He was a round-
shouldered man with a bald pate, a big
nose, blue eyes, and an old-fashioned
Souther courtly presence. Though he was
mostly of Scots descent, Joe loved the
Irish as a people, and he wouldsit talk-
ing by the hour to old tads at McSorley’s
saloon, upon which, by having written
aboutit, he had bestowedan unintended
fame. He was also a frequenter of the
bar that Tim and Joe Costello ran on
Third Avenueat Forty-fourth Street, in
the days before the El came down. Cos-
tello’s was the hangout of a number
ofJoe’s New Yorker companions,includ-
ing Liebling, James Thurber, John Mc-
Nulty, Charles Addams, Ann Honey-
cutt, St. Clair McKelway,Jean Stafford,
and MaeveBrennan. Tim Costello, who
had comefrom Ireland and was ignorant
of the American past, was in aweofJoe’s
incomparable knowledge ofNew York. Joe
madea habit ofprowling the old down-
town area of docks and warehouses and
seedy hotels, and when they were being

torn down,in the forties and fifties, he
would seek out souvenirs amid the rub-
ble—an ancient whiskey bottle, a broken
tile. Tim said ofhim once, “He’s a great
one,Joe is, for pawin’over other people’s
fallin’-downproperties. If he ever disap-
pears, start lookin’ for him underfifty
footofbrick, with a rusty fire escape on
his chestand a smile onhisface.”

Joe’s favorite writers were Mark Twain
and James Joyce; he was for decades a de-
voted memberoftheJames Joyce Society,
and would put in manya long evening
abiding somescholar’s highfalutinliter-
ary nonsense in order to feel close to Shem
the Penman,his lifelong mentor. His
voice, however, was more like Twain’s.
He wrotein the introduction to “Up in
the Old Hotel”that in reading over the
text he had been delighted to find in it
so much of whathecalled “graveyard
humor.” Being of Baptist Presbyterian
stock,hebelieved(orclaimedto believe)
in Hell and damnation, and when he
was vexed by troubles that he saw as un-
deserved he would shake his head and
exclaim “Lord a’ mercy!” in a voice that
was at once doomed andprayerful, with
the oddsplainly favoring doom.

Several months ago, the Modern Li-
brary brought out a handsomeedition of
his pieces about Joe Gould, and it was
announcedthat he would give a reading
at Books & Co., on Madison Avenue.I

 “Chargingyou anything less wouldbe improper.”
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had been asked to introduce him, but
when arrivedat the shop, thinking that
Thad comein goodtime,the upper floor,
where the reading was to take place, was
impenetrably jammed with people. So
was the groundfloor, where, though out
of sight of the author, the audience—
manyofthem in their twenties and thir-
ties—could at least hear his voice over
the P.A. system. I found myself im-
prisonedin the crowdbythefront door,
and Jeannette Watson,the proprietor of
Books & Co., madethe introduction in
my behalf. By then, dozens of people
had gathered out in thestreet, appar-
ently contentto be at a Joe Mitchell read-
ing without being able to hear a word
that Joe Mitchell read. He performed
his task well, speaking in a vigorous
voice, and afterward how happy he was,
surrounded byfriends and admirers,
laughing, signing copies of his book,
and, as heliked to say, “carrying on.”

ROGER ANGELL: Joe Mitchell’s last
piece for The New Yorker appeared in the
magazine on September 26, 1964, and,
though he came to work almost every
day for the next thirty-oneyears andsix
months, he submitted no further writ-
ing. Knowing him as a colleague during
this profound andelegantsilence made
you feel like an archeologist forever on
the brink of an extraordinary find. He
hadn’t stopped writing, that was always
clear; he was busy ona piece that hadn't
quite goneright so far. Each morning,
he stepped out of the elevator with a
preoccupied air, nodded wordlesslyif
you were just coming down thehall, and
closed himself in his office. He emerged
at lunchtime, always wearing his natty
brown fedora (in summer,a straw one)
and a tan raincoat; an hour anda half
later, he reversed the process, again clos-
ing the door. Not much typingwas heard
from within, and people whocalled on
Joe reported thathis desktop was empty
of everything but paper and pencils.
Whenthe endofthe day came, he went
home. Sometimes,in the evening eleva-
tor, I heard him emit a small sigh, but
he never complained, never explained.
Hewas not remote, though.If youfell
into a conversation, he listened with a
rapt expression anda crinkly V-shaped
smileofextraordinary candlepower.

Noone,in myrecollection, ever sug-

gested that Joe wasidle in his office, or
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was doing anything except writing
or trying to write. No one madejokes
about him, or expressed ill temper
about him; there was pride, in fact, about

working for a place that would in-
dulge such an epochal oddity. The
piece, whenit came, would be worth
the wait. Thesilence became famous,

becamea legend,butstill Joe came
in to workevery day.

Reminders of his reportorial ge-
nius remained close at hand. The Pro-
files and Reporter at Large pieces—
on the fish market, on city rats and

seafaring rats, on those Canadian

Mohawk high-steel workers, on the

Hudson River shad fishermen—
stood firmly and cleanly in your
mind, like Shaker furniture, but

sometimesyouslipped back to the li-
braryfiles to take down hisclip book
once again and allow your eyes to run
along those effortless comers. As we
continued tolong for that nextpiece—
the onethatwas giving him such trou-
ble—it came to meslowly that Joe’s
patience and class in enduring so
many empty days had becomea source
of comfort and even admiration. Ev-
ery writer has experienced the inner
dread that this day's work, this very
paragraph, maybethelast one before he
dries up for good—and,along withit,
the inner mad conviction that this same
piece maybethe onethatatlast fulfills
all hopes and expectations, the one that
will hold up not just for tomorrow or
nextweek but down theyears. At both ex-
tremesofthe writer's experience, Mitch-
ell was a shining avatar.

NANCY FRANKLIN: Thefirst piece of
writing by Joseph Mitchell that I came
across was somethingcalled “Tanya,” in

“A Subtreasury ofAmerican Humor.”It’s
a recollection of an interview he’d done
in 1936 with a nineteen-year-old named
Florence Cubitt—thetitular Tanya. Mitch-
ell wasstill working for a newspaper then,
and he’d been sent to Tanya’s hotel to
talk to her. He hadn’treally wanted the
assignment, and he had a bad cold that
day, but neither of those distractions
prevented him from noticing that when
‘Tanya appeared she was wearing the same
outfit she’d worn when she was named
Queen of the Nudists at the California
Pacific International Exposition, in San

Diego,earlier that year: “She was naked.
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“That's my new aupair, Mr. Cochran,formerly withA.T. & T.”

It was thefirst time a woman I had been
sent to interview ever came into the
room naked, and I was shocked. I say
she was naked. Actually, she had a blue

G-string on, but I have never seen any-
thing look so naked in mylife as she did
when she walked into that room.” By
the timehegotready togo,after spend-
ing several hours with Tanya, Mitchell
wrote, “my cold had vanished.”

Myfavorite line in the story belongs
to Tanya. She told Mitchell that she
sometimesposed forartists: “Once one
of them told meI lookedlike a Ma-
donna... and I said, ‘O.K.’” Mitchell
had that samekind ofauthentic, accept-
ing wondermentabouthim,and it made
him hard to approach buteasy to talk to
once you got there. His loop-the-loop
stories always reminded you that there
were goodalternatives to cynicism.

Thelast time I saw him,in early

January, was thefirst time I had been in
hisoffice. I was supposedto be interview-
ing him for a piece I was writing, but we
just talked aboutlife at the magazine
andlife in thecity. I was acutely aware
ofthefifty-year distance between us, but
time and again he would bridge it by re-

sponding to something I'd said with a
burst of red-faced, furrowed-browen-
thusiasm. “Ah now it,” he’d say in a

conspiratorial whisper.
few days later, two mornings after

the biggest blizzard since 1947, myphone
rang at home.It was Mr. Mitchell. He
was alreadyin theoffice; I was still in bed.

Wetalked about the amazing weather,
and he told methat once, after James

Thurberhad gonetotally blind,his wife
had told him it was snowing, and Thur-
ber’s response was “Oh,no, not another

goddam fairyland.” Mitchell laughed as
hard at this as I did. It was the kind of
remarkhe treasured, and treasured shar-
ing, becauseit said everything—or, as he
putit, it was “tragedy and comedyall
balled up into onething.”

Mark SINGER: Once, when I was

still in the short-pants phase ofmy re-
porting career, Joe invited mefor a
drink. Wewentto the Blue Bar, at the
Algonquin. He was in a distracted
mood—he’djust come from a funeral—
and talked about Joyce and Yeats and
how hard writing was. I sipped a Mar-
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tini and occasionally interjected some-
thing off-key. A couple more, and I as-
sumed control of the conversation, re-

ducing Joe to his trademark posture—
head tilted, sympathetically squinting
and rhythmically nodding as he said,
“Yehzz. Yehzz.” He was a magical lis-
tener. Describing his newspaperdays, he
wrote, “Mostofthe time I have been as-
signed to write feature stories and inter-
views and in the course of this assign-
mentI have been tortured by someofthe
fanciest ear-benders, including George
Bernard Shaw and Nicholas Murray But-
ler, in the world, and I have long since

lost the ability to detect insanity. Some-
timesit is necessary for me to go into a
psychopathic ward ona story and I never
notice the difference.”

After that, when it was possible, I

liked to bring along someone whocould
hold up myendof the dialogue. I ar-
ranged a couple of lunch meetings be-
tween Joe and Ricky Jay, the prestidigi-
tator, book collector, and scholar of cons
and frauds. They would surveythe uni-
verse of what truly mattered—Welsh
gypsies, Irish tinkers’ language, pick-

pockets, thimbleriggers, ghost-inhabited
botanical gardens, A. J. Liebling. Joe

would describe how Liebling, whoseli-
brary he had inherited, once useda strip
of bacon as a bookmark. Ricky would
talk about Houdini’s marginalia and
then segue into Cockney rhymingslang.

Fifteen years ago, when I thoughtI

had read everything Joe put between
hard covers, someone gave me a copy of
“MyEars Are Bent,” a 1938 collection
of his work from the Herald Tribune and
the World-Telegram, plus a few early
New Yorker pieces. It astounded me that
such a book existed, and Joe seemed a
little sheepish when I asked him to in-
scribe it. There are moments whenI feel
guilty hoarding this treasure, but I can
live with myself. If my house catches
fire, 1 know what I’m grabbing first—
“MyEars Are Bent” and everythingelse
onthatshelf.

WILLIAM MAXxweLL: There is no
pointin saying what everybody knows—
thatasa literary artist there was no one
like him, though manypeople havetried
to be. His conversation also was like no
oneelse’s. He wouldstart to say some-
thing and then stop in order to say
something different that was prompted

by whathe hadn’t quite managed to say
in his initial remark, and that sentence

didn’t getfinished either. Instead, the
unfinished statements built up like cloud
castles, creating a senseofthe ineffable,

the almost discernible but not quite de-
scribable, out of which you emerged
knowing somehow,bythoughttransfer-
ence, what he meant. Andilluminated
byit. Add the soft Southern voice, the
wicked snicker, and the lightness with
which he moved even though he was an
old man.

Noone was more intransigentin the
literary standards he applied to writing
in general but mostof all to his own. No
one morecharitable in his view of hu-
man failings. The sense ofloss is great.

CALVIN TRILLIN:I once dedicated a
bookto Joseph Mitchell as “the New
Yorker reporter whoset the standard.”
Hewas that to me andto a numberof
nonfiction writers I knew—inside and
outside the magazine—during decades
when mostliterate Americans might
have had trouble placing his name.
We'd trade stories about scouring sec-
ondhand bookstores in search of “My
Ears Are Bent.” We'd offer theories on
how he managed to get the marks of
writing off his pieces, so that the words
seemedto have materialized on the page
through no human effort.

In the seventies, while I was on a
book tour in San Francisco, a newspa-
per reporter asked meif there were any
writers I particularly admired. I said
something to the effect of being will-
ing to trade pretty much everything I'd
written for a paragraph of “Old Mr.
Flood”or “Joe Gould’s Secret.” In cold
print, the quotation looked more flow-
ery than I'd intended, not to speak of
pretentious—the sort of praise that
might have embarrassed Mitchell. Af
ter all, one of the theories ['d heard
about why he quit handing in pieces—
a theory that was offered as presumably
apocryphal but somehowtruein its es-
sence—was that he’d been writing away
at a normal pace until some professor
called him the greatest living master of
the English declarative sentence and
stopped him cold.

The San Francisco interview was re-
printed in someinternal New Yorker pub-
lication, and eventually Mitchell showed

up in myoffice, holdingit in his hand.
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“ wanted to thank youfor the nice
thingsyousaid,” he told me.

“T guess I sort ofgot carried away,” I said.
Hesmiled,andsaid, “You're not go-

ingto take it back, are you?”
No, I’m not going to take it back.

LiLLian Ross: In November of
1944,as a fledgling reporter on a news-
paper, I picked up a copy of The New
Yorker forthefirst time in mylife, and
in it I found piece by Joseph Mitchell
about a Hugh G. Flood, aged ninety-
four, “inviting me to come down tohis
hotel in the Fulton Fish Market district
and help him eat a bushel of black
clams.” AsI read, I knew immediately
that I wanted to report and to write in
a way that would be worthyof Joe
Mitchell. When joined the maga-
zine—Joe usedtocall it “our paper’—I
discovered that everybodyelse here also
wanted to write in a way that would be
worthy of Joe Mitchell. Nobodyever
tried to imitate him, but everybody
learned from him. Mystically, he gave
us the key to finding our ownoriginal
ways ofworking.

Joe loved the word “mystical” and
loved talking aboutit. He would be the
first to praise this or that piece, and we
would talk about “how” he or another
writer “did it,” and the elements in-
volved. He would talk about how some
mystical power would take over and
move our fingers over the typewriter
keys, and we would laughat ourselves.

Oneafternoon, when Emest Hem-
ingwaywasin town,I broughtJoe over
to meet him athis hotel. It seemed logi-
cal to meat that naive point in mylife
to bring thegreatestlivingfiction writer
together with the greatestliving re-
porter. Joe hadreadall ofHemingway's
writing, Hemingway read The New
Yorker only sporadically and had read
noneofMitchell’s. Both men were very
shy. Hemingway and his wife, Mary,
broke out champagne, and wetalked
abouta prizefight the Hemingways had
taken metosee,butfighttalk didn’t get
us onto common ground. We were
squirming. Then Mary broughtin the
afternoon newspapers. The headlines
were devoted to the “scandal” of the
moment: Ingrid Bergmanwas having a
baby with Roberto Rossellini without
benefit of marriage. Hemingway ex-
ploded with indignation at the way
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“Miss Ingrid” was being judged. Joe
came to attention. Miss Ingrid was
beautiful and brave,he said. Everybody
agreed: more power to her. The hell
with the hypocrites and the jealous
critics of Miss Ingrid! Hemingwaysaid
he wantedto fight her enemies. Every-
bodyraised a glass to her. Wewereall
in synch. A couple ofhours later, Joe
andI left. “Jeez,” Joe said softly, screw-
ing up his face at the mystique ofit.
“Wasn't that good, the way Hemingway
defended her?”

JANET MALCOLM:Thereis a re-
markable passage in “Huckleberry Finn”
abouta circus act in which twentybare-
back riders,“resting their hands on their
thighs, easy and comfortable,” as Huck
reports,enterthering, thenrise to stand-

ing positions on the horses’ backs and,
as the horses gofaster and faster around
the ring, execute a series of effortless
dancesteps. I thoughtofthis scene (an
account of true, as opposed to sham,

aesthetic experience) while trying to
think ofsome wayto describetheeffect
Joe Mitchell’s writings produced on his
students—as my generation of nonfic-
tion writers at this magazine have always
thoughtof ourselves. Joe’s feat—which
lookedso effortless that some reviewers
of his books actually condescended to
him—wasso far beyond what anyone
else could do thatit inspired no envy;it
simply inspired. Aslistening to Mozart
is widely known to be a cure for flag-
ging creativity, so reading Mitchell has
been famous among writers as a rem-
edy for stuckness. After reading a few
of Joe’s easy and comfortable sentences
(about matters oflife and death), one
would blush for the flaccidity and pre-
tentiousness of one’s own effort; Joe’s
workforced one to take morerisks and
put on fewerairs.

Joe himselfprogressively risked more
and more. Ashis pieces got more com-
plex and profound, they took longer to
write. In 1964,after writing his master-
piece, “Joe Gould’s Secret,” he under-

took a work so labyrinthine and deep
thatat his death it was still not finished.
Muchhas been madeofthefact that Joe
didn’t publish anythingfor thirty years.
To his friends this was not remarkable;

it was simply anothersign ofJoe’s seri-
ousness about writing. Duringhis period
of patient struggle with unimaginably

dauntingartistic problems,Joeretained

the preternatural gaiety, charm,and lov-
ableness of his days on the lower slopes
ofliterature.Ifthere was an unkind word
ever spoken aboutJoe, the person who
uttered it must have been mad orthink-
ing of someoneelse.

Prtie HAMBURGER:Joseph Mitch-
ell and I wereclosefriends for somesix
decades. WhenI heard that he was
gone, I comforted myself by dipping
into his work. There they are, the stray
phrases lodged forever somewhere in the
subconscious. From “Lady Olga,” the
bearded lady: “If the truth was known,
we're all freaks together.” From “Old
Mr.Flood”:“I love a hearty eater, but I
do despise a goormy.” Over the long
years, there were hundreds of lunches
and dinners, walks and talks, but what
suddenly swims into mindis a long and
lazy Saturday some thirty years ago
whenJoe asked me to join him ina
visit to a man he deeply admired, Mr.
George H. Hunter, the distinguished
chairmanofthe boardoftrustees of the
African Methodist church, wholived in
a house with lightningrods on the south
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shore of Staten Island, and who had
been immortalized by Joe in a story
called “Mr. Hunter’s Grave.” Mr. Hunter
must have been close to ninety, perhaps
older. It was his birthday, and he had
prepareda royal chickenfricassee and a
memorable lemon meringuepie. Weate
and talked and walked away the after-
noon. Wevisited the Sandy Ground
cemetery, where Mr. Hunter planned to

be buried. Joe had a special kinship with
cemeteries. Like waterfronts and wild-
flowers, they soothed his bouts of gloom.
To capture thespirit of that afternoon,

and of my friend, I must quote from
Joe’s story itself, describing a similar
visit, with Mr. Hunter talking: “After

dinner, wesit aroundthe table and drink
Postum and discuss the Bible, and that’s
something I do enjoy. We discuss the
prophecies in the Bible, and the warn-
ings, and the promises—the promises of
eternal life. And we discuss whatI call
the mysterious verses, the onesthatifyou
could just understand them they might
explain everything—why we're put here,
why we're taken away—but they go
down too deep; you study them over and
over, and you go down as deep as you
can, and youstill don’t touch bottom.” ¢

oP

‘A wonderfulcat is coming intoyour life.”
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RAGING BULL
Dennis Rodman andthe sports confessional.

BY DAVID REMNICK

HILDREN yearn to read about ex-
emplary lives, and the children of
thetelevision age inevitably select

the objects oftheir passion from thelittle
screen.Ifthe doings ofAchilles had been
televised when I was growing up,I might
have memorizedtheIliad and pursued a
career in Hellenic studies, but,as it hap-

pened, Channel 9 broadcast the Knicks
and Channel 11 the Yankees, leaving me
in state ofaddiction and with no choice
butto read andrereadthestories of such
noble Athenians as DeBusschere and
Reed, Mantle and Ford. Often myfriends
and I would read these books at the rate
of two or three a day—consuming them
like literary Cheez Doodles. Each tale
hadits thematic importance: Bob Gib-
son’s “From Ghetto to Glory” was a Dick-
ensian struggle against modern-day Grad-
grinds; Ted Williams’ “My Turn at Bat”
was,like “Le Morte D’Arthur,” a primer
in the art of noble battle; Gale Sayers’
threnodyfor his teammate Brian Piccolo,

“I Am Third,” was our version of“To an
Athlete Dying Young”; Joe Namath was
our Frank Harris, introducing us to sexual

delicacies in the masterful “I Can’t Wait
Until Tomorrow, ‘Cause I Get Better-
Looking Every Day.”

Andthen there was the moral instruc-
tion of Sandy Koufax’s autobiography,
“Koufax,” written with the assistance of
a greatly underestimated ghost, Ed Linn.
(Linn is often overshadowed in literary
studiesbythe suspiciouslyprolific Maury
Allen and Phil Pepe.) In mycircle,
“Koufax” was known simply as the Tal-
mud. While I was a pupil of dubious
standing at the Temple Emanuel He-
brewSchool,I successfully recycled on an

annual basis my classic Linn-lifted dis-
sertation, “Sandy Koufax: GreatPitcher,

Greater Jew.” By recounting with in-
creasing fervor and commitment the
story of Koufax’s legendaryrefusal to
pitch a World Series game on Yom Kip-

pur, I sidestepped any need to work up a
new paper on thetraditional twin tow-
ers of adolescent Jewish studies—Rabbi
Akiba and SammyDavis, Jr.

I pull this juvenilia down from the
shelf notto riffle through its dusty pages
but, rather, to understand the meaning of

acurrent phenomenon. Dennis Rodman’s
“Bad As I Wanna Be”(Delacorte; $22.95)

is No. 1 on the Times nonfiction best-seller
list. How are weto accountforthis? Rod-
man is a certifiable star in a mainstream
sport, and yet oneis curious about how,as
a matterofliterary history, we got from
the herculean tales of Mantle and Mays
to the confessional style of an athlete who
poses on the bookjacket with his bare suchis
flush to the camera and who writes that
to “put on a sequined halter top makes me
feel like a total person andnotjust a one-
dimensional man.” This is not thefirst
athlete confessional. (There are times, in
fact, when it seems that the athlete mem-
oir has picked up where “Life Studies”
and “Ariel”left off.) So why is Rodman
riding(literarily speaking) so high?

It is true that Rodman’s team, the

Chicago Bulls,is onits way to a National
Basketball Association championship.
Moreover, Rodman has famously unbur-
dened himself of the details of his ro-
mance with Madonna Ciccone. (“She
wasn’t an acrobat, but she wasn’t a dead
fish either.”) When Rodmanfirst met

Madonna, hetold her that“I didn’tlike
her music.” But, he insists, “that was the

one thing aboutthis relationship—we
were totally honest with each other. I
told her that her house in Los Angeles
sucked.” In what mustsurely be the most
selling passage in the book, Rodman de-
scribes his first night of intimacy with
Madonna—moreparticularly, how he
denied her a sexual favor that the lady
had said would “get meloose.”

“Believe me,” our hero said. “I won't
do that, darling.” And, he duly reports,

“T didn’tdoit. I think she was a little sur-
prised thatI said no to her, but I did: I
said NO to Madonna.”

Admittedly,a sceneas gallant as that
is also in Rodman’s commercial favor,

but,still: No. 1?

Be the advent oftelevision, the

pivotal sports books were works of
inspirational fiction, much like the homi-

letic prose inventions of Parson Weems.
(‘Father, I cannottell a lie. I chopped

downthe cherry tree,” etc.) John R. Tu-
nis’s “The Kid from Tomkinsville” and
“World Series,” exemplars of the form,

were sandlottales ofeffort and sports-
manship. Manyoftheearly ballplayers,
including Ty Cobb and Babe Ruth,
eventually found ghostwriters (Al Stump
for Cobb; Bob Considine for Ruth), but
only after their playing days were long
over. Autobiography existed, but not as
the dominant form. I think I know the
reason. As Roger Angell has pointed out
in these pages, when baseball was the
preéminent American sport, before the
Second World War,it was a game known
mainly through radio, sports columns,
and box scores. In order to see a player,
one hadto actually go to the park, and
even at the stadium there was a sense of
enormousdistance. Onewas neverclose
enough to begin wondering about a
player's wife, his history, his halter top.

The books ofmy childhood, however,
derived from our intimate access to the
game throughtelevision. We knew the
players with the help first of the zoom
lens (“Look, there’s a fly on Boog Pow-
ell’s ear!”) and then of the biographies.
The books themselves followed strict
narrative patterns: triumphovertragedy,
victory through work, etc. As a result, a

thoroughly unpleasant manlike Mantle
could be portrayed as an archetype. We
learned of Mutt, Mantle’s doomed and
devoted father, and ofthe way Hodgkin’s
disease hauntedthe entire clan, genera~
tion after generation. But we were spared
the details of ol’ No. 7 being hung over
in the dugout on gameday andofhis
womanizing on theroad.

It's not as if no one knewanybetter.
‘Ty Cobb, Hemingwayonce said, was
“the greatest ofall ballplayers—and an
absolute shit.” Cobb’s ghost, Al Stump,
suffered every indignity possiblein a lit-
erary venture. Old, psychotic, and sick,
Cobb hurled empty booze bottles at
Stump, and even threatened him with a



 
With Rodman's ‘BadAs I WannaBe,” we are on the edge ofa newform: autepathography.

pistol. Needless to say, none ofthis un-
pleasantness was recorded in “MyLife in
Baseball: The True Record,” published

in 1961. The contractual agreement
amongstar, ghost, and publisher was that
the publisher wouldhire the ghost to de-
lineate and glorify the deeds of the star
as a noble man: ghosts were meant, as

Plutarch wrote of his own approach to
the lives of Alexander and Caesar, “to
epitomize the mostcelebrated parts of
their story, rather than to insist at large

2 on every particular circumstanceofit.”
= Theathlete in question was then meant
& to live upto the chronicle; he wasnot re-

quired toread it. The great Phoenix Suns
forward Charles Barkley was once asked
about a particular remark he had made
in his autobiography, “Outrageous.”
Barkley didn’t even fake it. “I was mis-
quoted,”hesaid.

‘Times have changed,ofcourse. Stump

eventually did write an independent ac-
count of Cobb’slife, portraying himin all
his ugly brilliance. But that came in 1994,
thirty-three years after Cobb died. Wilt
Chamberlain,for his part, wrote a book in
whichheclaimed to haveslept with twenty
thousand women(a scoring record that

will stand even after his hundred-point-

game mark has been broken). But Cham-

berlain’s confessional wasalso late: he re~
tired from basketball eighteen years be-
foreits publication.

The bookthat changed everything in
the commercial sports-literaturefield was
Jim Bouton’s baseball memoir, “Ball Four,”

which cameoutin 1970. Although Bou-
ton had knownsome winning moments
as a pitcher, next to teammates like Man-
tle he was a pipsqueak. As a writer, how-
ever, he was fresh, funny, andirreverent,
informing an astonished public that some
players cheated on their wives, popped
pills, and, during the national anthem,
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looked up the dresses of women in the
stands—a practice known among the
Yanks as “beaver-shooting.” The book
‘was, at once, elevated to the best-seller

list and denounced by everyone from
Bowie Kuhn,the baseball commissioner,

to Dick Young, the reactionary Daily
Newscolumnist, who wrote,“I feel sorry

for Jim Bouton. Heisa social leper. He
didn’tcatch it, he developedit.” Trying
to imagine the commotion around “Ball
Four” now is bit like wondering what
all the fuss was over “Les Demoiselles
@Avignon.” Bouton’s younger readers
tended to appreciate him; the older ones
thoughthe had “torn down” heroes and
betrayed what wasinevitably called “the
sanctity of the game.”

As it turnedout,ofcourse, one might

as well havetried to resist free verse.
Publishers would continue to put out
reverent books about sports heroes—the
shelves arefilled with hagiographies of
everyone from Michael Jordan to Joe
Montana—but Bouton had changed the
form.

HE history of the sports autobiog-
raphy mostclosely parallels that of

the other form ofliterary junk food, the
Hollywood life story. But, since the

sports-trash form tends to do its work on
a younger and more impressionable au-
dience, it is more important. I don’t

know of many kids whoare terribly in-
terested in thelife ofTom Cruise, or are
under any misapprehension that what
Tom Cruise doesis as difficult as hitting
a major-leaguecurveball.

Ican still rememberwith a weird clar-
ity hundredsofdetails from books I read
before I was twelve. And, whether I like

it or not, I can already see signsof this
fascination in myelder son, Alex, whois
almostsix. Five seemsto be the geneti-
cally encodedstarting point. I made the
mistake of once taking Alex to a Mets
game whenhe was not quite four:after
he made his way through a hot dog, a
pint of Coke, popcorn, another Coke,
and a miniature batting helmetfilled
with chocolateice cream,he declared his
desire to get back on the subway and go
home.It was the top of the second. And
yet the next year hestarted drawing pic-
tures of Patrick Ewing and wearing a
Knicks roadjersey as pajamas.

So far, Alex’s loyalties are imitative.
Hehas declared himself a Knicks fan
and a registered Democrat. But he has
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also taken a disturbing interest in the
opposition:hehas,for example, told me
that Michael Jordan is “real awesome”
and Scottie Pippen is “also real awe-
some.” Hedoesn’t know quite what to
make of Dennis Rodman.Kids are not
often scared or offended by the bizarre,
butthey are deeply curious—they notice
everything. Certainly Alex has noticed
whatthere is to notice about Dennis
Rodman. “Whyis his hair red?” he has
asked. Oryellow. Or green. And “Why
can’t I tattoo my shoulders?” Oneday,
to help him understand,I'll give him
“Bad As I WannaBe.” Like when he’s
thirty-two.

ODMANis not the only player-
litterateur whoisselling himself as

an anti-hero, but most of his competitors
do nothing to risk shocking the con-
sumer offast food and sneakers. Barkley's
“Outrageous” is full of “controversial”
chat, but he still manages to rake it in
with McDonald’s ads. “Bad As I Wanna
Be” (“with Tim Keown”) goes well be-
yond Bouton’s“Ball Four,” getting in our
collective face with an absolute, and des-
perate, authenticity. There is no whimsy.
Here weare on the edge of a new sports
form:autopathography.
The book opens with the scene of

Rodman,atthe heightofhis talents, sit-
ting in his pickup truck witha rifle and
“deciding whether to kill myself.” His
championship team,the Detroit Pistons,
is being dismantled; his coach andfather
figure, Chuck Daly,is gone; his marriage
is a ruin; heis a tortured mess. Mostly,
Rodmanwas haunted by the undeniable
truth—thatif he were notsix feet eight
and a masteroftheart ofgrabbing a bas-
ketball as it bouncesoff the rim he would
more than likely be dead or back in the
hole he camefrom.

Rodman grew up in Oak Cliff, a dis-
mal housing project in Dallas. His father
was the aptly named Philander Rodman.
Heran out on the family when Dennis
was three years old. As Rodmantells the
story, his sisters were successful students,

while he himselfwas slow, homely, and,
in general, a disappointmentto his
mother. Hefelt rejected by everything
and everyone around him. “There have
been many times, none of them recent,

whenI sat back and wishedI was white,”
he writes. “I grew up in the projects,
where everyone was black. But I feel I
was abused within that culture. I wasn’t
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accepted there. I was too skinny, too
ugly, too something.”

At nineteen, when so many of Rod-

man’s eventual peers in the game were
already assured of multimillion-dollar
contracts, Rodman was adrift: homeless

at times, working oddjobsat others. He

had barely played any organized basket-
ball. “I was a nobody, just bumming
around with some hoodlum buddies.”
He worked the graveyard shift as a jani-
tor at the Dallas-Fort Worth Airport but
was fired forstealing fifty watches from
thegift shop. Havingflunked outafter a
semester ofjuniorcollege, he ran across

a coach from tiny school in Oklahoma
who thoughthe had some promise. Rod-
man became a twenty-one-year-old
freshman. (At twenty-one, Shaquille
O'Neal wasalready a bazillionaire and
had published an autobiography, “Shaq
Attaq!”—a bookwith all the spontane-
ity of a Pepsiad.)

At Southeastern Oklahoma Univer-
sity, Rodman proved himself an eerily
tireless player, notable as much for his
effort as for his skills. Suddenly, he was
accepted in a community; he knew,

though,thatit all depended onhis abil-
ity to play ball. “When I was twenty,
those people would have crossed the
street to get away from me.”

Rodman wasdrafted by the Detroit
Pistons as a “project” player; that is, the

coaches wanted to see if a twenty-five-
year-old rookie could play with men who
had beenstars since they were in the
sixth grade. Rodman more than acquit-
ted himself on the basketball court.
Whatwas really difficult was learning to
cope with the impossible strangeness (no
matter how delicious) of being a poor,
lonely kid one day and an impossibly rich
object of desire the next.

“Fifty percent oflife in the NBA is
sex,” he writes. “The otherfifty percent
is money.” Rodmanis exaggerating only
slightly. As a newspaperreporter, I cov-
ered the N.B.A.for a season, and wher-
ever the players stayed the hotel lobby
resembled the waiting room at a mod-
elling agency. The womenfairly audi-
tioned for them. Onereporter told me
that a player he covered—oneof the
greatest in the history of the game—
used to have a friend roam the arena for
him searching out the best-looking
women; the friend would line up the
women he had selected, and as the
player headed for the bench he would

nod his approval or disapproval of the
gathered chattel. “This is the ultimate
turnaround,” Rodman writes. “When I
was kid, the girls made fun of me and
didn’t find meattractive atall. I was
skinny and small and they thought I was
funny-looking. Now,theyall want me.
Too many of them wantme.”(For the
record, Rodman does not believe Cham-
berlain’s boast ofhavingslept with twenty
thousand women:“That's three or four
womena dayforfifteen to twenty years.
I dare anybody to keep up that kind
of pace.”) But while Rodman,like so
manyofhis colleagues, availed himself

ofhis sexual privileges, he did it, hetells

us, with a darkness in his soul: “Once

you've had total stranger ask you to
fuck his wife while he watches, you're
not goingto beeasily shocked. There’s
only one thing that shocks me: I’mstill
here.”

Rodman is hyperaware of his mortal-
ity, both as a man and as a commodity.
Because he’s not much of a shooter (the
skill that attracts the most attention in
the N.B.A., and thus the biggest sala-
ries), he must do the dirty work of bas-
ketball: defense, setting screens, and, es-

pecially, retrieving the missed shots of
others.

About basketball itself, Rodman is a
cultural conservative. He despises the
“fifty-year-old white men,”the executives
who crowd every second with bogus en-
tertainment: “You've got guys flying off
a trampoline to dunka ball, you've got
dancinggorillas and highlight shows
during time-outs.” This is the sort of
grouchy rant that Michael Jordan, with
his awarenessofhis place on the corpo-
rate marquee, would never indulge in.

Rodman notonlyresists the N.B.A.’s
blandishments to be a “role model” (a
dubious conceptplucked outofthesocial-
science jargon ofthefifties) but insists
on his own confusions. “SometimesI
don’t even know who I am,and these

people are calling me their hero?” The
sports-addicted American public now
has playerwilling to describe his sexual
anxieties (he fantasizes about making it
with another man); a black man who ad-
mits that his alienation from black cul-
ture is so deep that his favorite bandis
that icon of Seattle grunge Pearl Jam; a
star who shows uplate at the opening of
a new arena in San Antonio because he
wanted to go as a blond and“the damned
bleach job took too long.” I am notsure
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we have ever knowna star athlete so ea-
gertotell us that hepaints his fingernails
and that his pickup truck is pink and
white. Whereas Michael Jackson denies
up and downhis ambiguities in a music
world that would be morelikely to ac-
cept them, Rodmancelebrates his in a
realm of conspicuous machismo:

I don’t think painting myfingernails is a
big deal. It’s not like I'm sitting home by
myself, trying on lingerie. That’s not my
style. 'don’t lingerie. .

‘WhenI cross-dress now, it’s just another
way I can show all the sides of Dennis
Rodman, I'm giving you the whole package
I'm becomingthe all-purpose person..

I'm notgay. toa tell you if I was.1e1
go to a gay bar, that decane mean that I
wantanother man to put his tongue down
my throat—no. It means I want to be a
wholeindividual.

JODMAN isright to complain that he
is making only two anda half mil-

lion dollars a year when inferior, lazy
players like Derrick Coleman make three
times that. But sometimes hisinsistent
honesty is just too much. His insults di-
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rected against other players are unappeal-
ing and so are his attempts to portray
himself as unawed andsuperior to nearly
everyone he encounters. (“I said, ‘I’m
Dennis,’ and she said, I’m Madonna,’
and we bothsaid,‘Great.’”)

At least one teammate, John Salley,
claims that Rodman gives himself an
easy ride in the book, but I think our

man comesacross with somereal truth.
Jordan’s sponsors demandofus that we
“Be Like Mike.” Rodman wants to be
a different kind of hero, a frontiers-
manofthe soul. He is an embodiment
ofthe times: a gender-bender filled with
racial anxiety. As Rousseau puts it in
his own confessions, Rodman can claim

to have “shown myself as I was; con-
temptible and vile when I was so; good,
generous, sublime when I wasso.” In

the end, we like him—or, at least, we

don’t mind him. Besides, it’s hard not
to look forward to the future perfor-
mances ofone whosays, “I want to play
mylast gamein the N.B.A.in the nude.”
Hegives us a reason to go onliving. ¢

SHE CAN’T HELP IT
Rememberfalling in love?

BY BROOKS APPELBAUM

EW writers can
do with title
what Doris

Lessing can,soatfirst

glance her latest—
“Love, Again” (Har-
perCollins; $24)—

seemsstrangely de-
flated: an almostirri-
table rejection of the
music that imbues
“The Grass Is Sing-
ing,” “The Summer
Before the Dark,” and

“Briefing for a De-
scent Into Hell.” Les-
sing then presents
us with the incense
of high culture in a dedication to
Stendhal, Proust, and Colette, among
others, and a formidable roster of
acknowledgments that includes near-
ly everyone from Shakespeare and the
Brownings to Bob Dylan and Arch-

  
ML
Doris Lessing

bishop Whately, of
Dublin. With friends
like these, who needs
enemies? Or review-
ers? Or, you feel
tempted to ask, late-

twentieth-century
readers?

Fortunately, those

who persevere be-
yondthe novel’s first
pages will find that
Lessing, in juxtapos-
ing this lustreless
title with the sover-
eign artists of passion
and grief, has dem-
onstrated her usual

acuity. To say that this book is about
something as lyrical as memory or loss
would be to miss, or misconstrue, its =

essence: “Love, Again”is really about 2
the sawdust sensation of knowing that
one’s darkest despair and brightest ec- =
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stasy have been felt and expressed be-
fore, and better, and that, ultimately,
their expression doesn’t help.

Sarah Durham,Lessing’s protago-
nist, is not a typical romantic hero-

ine—as she herself would briskly ac-
knowledge. She is the talented and
practical manager of a successful the-
atre companyin London;sheis sixty-
five, has been a widow forthirty years,
and has long since dismissed romance
from herlife. Not surprisingly, the plot
centers on herfalling in love, again—

“forgetting the hard law that says you
must suffer what you despise.” Atfirst,
hersuffering is empathic: she becomes
hauntedby her project of adapting for
the stage the journals and music of
Julie Vairon, a beautiful turn-of-the-
century French artist of mixed blood
who,rejected by the families ofher two
greatloves, chosetolive in isolation as

an assiduous observer ofthe self. Sa-
rah also formsa close friendship with
Stephen, a wealthy middle-aged backer,
whois driven by a destructive yearn-
ing for the long-dead woman. During
rehearsals, however, Sarah’s safe dis-
tance from emotion evaporates: she be-
comes obsessed with a magnetic, im-
mature young actor and is then deeply
attracted to the play’s mercurial Ameri-
can director, who returns her feelings
but chooses to remain faithful to his
wife. Of such exasperating, monoga-
mous “Yanks,” Sarah remarks causti-
cally to Stephen, “Don’t forget they
haveto divorce and remarry every time
theyfall in love.”

These stories of frustrated longing
form the novel’s only action, and, un-
fortunately, they soon becomestale.
Except for Sarah and Stephen, the
characters are by turns wooden and in-
substantial, and the numerous scenes

of non-coupling are rendered in the
shorthand that Lessing characteristi-
cally uses for such things.It is a short-
hand that she has elsewhere rendered
tonic and tough,but here one senses a
tart impatience with the conventions and
the craft of realism. It’s as if Virginia
Woolf, after her famousdismissal of
“this appalling narrative business of the
realist: getting on from lunch to dinner,”
had forced herself to write “Middle-
march,” gritting her teeth all the way.

There is another reason to think
about Woolf, however, for the book

incorporatesa second,interior perspec-
tive: this is the voice of Sarah, dissect-
ing her love and grief with the ruth-
less precision ofa forensic pathologist.
These passages of private interroga-
tion—occupying more than half the
novel—radiate the analytical purity
that has always been Lessing’s great-
est strength; and Sarah’s determination
to confront recurrence, resignation,

and banality inspires genuinepity and
terror. Thereis nothing new to be said
aboutfalling in love, as that merciless

commainthetitle implies. The expe-
rience is an “again”forall of us, since
the events that create, and almost in-

evitably distort, our need for love oc-

cur long before we can control them. As
Sarah realizes, falling in love is often
merely an opportunity to measure how
much those events, and our memories

ofthem, have cometo controlus.
Bythe novel’s end, Sarah’s anguish

has almost disappeared: “She stood in
a landscape like that before the sun
comesup, one suffused with a quiet,
flat, truthful light where people, build-
ings, trees, stand about waiting to be-

comedefined by shadow and by sun-
light. This is the landscape recommended
for adults.” Virginia Woolf rejected
this landscape, and Lessing responds
bydismissing Woolf, whois conspicu-
ously absent from the acknowledg-
ments andthe dedication. Instead, she
showsup in the guise of a minor char-
acter named Virginia, whois greatly
improved when she trades in her
“wispy chignon anddroopyclothes”for
a stylish modern haircut.

Onewishes, however, that Lessing,

like Woolf, had included more of the

interior voice and left out more of the
“appalling narrative business.” Yet if
she had she would have blunted her
novel’s flintiest point: that the frac-
tured, shimmering mirage of roman-
tic love does not get us on from lunch
to dinner, and that getting on from
lunch to dinneris, at least, one certain

‘way to survive. #

 

Jorpan, Mont., April 11—Two members
of the Freemen,a militant anti-government
groupthathas held off lawenforcement offi-
cials near here for almost three weeks, turned
themselvesinto Federal BureauofInvestiga~
tion agentslate this afternoon.—The Times.

If you can’t beat ’em.. .  
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BRIEFLY NOTED
 

Open Heart, by A. B. Yehoshua;translated
from the Hebrew by Dalya Bilt (Double-
day; $24.95). A hospital administrator andhis
wife set off to rescue their daughter (hepati-
tis, India) accompanied bythe narrator, a
methodical surgery resident. But once the
three arrive, it’s the young doctor who con-
tracts the wasting ailmentthat courses
through this novel: his improbable love for the
administrator's plump, pampered, middle-
aged wife. Yehoshua, thanks to a sympathetic
bedside manner, turns the peevish narrator’s
observations—about open-heart surgery,
burning ghats along the Ganges, devious
adultery, anesthesia, sex—into a galloping
East-West epic mingling passion and the
transmigrationof souls.

BEHIND THE SCENES AT THE Museum,byKate
‘Atkinson (St. Martin’s; $22.95). Bunty Len-
nox is the kind ofintolerant, ever put-upon
fnoier whaGa cesanded as perfectly accept:
able by onlookers, though she does have a way
of letting her daughters die ordisappear the
youngest ofthem, Ruby,feels that the animals
in her father’s Yorkshire pet shop love her
more. Ruby's knowing descriptions of her
family make their awfulness a rich joke. But
by the novel’s end, when shefinds that she
has known everything about the Lennox
history except the single fact that affects her
most, her story has deepened to a moving
seriousness.

SHowpown: THE STRUGGLE BETWEEN THE
GincricH CONGRESS AND THE CLINTON
Wuire House, by Elizabeth Drew (Simon&
Schuster; $25). This report, at a midpoint be-
‘tweenjournalism andhistory, is a lesson in the
volatility of American public opinion. When
Drew's thoughtful narrative opens, the Repub-
licans’ sweep of Congress appears to have
paved the wayfor an irresistible surge ofright-
winglegislation designed to remodel this
country’s institutions. That didn’t happen.
Drew shows usthefrustrationsofthe Repub-
lican right and its leaders’ loss of popularity as
the voters have second thoughts.

Or Ticers AND Men,by Richard Ives (Talese/
Doubleday; $24.95). author, a naturalist
and a tour guide, describes his quest for tigers
andcomes to the sad conclusion thatwild ti-
ers will soon be extinct. All over Asia, he

Ends that their habitats are being destroyedby
human population’ growth ess persecia style
involves us emotionally; we sharehis excite
ment and fear whenever hesucceeds in
limpsing or encounteringa tiger. But he
abecre attempt to sentimentalize his subject:
its glamour lies in its ferocity and untamability.

Nancy Lancaster: Her Lire, Her Wortp,
HerAart, by Robert Becker (Knopf; $40).
Lancaster, who died in 1994, at the age of
ninety-six, was an influential interior and
arden designer. Since she specialized in
ngland’s castles and stately homes, this

biography, liberally spiced with candid pas-
sages of memoir, isn't a practical guide for
mostreaders, but its fascinations are in-
numerable. Theyinclude intimate Anglo-
Americansocial history (Lancaster, like her
aunt, Lady Astor, was born in Virginia),
equally intimate viewsofgreat art and archi-
tecture, and a striking portrait ofa perfectionist.
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FIRST TANGO IN TUSCANY
“Stealing Beauty” and “The Horseman on the Roof.”

BY ANTHONY LANE

HE good news about“Stealing
Beauty,’ thenew moviefrom Ber-
nardo Bertolucci, which opens

June 14th,is thatit is set in Italy. The bad

newsis thatit is set in Tuscany. Seasoned
Bertolucci watchers have been praying for
sometimethatthe director would stop the

lessness. There is Diana (Sinead Cusack),
wholivesin an isolated villa with her hus-
band, a sculptor (Donal McCann). At
least, I think he’s her husband; I spent

much ofthefilm wondering whoonearth
most of the people were, how(orif) they
were related to one another, and whyI

 

Jeremy Irons andLiv Tyler: Her innocence meets his experience in Bertohuci’s newfilm.

globe-trotting, cut down onthe luscious-
ness of movieslike “The Last Emperor,”
and return to his homeland—thescene of
his strongest work. So now the guy comes
back, and what does he do? He heads

straight for the Sienese countryside and
introduces us to a pack ofEnglish-speaking
intruders whosesole function is to dis-
courageusfrom ever going near theplace
again. In other words, the man behind

“The Conformist” and “1900”—filmsthat
felt as if they Aad to be made,as if the art-
ist had a duty to dramatize his country’s
disease—has nowdecided,in his wisdom,

to giveusItaly withouttheItalians.
‘The intruders are a mixed bunch,

though not quite mixed enough; they
have no defining force of character,
merely a shared boredom and bone-

didn’t cate either way. I waspositive that
Richard (D. W. Moffett) was married to
Miranda (Rachel Weisz), given the steady
rattle oftheir bickering, until it turned out
that he was married to someoneelse. As
for the old guy played by Jean Marais, I
neverdid place him,butstill—Jean Ma-
rais! The pleasure ofseeing the star of“La
Belleetla Béte”alive and working was so
intense thatit almost overcamethe groggy
embarrassmentofhis actual performance;
did Bertolucci deliberately encourage him
to ham it up? The sadnessis that “Steal-
ing Beauty”is by and large a badly acted
film; in aiming at liquid languor and a
haze of emotional incest, it gives the per-
formers almost nothing to bite on. Even »
JeremyIrons, whose haughtiness can usu
ally be relied upon to lend any aana FA

VI
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certain acidity, a dry chill ofintelligence,
shuffles to andfro lookinglost; he plays a
house guest named Alex, a playwright
withinspitting distance of death, but the
film’s mania for sophistication makes his
pain moreprecious than melancholic.
Bertolucci does to Irons whatVisconti did
to the Dirk Bogarde of“Death in Venice”:
he deadensthe dying.

Into this merry setting comes Lucy
(LivTyler), a family friend whoflies in to
stay at thevilla and generally to ripen her
soul: think Daisy Miller with jet lag. As
thefilm proceeds, you realize thatits title,

“Stealing Beauty,” is in part a coy, rather
eighteenth-century euphemism for the re-
lieving ofvirginity. Lucy is nineteen and
is still a pure maiden—ahighly unlikely
combination, butoutofit arises the whis-
per ofa plot. Whowill deflower the Amer-
ican girl? Will it be one of her fellow-
guests? And,if so, how can she be sure
thatit isn’t her own father? Lucy’s late
mother, we gradually learn, was a poet,
anda suspiciouslyclosefriend to someof
those now stayingat thevilla, where Lucy
believes herself to have been conceived;

Alex remembers the mother “writing
transportinglittle verses in between fash-
ion shoots.” | am sorry to saythatthisline
is delivered with no more than a drop of
irony; one basic problem with thefilm,

which was written by Bertolucci and Su-
san Minot,is that only atrare intervals do

the characters express themselvesin ordi-
nary human speech. Thereare jokeshere,
of a kind, but you can never swear that
theyare intentional. Everything is very
slightly off-key, just enough to set your
teeth on edge.

All of which may,of course, be the

pointofthe picture. Bertolucci maysim-
ply beregistering his disdain for our ex-
pectationsofrealism, and tuning his un-
eventfultale to the pitch offantasy. It
certainly looks like a half-waking dream,
thesort oferotic pastoral that mightfilter
through a boozy brain after a long lunch.
Nootherliving director can equal Berto-
lucci’s devotion to texture, his mastery of
theillusion that the veryskin offilm is
sexy; “Stealing Beauty” is often about
nothing more than the work andplay of
light and the supersaturation of burnt-
earth colors. The camera that pursues
Lucyas she dives into a pool and glides
along the bottom has its own matching
fluidity, a rhythm halted onlyby a cutaway
shotto the near-nakedfigure by theside

 

of the water—Miranda, lounging there

like a Matisse odalisque.
The movie's gaze is surprisingly unlu-

bricious, somehow managing to remain

cool andclassical in the hear; when Lucy
spies a young couple smooching under a
tree,the cameratravels upwardto a stone

creature perched nearbyon a wall, look-
ing pretty severe. Again, thetitle brims
with suggestion: the beauty ofthis scen-
eryis so obvious, such a commonaesthetic
currency, that the only way to endowit
with any noveltyorthrill is to steal it—to
grab it on the run and move on to some-
thing else. If you want a smart answer to
the drooling manner in which “A Room
with a View,” for example, lingered over

the vistas around Florence, check out the
choppedediting of Lucy’s journey at the
start of“Stealing Beauty”: Bertoluccileafs
brisklythroughthe landscapeas thoughit
were a book. If only he wereable to keep
that momentum;sadly, by the endofthe

picture we are right back in Merchant-
Ivoryterritory, with lovers canoodling be-

fore a bargain sunset. Lucy hasfinally
settled on her elected predator—the shi-
est in series ofsensationally unappealing
local lads. Thefilm honors her integrity in
this matter and grants her instantbliss,
never daring to suppose that she might,
like the rest of the world’s teen-agers,
merely stumble through the fumble and
get it over with.

‘The actual ravishingis a dreary, pop-
videoaffair; it plainly didn’t cross Berto-
lucci’s mind that the hippest (and most
arousing) of options would have been to
skip the climax altogether, to cut from
chase to afterburn. Thetrouble with “Steal-
ing Beauty”is notthatit’s dirty—it’s not
quite dirty enough,to be honest—butthat
its tastefulness and reverence for glamour
soften the wholeenterprise into what you
mightcall higher pornography. The movie
is stuffed with horrible types whom the
directoralone seemsto find worthy ofour
attention;it’s like “Kids” with a tan. Ifthese
curious, moneyed creatures wantto strip

and gambolbythepool, fair enough;but
as they continueto unveil and display an
engorgedsetof feelings that seem bereft
ofall motive you sensethat a peculiarly
glossyfraudis being perpetrated. Thefilm
passes off “in”jokes as velvetysecrets and
cheap gossip as philosophical rumination.
WhenAlex turned on his heel, smacked
his walkingstick in fury, and strode away
from Lucy,all because Diana hadtold
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Lucy that she, Diana, had heard from
him, Alex, that she, Lucy, wasstill await-
ing herfirst lover, I’m afraid that I gave
up. “Wedon’t mean you any harm,” Alex
tells Lucy later. “Up onthis hill, the only
thing wehaveto talk aboutis each other.”
So whynotgive it a break?

There is one commanding reason to
see this movie, and thatis Liv Tyler. Not
the performanceof Liv Tyler: just Liv
‘Tyler. ’'mnot reallysure howgood an ac-
tress she is; some ofherline readings
come outstiff and graceless, and she
seems happiest whenshe’s allowedto for-
get the daunting fact that sheis taking
part in a film—whenshe puts on a Walk-
man, for instance, and thrashes around

her bedroomasiftrying to flush the de-
lights of Tuscanyoutofher skull with a
tide ofrock androll. Butthere are extraor-
dinary moments in “Stealing Beauty”
which feel like hours—suspensions of
normal time, as the indulgentfrippery
that surrounds Lucy justfalls away and
leaves her stranded, alone with the cam-

era. It’s as ifBertolucci were confessing, to
himself as muchasto us, that he has got
the movie wrong,that it was never going

to make the grade as an elegant comedy
ofmanners—thatits true subject,in short,

is Tyler’s face. Leaning overthelip of
the bathtub, or posing—hair drawn back,
onebreast exposed—forthesculptor, she
stares with disconcerting directness at the
lens anddaresit to look away. The whole
dramaof innocence and experience that
Bertolucci plannedbutfailed to achieve in
his plot is there in these closeups, as
strong-boned and swollen-mouthedas
those of Liv Ullmann in “Persona.” Ber-
tolucci’s movie—roasted, ravishing, and
ridiculous—is a piece oftoy cinema com-
pared with Bergman’sgreat interrogation
of troubledspirits; the inhabitants of
“Stealing Beauty”findlife less a trouble
than a drag. Butonly the most confident
and contemplative of moviemakers have
the nerveto peel their art back to essen-
tials: lights, camera, countenance. As Alex

says to Lucy whenhis wasted frameis be-
ing stretchered out of the house for the
last time,“I've so enjoyed watching you.”

OE HORSEMAN ON THE ROOF”is
set in Provence—anarea thatis

even more overrun than Tuscany, and
therefore the second-most-photographed
landscape in Europe. (The winner, as
ever, is Venice. No one should make mov-
ies in Venice. No one should be allowed

to take a camera.) An excess ofavailable
gorgeousness scarcely represents a chal-
lenge—howcan beauty spot look any-
thing but beautiful?—andtherealtri-
umph would be to make an ugly, grungy
film aboutsuch places. This is not a con-
sideration that worries Jean-Paul Rap-
peneau, the director of “The Horseman
on the Roof.” Thereis not a frameofhis
work that you couldn’t blow up and paste
ontoa table mat.

‘Thestory takes place in 1832. Angelo
(Olivier Martinez), an Italian hussar, ar-

rives in Provence seeking refuge from
vengeful pursuers, only to encounter a
virulent outbreak of cholera. Helearns a
wayto treat it: undress the victim,splash

on somealcohol, andrubitall over. This

excitingfrottage comes in handy when,
toward the end, hehas torevive the body—
or, morelikely, the body double—ofJu-
liette Binoche. She plays Pauline, a mys-
terywoman whom he met when he came
through the eponymousroof. She wants
to find her distant husband, and Angelo
wants to help. He always wantsto help.
He combines the forbearance of a nurse
with the lissomeness of a natural athlete.
He’s a saint. He's a champ. He’s a com-
plete pain. It doesn’t help that Martinez
is one of those unfortunate actors whose
good looks make them morerather than.
less credible onscreen. His thrusting jaw
suggests a man whois determined to find
some underwear to model beforetheclose
ofthe day.

Howvery different from Rappeneau’s
last movie, “Cyrano de Bergerac,” which
tookits cuefrom a nose. It’s clear that the
director has decided to specialize in pad-
dedand cushioned costumeepics; whether
he knows how urgently they require a
solid core is another question. The deli-
cacy of “Cyrano” depends on the long
reach ofits comedy—onthe robust con-
viction thatit is possible to be heroic and
mock-heroic at the sametime. “The Horse-
man on the Roof,” however, has a vacuum

wherethe hero should be, with predict-
ableresults. It’s a grand, humorless movie
in whicheverything happens but nothing
matters; Angelo and Paulineare so brave
and noble, for instance, that they never
even get to make out. There are sword
fights, fistfights, and just plain fights;
there are lynch mobs,frightenedchildren,

and an admirably cool cat; there is every
variety ofderring-do. And yet, when you
look back at the film, you realize with

regret that derring neverreally did. ¢

 

   

PUT ON
THE DOG
an

A

Nowyou can wearall the

personality and wit of

TheNew Yorker. Our

cotton T-shirtfeatures

the irascible bull terrier

created by New Yorker

cartoonist George Booth.

Call toll-free:

1-800-336-5510

Back

fe a

Or send a check or money order
with your name and address to:

TheNew Yorker
Box 10214, Dept. 672147

Des Moines, IA 50336-0214

T-shirts $14.95 in L andXL.

Please add $2.50/shirtfar shipping and
handling. Offer available only in the U.S
and Canada, Residents of CA, CO, GA, IA,

IL, KY, MA, MI, Nj, NY, & OH, please add

applicable sales tax. In Canada, 7% G.8.T.
Please allow4-6 weeksfor delivery.

© 1995 The New Yorker Magazine, Inc.

& G Booth

  



   
EVERYONE’S A CRITIC

“Arts && Leisure” and “Curtains.”

BY NANCY FRANKLIN

HATEVER youthink of Steve
Tesich’s “Arts & Leisure,”
nowat Playwrights Horizons,

you havetogive the authora citation for
bravery. Theplayis aboutan intelligent but
emotionally sterile dramacritic, and on the
surfaceit’s just the kind of thing that a
touchy,insecure personwho makesa living
as a dramacritic—notthatI personally
know anyone whofits that description—
might wanttosink his or her rabid teeth
into, But I've had myshots,and,besides,I
liked the play, which isn’t really about a
dramacriticat all; it’s about howeasy it has

becomefor people to shut themselves off
from the world at large and the world at
home. Atthe beginning ofthe play, Alex
Chaney (Harris Yulin) addresses the audi-
ence andsays that we've all become drama
critics, that we judge events by their dra-
matic impact—their impactonus, not nec-
essarily on the people to whom theevents
are happening. He talks about howthe
Kurdshave,as it were,fallen off our map:

“There wasa time whentheplightof the
Kurds was a very dramatic event. Iraqis
werekilling the Kurds and we were pro-
foundly movedbytheir plight... . But
then,less than a year later, when the Turks
started killing the Kurds . . . the plight of
the Kurds wasnolonger dramatic at all. So
it would appear that death ofitselfand by
itselfis no longer automatically dramatic. If
it is or not depends on who’s killing you.”
Alex holds up head shots of his family
members andintroduces them tous “in or-
der of appearance,”as if they were merely
fellow-actors who by chance were appear-
ing in theplaythatis his life. When his
mother (Mary Diveny) comesto visit him
at his apartment—furnished with a few
theatre seats anda fish tank, theultimate in

g disengaged spectating—andstarts talking
about Alex’s dying father, Alex tries to
shape and contain her responses: “We

& could,for example, have a breakthroughin
8 our relationship,if you're in the moodfor

10
S
SI
LL

that. .. . Father is dying in agony, I know,
butthat’s no reasonforthis sceneto die as
well. ... There is still timefor usto have a
wonderful mother-son scene. The kind
thatI find so moving.”It’s the same with
his daughter (Elizabeth Marvel), arunaway
whohasreturned after several years and
told herfather that after all this time what

 

Harris Yulin as a drama critic without a conscience.

shestill really wantsis just to be loved by
him. Hebreaks offfrom their conversation
to talk to the audience,as if to gain sym-
pathy bythesheerfact thatheis exposing
his limitations: “I care for her. I worry
about her. I want her to be happy... .
Whenyouputit all together, it’s just like
love, but she doesn’t wantlovethat’s just
like love, she wantsto belovedinstead.”

‘Whatkeeps all this from becoming im-
possibly hortatory is the steadystream of
self-deprecating humor: Tesich has planted
criticismsofthe play in the mouths ofthe
characters. Underthe direction ofJoAnne
Akalaitis, the brilliant Frances Conroygives
a nervously alive performance as Alex’s ex-
wife, a former actress on the verge ofamen-
tal breakdown,and Yulin is good as a man
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on the verge ofnothing. Thepart ofMaria,
Alex’slive-in maid and “conscience’—a
foulmouthed ThelmaRitter is what she
is—wasplayed well enough by Randy
Danson; perhaps mydissatisfaction with
the character had to do with mynotbeliev-
ing that Alex actuallyhad a conscience. You
can take issue with the play’s generalities,
but I foundits psychology compelling,
its world view sound, and its message—

forgive me, Mr. Tesich—entertaining.

‘COTT ELLIOTT,a youngdirector who
did outstanding ensemble work last

year with Mike Leigh’s “Ecstasy,” has done
it again, with “Curtains,” a new playby the
English playwright Stephen Bill, about
the discomfort ofold people—andthe dis-
comfort old people cause in others. The
playis set in a drab Birmingham living
room,andit opens with a birthday party

for Ida (Kathleen Claypool),
whohasturned eighty-six. As
her family tries to fill the air
with cheer they don’t actually
feel, Ida looks miserable, and

how could she not, when her
grown daughters are standing
over her shouting “Blow,
Mum!Big blow!” while she
stares down at the cake they've
plunked onher lap. Only
Tda’s grandson, Michael (Fred-
erick Weller), seems to care
about what Ida mightreally
want: he sportingly gives
her a puff ofhis cigarette.

Late that night, Katherine,
one ofthe daughters (Laura

Esterman), carries out the

promise she once madeto her
mother, whohadasked her to

make sure she wouldn’t endupliving life
withoutdignity. Thesceneis as difficult to
watch as ifit were happeningin real life—
Katherine muffsher first two attempts—
and the characters spendtherestofthe play
arguing aboutthe rightnessofthe deed and
confronting their own ambivalence about
it. The actors—therestof the cast mem-
bers are Jayne Haynes, John Henry Cox,
David Cale, Betty Miller (she’s wonderful
asa helpful and extremely annoying neigh-
bor), and Lisa Emery—distinguish them-

selves with vivid characterizations, and

though someoftherelationshipsare diffi-
cult to sort out, the tangles aren’t real

dramatic faults; they suit the subject. Un-
like the ugly brown couch in Ida’s living
room,this playisn’t covered withplastic.
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SUMMER BLOCKBUSTERS

Cripprr: An evil entrepreneur (Pat-
rick McGoohan) devises a scheme to

supply his chain offast-seafood restau-
rants with fresh seviche by catching
Pacific dolphins and processing them
with onboard shredding machines. His
plans are complicated by a marine biolo-
gist (Kurt Russell) whois convinced that
seahorse hooves hold thesecret to a cure
for prostate cancer, and by a spunky sal-
vage hunter (Jennifer Aniston) who has
trained a podof dolphinsto find Amelia
Earhart’s plane.

EMISSION IMPossIBLE: I.M.Fagents
(Charlie Sheen, Courteney Cox) set out
to start a war betweentworuthless Mid-
dle Eastern dictators (Martin Lan-
dau, Joe Pesci) by convincing them that
they are impotent.

EXTERMINATOR: Whena pest-control
specialist (Arnold Schwarzenegger) is
accidentally transported back in time
to the fourteenth century by a faulty
supermarket-checkout scanner, he de-
cides he might as well
try to catch the Nor-
wayrat that brought
the bubonicplague to
Europe. After offend-
ing the wife (Sandra
Bullock) of a Vene-
tian doge (Danny De-
Vito) by suggesting §
that the rat might be
hiding in her dress, he
persuades her to join
forces with him against a corrupt ship
owner (Alan Rickman) whois trans-

porting the rat to Amsterdam under
orders from an evil vizier (Patrick

McGoohan) seeking revenge for the
defeat of the Muslim hordes at the
Battle ofTours.

 

BY CHRISTOPHER BUCKLEY

PLIGHT OF THE OspRrEY: A Marine
test pilot (Brad Pitt) is told not to worry
when the controlstick of his tilt-rotor
plane keeps comingoffin his hands, but
after a Defense Departmentprocurement

 

officer (Demi Moore)tells him that the
aircraft’s engines are powered byslave
labor they decide to take matters into
their own hands and Osterize the evil
defense contractor (Patrick McGoohan)

and his chief designer (John Turturro).

Maya: A pre-Columbian archeolo-
gist (Ed Harris) discovers a runic horo-
scope predicting that the New York
Stock Exchange will crash in seventy-
two hours unless five hundred virgins are
sacrificed to the god Chachacha. Whenhe
and the N.Y.S.E.president (Meg Ryan)
realize they havelittle hope oflocating
five hundredvirgins in Manhattan be-
fore the deadline—or, indeed, ever—

they enlist the help ofa legless computer
hacker (Elijah Wood) and a Guate-
malan shaman (Jimmy Smits) to out-
wit the deity and in the process make a
tidy profit by shorting the market. Writ-
ten and directed by Michael Crichton.

S.W.A.K.: An orthographically
challenged philatelist (Johnny Depp)
advertises in the personals for some-
oneofsimilar interests and finds him-
self mixed up with a stockbroker
(Maria de Medeiros) with a penchant
fororal sex.

No, Houston, You HAVE A PRos-

LEM: Thecrew ofa U.S.space shuttle (Den-

zel Washington, Helen Hunt, William
Baldwin), tasked with performing experi-
ments to determinetheeffects ofweight-
lessness on the mating habits offruit bats,
detects an asteroid the size of Liechten-
stein ona collision course with the earth.
A heated argumentbreaks out when Mis-
sion Control orders them to deflect the as-
teroid by ramming it with their craft.

DWAGONHEART:A tenth-century
knight with a speech impediment (Keanu
Reeves) mustslaya e

mythical halfkanga-
roo,halfgarden slug

before a beautiful
princess (Patsy Ken-
sit) will make merry
with him. Butjust as
heis aboutto behead,
the repulsive creature
it reveals (voice by
Dick Cavett) that the
beautiful princess has already made merry
with all the other knightsin the fiefdom.

   
BaywaTcu, THE Movie: A Chinese

militarysatellite containing plutonium
landsin the bayandstarts turning beach
babes and dudesinto gnarly mutants. Lo-
cal authorities clash with the military
over whohasjurisdiction. As bureau-
crats argue, it becomesclear that thelife-
guards must remove the toxic debris
themselves, using their bare hands and

those orange lozengelifesaver things.
Lt. Hank Hunk (David Hasselhoff) and

Tiffany Topps (Pamela Anderson Lee)
find themselvesin a race against time with
a band of renegade Australian lifeguards,,,
whoplan to recoverthesatellite them- 3
selves andsell it to the Russian mafia so %
they can afford to buy imported beer. ¢ 2
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ADMIT IT, YOU HAVE TO BE PRETTY WELL

BUILT TO CARRY 2 MILLION PEOPLE.

 

With over two million on the road, the Camry is probably as close as anyone has ever come to

building a perpetual motion machine:

In fact, Automobile Magazine called Camry “The Best Car Built in America.”** You'll no doubt

agree the very moment you havea seatin its ergonomic interior. In addition to its solid,

elegant feel, the Camry is confidently quiet. This effect, achieved through advanced engineer-

ing, is just one reason that Camry has become the industry benchmark, the Gold Standard by

which all midsize sedans are judged.

And yet, while it runs like a clock, Camry’s styling is virtually timeless. A styling so classic,

in fact, over two million people have been movedbyit. @®TOYOTACAMRY
Tlove what you do for me

 

Call 1-800-GO-TOYOTAorvisit our Web Site at: http://www.toyota.com for a brochure andlocation of yournearest dealer.
(©1996 Toyota Motor Sales, U.S A, Inc. Buckle Up! Doitorthose who love you “There are aver 2 milion Camrys currently m operation. P.L. Polk, 1994. “Camry XLE V6vBestcar built

in America, Autornobie Magazine, March 1983. Most
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